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	1. Departure

Chapter One: Departure

"Leaving. We're leaving. We pack all up and go. Just you and me. On a little vacation. Forever."

A brown-haired boy entered the cove that had become his second home over the past weeks. He wasn't tall or strong or anything that marked the typical Viking.

He was slim and thin, like a toothpick to be honest. His hair was always messy; he had a crook grin and emerald green eyes. He wore a green tunic, brown leggings, brown fur boots, a brown fur vest and a leather riding gear. On his shoulder he carried a big basket and he looked rather depressed at the moment.

"It's for the best... I think…" He let the basket down and looked around.

"Toothless? Come over here bud. I got fish for you."

At the mentioning of fish a shadow detached itself from a tree and a black cat-like dragon with green orbs for eyes, smooth black scales and giant swings walked over to the boy and purred at the smell of fish. The boy smiled a bit.

"There you go buddy." He said and tossed a cod at the giant reptile. It went down in one gulp.

The boy started to make everything ready for the flight while the dragon ate.

He tried not to think about his friends and his father but it had no use.

He couldn't kill the dragon. He'd always know that he just didn't have it. But it wasn't just that he couldn't. Also he wouldn't. Too much had changed these past weeks. Nothing was the same anymore.

It was maybe cowardly, but he would run. After all, he never felt as if he belonged here anyway.

"You're a fool, Hiccup Horrendous Haddock III! Even if you make it off the island, where will you go? And what will you do about the queen? You can't leave the dragons to defend themselves. You need to help then." He mumbled to himself and closed a buckle at the saddle.

The problem was: a few nights ago Hiccup had accidently discovered why the dragons raided their village.

They didn't want to, but they were forced by their evil queen, a dragon, the size of a mountain, who controlled them in a way that he'd never seen before.

Hiccup knew he had to do something. He was the only dragon rider as far as he knew which made him responsible for the creatures.

But he wasn't a good fighter. Still he was intelligent. That had to be something.

Something you couldn't say for most of the Vikings of Berk.

And he was determined to end this war. Not just for eth sake of the dragons. For the sake of everyone.

"Alright Toothless, here's the plan." He sighed. "We go to Helheim's Gate, defeat the Queen, free the dragons, hope that the raids will end and then, we travel the world and when we are too old for that we find us a nice place to stay, what do you say?"

The dragon regurgitated fish and offered it to him. Then he sneezed and crouched down, so Hiccup could easily climb his back.

"So that's a yes." Hiccup said. "And I hoped you had a better plan!"

The young boy took a last look around. Then he reached for the helmet on his head.

He took it off and studied it. Then he said, tossing it aside: "I'm sorry Dad. But I'm not a Viking. And I'm sorry Mum. But I have to go."

With that the now Ex-Viking youth gave his best friend the signal and the dragon shoot up into the sky, higher and higher until he wasn't more than a tiny black spot in the endless blue sky.


	2. Strangers at Helheim's Gate

Chapter Two: Strangers at Helheim's Gate

It was afternoon, when Hiccup arrived at Helheim's Gate.

The volcanic island was on the first look nothing special.

It was only a tall volcano and a lot of large boulders that lined the coast.

Not something special for the Archipelago. You wouldn't guess it was the secret hideout of the dragon queen.

Hiccup dismounted and looked around. Standing there, in the shadow of that giant mountain, he felt smaller than he already was. He'd been inside the mountain already. He didn't need to see that again. He knew it too well.

The outside was a different story.

Slowly Hiccup became second thoughts.

This was, without a doubt a bad idea, but until now, it had been possible. Well, at least a tiny bit.

Now he thought: _How in the Gods name am I going to get the beast out of there? Or, how do I generally fight something that it over a million times bigger and stronger and more dangerous than I am? Why did I leave? Is it too late to change? This was a stupid idea. _

He was so deep in thoughts he didn't realized he'd gotten company.

The man that stood suddenly nest to him was tall and had black hair that reached his shoulders. His features were elfish and he had a smirk on his face that said "_mischief"_ and _"Please keep your wallet close"_!

He wore a black robe and a golden and black armor above that. At his right side hung a sword and he stood with his arms folded and head slightly turned to one side, the same way Hiccup stood there and eyed the mountain the same way.

"Well, you could trick her into coming out, you know?" he said thoughtfully.

Hiccup jumped at least a hundred feet into the air.

"Holy mother of Freya!" he cursed and backed away from the man.

"Who in Hel's name are you?"

"Her father!" the man said dryly and patted Toothless on the head who seemed to rather enjoy it.

"But that's not important. Important is, how you proceed. Now come on, think fast, I know you're smart! How could you bait her out of the safety of her volcano?"

Hiccup was too stunned to react normal.

"Well, I…I could…I mean…we…fly…destroy mountain…Toothless and I…Ahm…yeah." The man nodded.

"Excellent. Wouldn't have said it better myself. Sounds like a plan brother. You better get it started. be careful and remember, not so fireproofed from the inside, are they?"

He smirked and winked at him.

Then he turned around and made the attempt to go, but Hiccup grabbed his wrist.

"Who are you?" he demanded.

The man turned slightly around. "I am a friend dear boy. Stay safe. I will help you as best as I can, for you are my most important friend. Farewell." With that he dissolved into nothing and left a confused Hiccup at the shore of Helheim's Gate.


	3. The Plan

Chapter Three: The plan

The man hadn't said much.

But what he had said made Hiccup contemplative.

It was true, in the narrowness of the volcano, where the queen could disappear any time he couldn't fight her. But here, outside…that was different.

Here she would be exposed.

But how could he, a little scrawny Viking and one dragon, even if it was a Night Fury, get that beast out of there. And more importantly, what would they do once she was out here?

Unwillingly Hiccup thought of his old home.

There was this man. His name was Sven.

He was old, big and beefy. He would sit around in his house all day and would let his wife serve him everything. He never moved a bit.

The only exception was, when children were playing in his garden. Then he would jump up, infuriated, and chase them, until they wore so scared, they wouldn't come near his house any more.

He thought about that. And then it all connected.

He had to infuriate the Red Death, like the kids did it with Sven. That way they could bait her out of her pit.

Still the question was: How do you infuriate a dragon the size of a mountain, without dying in the process?

Well, he had to find out.

He kicked against a fee rocks on the ground. They rolled different ways. Toothless, who had been dozing in the shadows for a few minutes, looked up. And then something connected again in Hiccups brain and he smiled widely.

"Toothless, I have a plan!"

.

.

It was at dusk. Everything was still quiet at Helheim's Gate.

The sun was near touching the horizon, when Hiccup mounted Toothless.

Taking deep breath, he went through the plan one last time in his head.

This was stupid, it was mad, it was suicide and it was exactly what needed to be done.

"Won't go too bad!" he told himself and gave Toothless the signal to fly.

Together, rider and dragon soared higher and higher to the hidden entrance.

It was very empty and unguarded. Probably the other dragons were still out hunting.

They glided through the dimly lit tunnels and towards the center, the heart of the volcano.

Hiccups knuckles where white on the hilt of his saddle and he tried to breath calmly.

They reached their destination.

As Hiccup remembered, stone columns ringed the pit, holding the ceiling.

The pit itself was filled with the reddish-orange light of the lava and mist.

No sign of the beast so far. Good.

He looked up. The top of the volcano was still open; he could see the daylight faintly.

He prayed that it wouldn't be the last time he saw it.

He leaned forward and patted Toothless head. "You ready bud?" The dragon gave a small roar that could have meant: "As ready as I will ever be!"

"Me too mate, me too."

With that they launched themselves into the air, flying straight at the first column.

.

Toothless plasma-bolt hit the first column at its thinnest spot. It crumpled like nothing.

The second and third column fell as easily.

The hall trembled.

Column four and five were blasted into pieces.

Now the ceiling shook hard and huge boulders broke free, falling down all around them and also into the pit.

"Good, that is very good." Hiccup mumbled as Toothless ducked under a giant rock and destroyed the next column.

Hiccup watched it break into pieces.

But there was still no sign of the beast. Where was it? These loud noises should make it curious, shouldn't they?

His gaze flew over to the last columns. The cave was instable as it was but that still was no guaranty that his plan would work.

He begged that his plan would work.

Toothless let go two mighty plasma-bolts. They hit the target and the columns went down. The very same moment Hiccup pulled Toothless up and steered him towards the upper entrance of the dragons den.

While doing so, he glanced behind him. He wasn't too sure, if he saw right.

But he was pretty sure he saw giant nostrils and jaws rising from the pit.

But with falling boulders all around him, he was a bit occupied not to die by being flattened and squashed to grease by big rocks.

He egged Toothless to go faster.

And prayed.

.

For a horrible second, nothing happened.

Then, there was a crack. And then another.

And another.

More and more cracks appeared in the walls all around him and zick-zacked across the ceiling.

With the next one, a mighty bluster echoed through the cave.

And then the ceiling came down.

It took all their combined flying skills and Toothless experience, not to get smashed by falling boulders.

Hiccup steered as well as he could and Toothless occasional fired one of his infamous bolts at the boulders that came their way.

But Hiccup was now sure that he didn't hear just Toothless shriek in the darkness.

Somehow they made it out of the den and into the last rays of sunlight.

With heavy wing beats Toothless catapulted them high, before be stopped and they hung weightless for a few seconds in the air.

Time slowed down.

Hiccup gazed underneath them at the collapsing volcano.

That had worked better then thought. What now?

The decision was taken from him when the volcano exploded.


	4. The downfall of the Red Death

Chapter Four: The downfall of the Red Death

Something, probably a huge rock, hit Toothless and sent him swirling around through the air, as the Dragon Queen emerged from the collapsing volcano.

She was a hideous sight. Big, ugly, scarred, bad breath, giant yellow teeth the size of his father, four eyes on each side of her head, giant slimy nostrils and skin, thick as stone.

Its scales had the color of the stone, but you could still see the blood red shining through the layers of dirt, garbage, rotting food and stone.

The worst thing about her?

She smelled like rotting food and dead bodies.

Hiccup gagged.

.

The Red Death roared.

For years and years it had been slumbering in its pit, being fed by others.

But this Night Fury had the nerves to destroy her home.

Oh, she was mad! She would make that dragon and that tiny figure on his back pay!

Yes, she had smelled the human. It had been a long time since one of those had entered her domain. She was never very fond of them, for they were mostly nothing but skin and bone. Some were meaty but she preferred sheep and fish and yaks.

But this one would pay an even worse prize.

And the Night Fury!

Letting a human ride his back like he was some kind of farm-animal.

Had this dragon lost all of his dignity?

Red Death expanded her wings and launched herself in the air.

How tiny they were, compared to her size!

.

Hiccup held on to Toothless for dear life. They were flying so fast, he couldn't see much because the wind made his eyes tear up.

But over the roaring of the wind in his ears, he could hear something _else_ roar too!

The Red Death was right behind them. And it was mad.

Hiccup considered that if someone would drop giant boulders or a whole volcano on him, he'd be pissed off too. But he wasn't a gigantic dragon queen.

He could suddenly smell something that wasn't the deodorant of the Red death. It was familiar. A smell that filled his lungs and in the last second he recognized it and sent Toothless into a straight dive, right under the column of flames that left the Red death mouth.

He could feel the heat in his back, smell the gas.

The fire lit up the sky again and Toothless dodged it again, diving underneath the Red Death.

Its downside was even more hideous.

The giant dragon tried a quick turn but it had been on the ground for so long and was so massive that it just tumbled through the air, losing its balance and falling backwards down to earth, flapping wildly with its wings.

It roared, opening its mouth wide. Hiccup could see gas gathering in its mouth and they dodged another flame column.

And suddenly, in a moment where time seemed to stand still, Hiccups brain remembered something.

Something important.

Something the strange man had said and something he'd experienced himself.

His gaze still on the new gathering gas he murmured: "Of course. Not so fireproofed from the inside. The Terrible Terrors."

He was so distracted by his new realization that he didn't see the new fire storm. Luckily Toothless did and dived, but it was so unexpected, Hiccup fell out of the saddle, hanging just by the safety rope of his riding gear.

Toothless shrieked loudly and tried to help his rider to get back up in the saddle again.

But the sudden shift of weight had thrown them out of their flying direction and brought them closer to the fire.

Hiccup screamed when his left leg got caught in the firestorm.

It was one agonized scream that made Toothless finally get halt of his rider with his front paws and he shoved him back into the saddle.

Then he dived, straight away from the flames and the Red Death that finally managed to stop her fall and went into a dive behind them.

.

Hiccup had never felt such pain.

His hands held tight onto the saddle and his eyes were tight shut. Still the tears spilled out and rolled down his cheeks but the wind blew them away.

His leg felt like it was burning. Which it probably was. But he didn't dare to look.

He could smell the burned flesh and the smell made him want to vomit right there and then. He didn't dare move or look at his leg.

"Toothless" he screamed "We have to end this right now!"

He felt nauseous. But he forced it down. They couldn't stop now. The Red Death was right behind them, closing in with every second.

Death was certain.

"Toothless! Remember the Terrors?" Toothless grunted. "The very same bud. She's just bigger and uglier!" He could swear that Toothless laughed.

"Then let's do it bud. If we go down, we take her with us!"

As they went down in their dive, time seemed to slow down.

Hiccup was aware of everything that was going on.

The wind wiping around him, the pain in his leg, dulled by the adrenalin, Toothless's warm scales under him, the leather of the saddle at his hands, he flames around them, that lit up the night, the smell of ozone and gas, he was aware of all of that.

He didn't need to turn around to know that this was the right moment.

He felt Toothless tense underneath him. He felt it to.

Hiccup grabbed the saddle even harder.

"NOW TOOTHLESS!" he screamed and the dragon turned mid-dive and faced the dragon queen.

Hiccup could swear he saw surprise in her eight eyes, before they narrowed down again in rage.

Her jaws were open wide and green gas filled it.

But it was not yet ready to be combusted. Not by the dragon queen. The process of making flames and burning the gas without the dragon risking its own life was a complicated process.

Many things had to be considered.

That was why, when the Night fury shot two mighty plasma-bolts into her mouth and started the combustion earlier than planned, it had so dreadful consequences.

The eyes of the queen widened in shock.

But it was already too late.

Toothless and Hiccup dived sideways as the Red Death started, first slowly but then faster to be consumed by flames until she exploded with a loud BOOM.

.

The explosion knocked them sideways but luckily farther away from the flames.

Hiccup leaned forward and rested his body on Toothless back. From the corner of his eye he could see another explosion and more flames.

But everything was dull and with the adrenalin fading away he grew tired and the pain came back worse than before.

"Toothless. We need to land somewhere. I don't think I can go one anymore!" he whispered and let himself fall into unconscious.


	5. A new friend

Chapter Five: A new friend

Hiccup was surprised when he opened his eyes.

He thought he would die.

The coldness, the darkness, the loneliness, the pain and the nothingness had done their part to increase that feeling.

But when he realized that he was on the threshold to the living world, he found the will and had opened his eyes.

He was in a cave.

At least that was, what his instincts told him.

It was dark and wet and the ground was hard but there seemed to be a light source somewhere nearby.

His leg still hurt like hell but it was nothing compared to what it had felt like…hours ago? Days? For what he knew weeks could have past.

He found the strength to title his head.

He was alone.

Where was Toothless? Had he abandoned him? Did he think he was dead? Or maybe he was caught? But by whom? And that still wouldn't explain where they were.

He tried to sit up but imminently was caught by a wave of nausea. The bile was hurting his already sore throat.

"Toothless? Toothless!" he coaxed with a hoarse voice.

And suddenly there was a dry scaly snout at his face that muzzled his cheek.

"Toothless?" he whispered. His dragon gave him a comforting purr.

"Where are we? How am I alive? And how did we get away from here?" he asked.

"Well, I could help answering those questions, I think!"

Again he sat up, again to fast and everything turned.

"Oh gods, it hurts."

"I can tell! Got yourself a nasty wound there."

The voice was somehow familiar.

Slowly his sight cleared.

"You." He declared. It was that stranger from Helheim's Gate! "What are you doing here?" The man folded his arms and looked at Hiccup with a pout.

"Is that how you treat the guy saved your life?"

Hiccup raised an eyebrow. "You saved my life?"

"Of course pal! I was the one to amputate your leg!"

That information hit Hiccup.

Hard.

His hands and eyes shot to his lag. He threw the blankets away…and stared.

And stared.

Horror covered his face.

There.

Where his lower left leg was supposed to be, where was…nothing.

His breath got uneven, his heart did a desperate race in his chest as his mind tried to process, what he saw.

His left leg ended a bit below the knee in a stump.

While a little part of him was still glad about having his knee and the better part of his leg altogether, the bigger part of him screamed in terror.

Everything was moving too fast, everything faltered.

He marginally didn't feel the hand on his shoulder nor heard the man's voice.

"Calm down. Easy there mate. Don't stress yourself. Lay down. You're still weak."

He was softly pushed back and a blanket was thrown over him again.

"You did great pal! Now rest, I'll watch you. Everything's going to be fine now."

And with that he fell back into the world of darkness, where the image of his crippled and bandaged leg hunted him.


	6. Broken Spirits

Chapter Six: Broken Spirits

If Stoick the Vast (oh hear his name and tremble, ugh ugh) chief to the Hairy Hooligan tribe, had thought that nothing could ruin this day, then he clearly wasn't prepared for a abandoned bed and a lost son.

Of course no thought of Hiccup betraying him and his village crossed his mind.

The big Viking just thought that the boy would be training for his big event.

What else could possibly explain his sons' mysterious absence?

But when the sun climbed higher and higher and his son was nowhere to be seen, Stoicks smile transformed slowly into a frown.

_He's just taking his time_, he thought as he passed the decorated streets and houses.

Probably forgot what time it already is! He knew he'd been like that when he'd been the boys' age.

Lost in the beauty of the battle.

Then again, this was Hiccup he was thinking about. If his son hadn't suffered a brainwash then there had to be more to his absence than bloodlust.

But it wasn't until Bucket and Mulch came up to him and asked him, when the feast would start that Stoick got up and announced that he would go and look for his son.

All the teens, except the Hofferson girl, offered to accompany him.

He thanked them and together with his brother and Gobber they marched into the forest looking for the young heir.

Stoick had expected that his son would be somewhere in the forest near the village, killing tress with his ax and a new-found strength that nobody knew where it came from accepted it nonetheless.

But nothing like that.

The forest was a vacant as ever.

"Okay, we separate. We meet here in one hour again. If he isn't found until then, we send out a bigger search party."

They nodded and divided into pairs.

Gobber and his brother Spitlout, Snotlouts father, walked with Stoick.

.

Nothing but the sound of birds and once in a while something bigger reached their ears.

With the time passing by, Stoick got more and more frustrated.

Who would have thought that someone like Hiccup; clumsy, uncoordinated and…well Hiccup-like, could vanish into thin air?

He tried to ignore glances, his brother and best friend exchanged.

.

The hour was nearly over when they were near Raven Point.

Stoick felt reminded of that embarrassing night weeks ago when his son had claimed to have shot down a Night Fury around these parts during a raid. He shook the thoughts from his head. He had to concentrate.

He wanted to cut his way through some thick bushes when he felt a hand on his shoulder.

It was Spitlout.

"Stoick, let's head back. Maybe the kids found him or he's back in the village. But there is no sense in continuing the search."

But Stoick had an unpleasant feeling in his belly. He didn't know what it was but there was a soft tingling in his neck. "No. I don't know but…I think we are close to something…I…I can feel it."

The other men sighed but agreed. Stoick was stubborn and hey both knew it had no use to convince him otherwise.

Together they cut their way through the bushes when Stoick suddenly stopped abruptly. Gobber cursed unceremoniously and raised his hook.

"Dang it Stoick, warn us!" the old blacksmith cried.

But Stoick was frozen.

The others peered over his shoulder.

Underneath them was a cove, hidden by its location, boulders, trees and the other thick vegetation.

It was without a doubt a wonderful place.

The grass was green and in the middle was a wide pond with fish.

Little waterfalls fed the pond and big oak- trees ringed one side. The stone was white and pure and there was a small opening that led inside.

But that was not what made the three Vikings stop dead in their tracks.

The cove wasn't untouched.

Actually there were a lot of signs of human activity but not just human.

From where they stood, they could see footprints in the soft ground around the pond, the leftovers of small campfires and a graving in the ground that looked like meaningless lines and arches and bows.

But on the other had there were scratch marks on the rocks and trees, burned ground and footprints of a giant beast as well as body prints.

"Let's check this out." Gobber said, having not a good feeling in his guts.

The brothers nodded.

They entered the cove through the small entrance and struggled to fit their bellies through the slender walls.

They looked around.

"Well whatever that was, it had big ugly claws." Gobber said and held his hand next to one of the scratching marks. His hand looked ridiculously small compared to the scratch.

Spitlout kneeled down next to one of the footprints. "Well, I don't like to say this but I only know one person with feet that small."

Stoick paled.

"There is no proof Hiccup was here." Gobber tried to comfort him.

"Ah, well, I don't think so." Spitlout suddenly said and picked something up from underneath a bush.

It was a helmet. Stoick paled again, looking like a bed sheet.

It was Hiccups helmet. The helmet made from Valhallaramas breastplate.

With shaking hands he took the helmet. He tried to ignore his brothers pitying look and hold the helmet tight.

"Maybe he survived. I mean…there's no blood….and…he's best a dragon training." Gobber tried to lift their spirits.

"He wouldn't leave it behind. Never." Stoick said in a silent voice. "He's gone." He added.

Gobber opened the mouth but closed it again.

Even he couldn't find any more positive thoughts on the boys' whereabouts.

Spitlout examined the footprints and the body prints.

"They don't look familiar. It wasn't a Monstrous Nightmare and no Zippelback. The talons don match. Maybe a Timberjack. But then again the size doesn't fit. Changewing…no doesn't fit too. For a Scouldron we are too far inland. And the body prints…compared to other dragons it's rather small. What kind of dragon was this?"

"What if it wasn't a dragon?" asked Stoick weakly. Spitlout shook his head. "Look at the scorch marks Stoick. They have a yellow frame. Sulfur. Only dragon flames have sulfur in them."

Gobber laid a hand on Stoicks shoulder.

"I'm sorry my friend. But I swear, we gonna find that beast."

Stoick looked at him. "I don't care about the beast. I want proof that Hiccups dead. I want his body. I want to give him a proper funeral; I want to send him off to Valhalla if he's dead!"

With that the Viking chief turned around an exit the cove.

He had to be alone.

Live was unfair. First it took away Valhallarama and now Hiccup. Both died because of these devil-like creatures.

Dragons.

And that now, where he thought that Hiccup and him might get along, after such long time of silence and disagreeing.

He clenched his fists hard. Why were the gods so cruel? What had he ever done wrong?

With broken spirits, Stoick walked back to the village, not knowing what to do next.
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Chapter Seven: The gods must hate me

Hiccup woke up, thinking his head had been splinted in half with a hammer.

That meant he had a very bad headache.

His throat was dry and hurt but that was nothing compared to the strange numbness in his leg. Wasn't numbness supposed to be good?

Because this one wasn't!

He felt strong enough to sit up and stretched his tense muscles. Good gods how long had he been laying here? He felt like he hadn't moved in ages.

He leaned against the cave wall, catching his breath. He was exhausted. The stone was smooth and cool against his burning hot skin.

He couldn't remember time where he'd felt this miserable.

Remembering what had happened he suppressed a groan.

His first thought? _The gods must hate me_.

His sight was still a bit fuzzy but he could make out a big mountain of scales next to him, snoring like a lumber mill.

How had he been able to sleep with Toothless making such loud noises?

Hiccup couldn't help but smile. He petted Toothless's big head and green orbs fluttered open.

"Hey buddy. How are you?" he asked silently. The dragon snorted as if to say: "What do you think, I'm bored to death, and all you did was sleeping. Give me fish!"

He wanted to laugh but everything hurt and was tense.

"I see you're up. About time, it's already eleven o'clock." Came a voice from next to him. Hiccup turned his head and saw the same man standing next to him.

"Who are you?"

"Well, if you would stop passing out all the time, I might be able to tell you." The man said.

He'd changed cloth.

Instead of the armor he wore a dark-green robes, black shirt and trousers, big boots and a sword at the hip. His hair was in a small ponytail. His green eyes that had the same color as the robe were concerned but also happy.

"Okay, I try my best. So, who are you?"

The man chuckled and gave him a mug of water which Hiccup thankfully took and emptied.

"I'm Loki. The god of tricksters and mischief. And I'm here to…"

Hiccup spew the water all over the man.

"What?" he coughed in disbelieve.

The man, Loki, sighed.

"That's not very nice Hiccup. Really, it is really that surprising?"

"Considering that you're a GOD and I'm a puny scrawny MORTAL, no, not at all."

"Well I'm glad you understand. That makes everything so much easier. I…."

Hiccup interrupted him. "Ahm, hello that was sarcastic! I don't understand anything!"

The god snorted. "Please Hiccup, I invented sarcasm. And if you would listen, you might not have a reason to interrupt me the whole time."

"The whole time? It's the first time."

"No, it's the second time. If you don't count when you got unconscious."

"Well excuse me; I didn't intend to be unconscious. I'm deeply sorry, whatsoever."

Loki eyed him. And for a moment Hiccup thought he'd gone too far. After all, this was a god in front of him. But heaven help him, it was his first god!

Then, out of nothing, Loki started to laugh.

"I really don't see, why they don't like you. You're great!"

Hiccup frowned. "Ah…thanks?"

Loki laughed even harder.

"I have no idea, what's so funny."

"You."

"Thanks, feel the love."

Loki calmed down. "I'm sorry Hiccup. You surely have a lot of questions. And I'm not very helpful."

"Not exactly. No."

Loki smiled. "Well, let me change the bandage at your leg and then I will tell you everything."

Oh gods. The leg.

Panic swelled up inside Hiccups chest. Until now he'd been able to shove the thought about his leg aside but now…

When Loki tried to push the blanket aside, Hiccup slapped his hands aside.

Loki looked at him irritated. "What's the matter?"

"Don't…please, I…I can't…"

"You can't what?"

Hiccup bit his lower lip.

"Tell me. Please Hiccup."

Hiccup shook his head and murmured: "The gods must hate me." Loki frowned. "I'd know that."

Hiccup shook his head.

"It's okay Hiccup. Just tell me."

He took a deep breath. "I can't look at it." He whispered.

The god surprised him again.

He sighed and laid a hand on his shoulder, squeezing it comfortingly.

"Oh Hiccup. It's okay. I know this is all very fresh and new and hard and it hurts, but I really have to take care of your leg or it might get worse. Don't worry, you'll get used to it."

"I can't. I…I can't stand the sight."

"Then don't watch for now." Loki said soft and put his hand on his shoulder. "Okay? Just don't look. Think about something good. Toothless here will help you."

Hiccup nodded and burrowed his head in Toothless's neck.

He could feel Lokis cold hands touching his leg and the sensitive skin around his…his stump.

He flinched and Loki made soothing noises.

It didn't hurt that bad but the images in his head tortured him even worse.

After a while he heard the god talk.

"Okay, I'm finished. You did great. And your leg's looking great too!"

Hiccup didn't feel great.

"Okay. Now lean back, eat the soup and listen to what I have to say. I'm sure you have a lot of questions."

Hiccup nodded while Loki handed him a wooden bowl full soup and a spoon.

He leaned against Toothless and ate while listing to the god.

"Well, before I tell you the whole story let me brief tell you what happened while you were unconscious.

After you blacked out, I sent out a force field to catch you two. Then I carried you to this cave and treated your wounds. You woke a few times but I guess you don't remember that or?" Hiccup shook his head. "I don't remember anything after the Red Death exploded and when you told me about the leg last time."

Loki nodded. "Which maybe is for the better. By the way; that explosion…Awesome. You nearly destroyed the whole island! Good thing no dragon was there. And man! You should have seen their faces when they returned. Where there nest had been was now a smoldering pile of debris with bits of their Queen strewn over it! But once they realized that the queen really was dead they cheered and flew away."

He paused.

"So they won't raid the villages anymore?" Hiccup asked between two spoons of soup.

"No. They eat mainly fish. So they will catch it for themselves and will avoid humans."

"So the war is over?"

Loki sighed. He poked the flames in the little campfire with his bare hands.

Hiccup waited.

"No." The god finally said.

"What do you mean? The Red Death is dead. No more raids ergo no more war!" Hiccup said, slightly hysterical.

Loki sighed heavily.

"Hiccup. This…conflict is far bigger than you originally thought and it concerns more than just you Vikings and the dragons here. You are a big part of it, none the less. But this goes over the shores of Berk. This concerns the whole Archipelago, more so the whole world." "The whole world…" Hiccup echoed. "So there is more?"

"Of course. A lot more. Compared to the rest of the earth, this is a tiny spot on the map. There are a lot different kinds of people and cultures. And what connects them all are dragons." Hiccup was overwhelmed.

"You mean there are dragons outside of the Archipelago?"

"Oh yes. Thousand different specimen. But that's not the point…well, it somewhere is, but what I actually what to tell you is something else. The war as you know it indeed is over. There should be no more raids on Berk. But as we are talking forces are gathering at the horizon. Forces that need to be stopped. Things are starting to roll and Ragnarök might be closer then the gods want it to be."

"Okay. But I still don't get what this has to do with me to be honest and why you are here." "There are many reasons why I'm here. And they all have to do with you."

He looked at Hiccup.

"Hiccup you are in the middle of this all. We cannot fight this war without you."
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Chapter Eight: The not so normal bedtime story and a suicidal quest

Hiccup leaned forward and asked the god between clenched teeth: "What do you mean with that?"

"I mean that you are the key to our all survival." Loki said firmly.

"You don't even know me."

"I do know you." Loki said silently. "I watched you all your live. Because I knew who you where what you were and what you were to become. I watched over you for as long as you live."

Hiccup didn't say anything, just watched as the god stared at him intensively.

"You never felt as if you belonged there. You always searched for the bigger purpose, the reason why you were like you are. You never found a way to fit in no matter how hard you tried because deep down in your heart you knew being like them was not what was right for you. You've searched your whole live for that reason, sometimes wondering if there is one. I can tell you what it is."

Hiccups breath caught in his throat. His heart was beating really fast. Something in Loki words triggered his subconscious so badly it made him break out in sweat.

Loki leaned forward and said in a low voice:

"There is a reason why you feel like you don't belong on Berk anymore Hiccup. A reason why this Night Fury chose you as its rider. A reason why you chose to fight the Red Death."

Hiccup finally managed to get a grip on himself and interrupted the god.

"The only reason why I did it is because it was the right thing to do. I hate slavery and I hate war. I hate fighting. That's why I cheated in the ring. I couldn't stand hurting innocent souls, even tough they were keen on killing me. Because it wasn't their fault. The Red Death was to blame. I did it to stop all of those terrible things. That's the only reason and nothing more." Hiccup shouted. He didn't know why he was shouting. He felt as if he had to.

"And as soon as I am back on my legs again…ahm…l_e_g…, Toothless and I will leave this miserable collection of islands and settle down somewhere nice and quiet. I don't fight in any wars." He added and put a hand no Toothless's wide head.

Loki looked at him with a raised eyebrow.

"Not even when innocent lives are at stake? When the survival of human kind is at stake? When dragons near and far are in danger?"

"How is any of that my concern? And why would you ask me to fight your battles?" Hiccup shouted desperately.

"They are not my battles Hiccup. They are yours as well." Loki said sternly.

Hiccup averted his gaze.

"What do you want from me?" he asked tiredly.

"You are the only one who can stop the world from falling apart. For years we have tried to bring humans and dragons together again. But we never succeeded. Then you came along and out of the kindness of your heart befriended the enemy because you looked beyond. That was when we dared to hope again."

"What does that have to do with the rest of the world and its doom?" Hiccup asked annoyed.

"Hiccup do you know what Darkness is?"

"It's what happened when eth sun goes down." Hiccup said, rolling with his eyes. "Duh." He added.

No it was Loki who rolled with his eyes.

"No, I mean Darkness with a capital 'D', as in Evil."

Hiccup frowned.

Loki sighed and continued.

"The world and all life on it is an act of balance. There are good things as there are evil things, there is light as well as there is darkness.

This balance is something fragile. Sometimes it sways. And when that happens there needs to be a counterstrike.

Where people are enslaved there are people needed that free those slaves. Where there are people killed there need to be people who bring the killers to justice so that this balance is cured again. Where people die, babies are born."

"Okay, I can understand that." Hiccup said at the questioning glance.

"Well, Darkness and Light are two real things. They are constantly fighting for the upper hand. But a thousand years ago the light side managed to subdue Darkness. He was bound in chains so that he may never rise again and try to take over the nine worlds."

"So where is the problem?" Hiccup asked. It was a naïve question but he really didn't see the point.

"There cannot be light without darkness. Darkness was never gone from the nine worlds. Bad things happen every day. Take the war between Vikings and dragons for example. Each time those dragons were forced to raid your village people got killed or injured. Dragons got killed and injured. Hate and Anger hardened your lives. Bitterness and pain became part of your everyday live. And Darkness fed from those feeling. From every injustice that happened here and elsewhere on the planet. He grew stronger and stronger. Strong enough to break some of his chains and gather his army again. He's preparing for another war and we can't stop him. At least not us gods can."

Loki looked at Hiccup.

"But you can."

Hiccup looked at him wearily. "What makes you think so?"

"Darkness main source of power are you humans. _Your planet, Midgard or Earth as you call her, is where its forces are the strongest. You humans are divided. You fight wars and kill each other. The darkness is everywhere in your world. Think of it as an 'All-you-can-eat-power-buffet'. But if you were united and would stand against Darkness, it would unbalance the scales of good and bad so dramatically that all of Darkness's powers would be destroyed."_

_Loki took a deep breath and looked at him. _

_"I repeat my previous question. Why do you think I am the right man for the job? _I'm the worst Viking in seven generations! I have spaghetti arms and can't even lift a hammer. And I shall fight an ancient evil force? Sorry, not so bloody likely." Hiccup said with clenched teeth.

"You combine intelligence and an open mind, courage and caution, diplomacy and straight forwardness in one person. We believe that if anyone can do it, it is you. You became friends with the most feared dragon your people know. You have a pure heart and know what is right and what is wrong. You said it yourself, you don't like the things that imbalance the world such as slavery, suppression and alike. Deep within yourself you felt that Toothless wasn't your enemy. You felt connected to him when you looked him in the eyes. You saw yourself. It is your destiny Hiccup, your destiny to unite the world once again."

"How can you know that?" Hiccup asked silently.

"Because it is what I chose to believe. On this journey you will find out that you are the one. You were born under fateful stars, that is true but that doesn't mean that your fate is bad as well. You have a grand future ahead."

"I don't know if I am ready for such things."

"Nobody is ever ready for the trials of life. But Hiccup, do you want to life in a world full of misery and bad things? War passes no one. We all play our roles. You just happen to have the main roll. You will defeat Darkness for the last time."

Hiccup bit his lip.

"I feel that what you say is true. There is no point in denying it. But how can I possibly….fight the personification of evil?"

"You alone cannot. That's why you need to unite your fellow humans."

Hiccup took a deep breath and looked at Toothless for advice.

"What do you think bud? Should we do it?"

Toothless looked Hiccup straight into the eyes. Green met green and Hiccup felt a tingling sensation down his spine.

He touched Toothless's nose softly.

"I'll need you with me." He whispered.

Toothless nudged his hand carefully.

"Together then." Hiccup said.
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Chapter Nine: Preparations

"You will obviously have to visit the other six big nations. They are all very different and you will have to be careful how you present the situation to them. Most of them don't know about any of this war-business with Darkness. They are too occupied fighting their own battles."

Loki pointed at six different areas on a map he had bought Hiccup.

"With Toothless, you shouldn't have any problems traveling. It the rest you should be worried about. Pirates, Cannibals, bandits, the weather, you know…?"

.

A bite more than a month had passed since Hiccup had decided to go on the quest to fight the darkness that was about to consume the nine worlds and would destroy all life.

He would prevent that from happening by uniting seven nations that had been at war with each other since pretty much the beginning of recorded time.

He had to travel the whole world and visit countries, so foreign and different that he got a queasy feeling in his guts just thinking about them.

He would have to talk to the people in these lands and convince them to unite with the other nations to prevent the ultimate destruction of the universe, even though most of the nations couldn't stand each other.

No stress at all.

As impossible their plan was, Hiccup couldn't doubt it. He could doubt the practical side, yes but not the theory behind it.

Since he had accepted that this was his fate, as everybody had one, he had be calmer about it, thinking for hours how to do it.

Loki had visited him every day. Partly because he wanted to help Hiccup, partly because he had to treat his leg.

The leg.

The leg was a problem.

Well, actually it wasn't.

A week ago, Loki had presented Hiccup a gift of his fellow gods as a sign of their gratitude that he was willing to help and fight by their side.

It was a prosthetic, made by the gods. It came together with a new saddle for Toothless.

It all fitted perfectly but still Hiccup refused to wear it longer than necessary.

The pain was nearly gone and the stump had healed incredible well, thanks to some magic. But it still hurt Hiccup mentally.

And he still couldn't stand the look.

Since he'd been living in the cave for quite a while now, Loki had bought him some things. He now had a bed, a table with two chairs and a stone-ringed fire pit, cloth to change and fresh water to wash.

Loki bought them food and maps and even weapons, though Hiccup hadn't touched them. He would prefer not to use them.

.

"Sure." he sighed and glanced at the saddle.

He really wanted to fly again. He needed to fly again and Toothless even more.

But Hiccup couldn't convince himself to do so.

Toothless was a saint in that aspect, really.

He kept quiet even though he wanted so badly to fly.

Hiccup was grateful and at the same time he hated himself for being so selfish.

He tried to ignore Lokis worried glances and concentrated on the map again.

"Where should I start?"

Loki tipped on a wide land in the far south.

"Here in Derandolia. (**AN: I just make up some countries. I don't go by the actual world we are living in**.)It's actually a peaceful nation. As long as they are not at war. They're very diplomatic and reasonable and will probably listen to what you say. If they believe you is a different question but they are the most civil nation if you ask me."

Hiccup nodded. "What's the best way to get there?"

Lokis finger wandered over the ocean that divided the Archipelago from the great mountains of Durgonheim that rose like a barrier in front of the southern sea where most of the other nations were located.

"The northern sea won't be a problem. There are enough uninhabited islands along the way where you can stop. But when you cross Durgonheim, stay near the waters. Rivers and lakes and alike. The people there don't trust water. That's why you won't find any towns and villages at the coasts. They live from the rainwater that comes down the mountains. So stay clear of the mountains because that's where you find them.

When you crossed Durgonheim, you will travel over pirate-waters. Stay away from ships with no trader flag. Otherwise you should be fine."

"And what about Toothless?"

"What's the matter with Toothless?"

"He's a dragon."

"Yes. And?"

"Won't the people panic on sight?"

"Why should they?"

"Besides the fact that he can breathe fire, can fly and has very sharp teeth and claws?"

"Hiccup. There are more dragons in the world then in the Archipelago. They know dragons in the other nations."

"Yeah, you mentioned that before. What I mean is: Won't they attack on sight or put me in jail for being a traitor for befriending a dragon?"

Loki seemed to understand what he wanted to say.

"Oh no, Hiccup! Not every nation follows the same rules as your people."

Hiccup looked at him with big eyes.

"Do you mean…do you want to say that there are other people like…me and Toothless? Dragon riders?"

Loki nodded. "I can't believe I forgot to tell you about that part! Yes, there are dragon riders. In fact quite a few in Derandolia actually. But there are also some nations that avoid dragons or fight them like your people do. There are those who found out about their good nature and befriended them, that is true. In Durgonheim they are a constant part of the people's lives. That's why you should go their first too. They probably understand you."

Hiccup sat back.

Other dragon riders. He'd always thought he was the only one.

"People like me." He whispered and looked at Toothless. "And other dragons."

Loki nodded. "I once told you before Hiccup. What's connecting the world, are the dragons. They are part of our past, our present and our future and part of the reason why you live so divided."

"How come?" Hiccup ask surprised and slightly worried.

"Dragons are old creatures. They fought at our side the first time Darkness invaded our world. Humans and gods rode them into battle. Dragons are creatures of light. They are fierce and strong, intelligent but gentle too. They bring light into the world and are humankinds protectors. You see, humans and dragons are connected. Your bond with Toothless is proof enough. But over the eons this connection was lost. But dragons were always there. And they will be long after."

Something in Loki's voice made Hiccup look up.

"Are you alright?" He asked. Loki looked back at him and forced a smile on his face.

"Sure."

Somehow Hiccup had se feeling that Loki wasn't telling him everything….

The god again was looking at the ground.

Hiccup walked slowly over to Toothless and scratched him behind his ears.

"The dragons are part of this world as you and I are. And like last time they gonna carry us into battle against our dark enemy." Loki continued.

He looked at Hiccup pointedly.

"First we have to get that far." Hiccup mumbled.

"Yes. And the only way you're getting that far is by flying. Now lift your sorry butt and mount Toothless so we can see if that thing is working." The god pointed at the new saddle construction.

Hiccup hesitated.

"Maybe…maybe later."

Since he'd gotten the saddle, Loki insisted every day that he would start flying again.

It was stupid but Hiccups last fly had cost him his leg.

He…he was afraid.

Loki sighed. "It's late. I'm gonna go. See you tomorrow."

"Yes. And thanks." Loki stopped in the cave entrance. He turned back to him and smiled. "It's okay brother." And gone he was.

Hiccup leaned back. Automatic his thoughts drifted away and his gaze fell on the map. The small island of Berk seemed to glow on the paper.

Since he'd woken up, he hadn't thought much about his former home. But now…what was happening there?
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Chapter Ten: A month

"PULL!"

With combined forces the Vikings pulled at the rope. A giant net full fish appeared at the side of the boat. The Vikings cheered.

"Looks' good chief. That's gonna fill the food storage just fine for the upcoming winter!" one of the men called out.

Standing at the helm, Stoick just nodded.

The men set to get the fish aboard and filling the lower deck with them.

Gobber stood at the stern deck and watched his best friend/chief.

A little more than a month had passed. They had told the village that Hiccup probably was attacked be a dragon and most likely dead.

But they still hadn't found a trace. They had searched the whole island and the small surrounding islands. Nothing.

The whole village had given the chief their condolence. Like that would make the loss up.

Since that day, Stoick had darted into work and alcohol.

He was still a good chief and anybody who didn't know him that well would say that he was like always.

But Stoick couldn't fool Gobber. They'd been friends since they could crawl. They had been together in dragon training and fought many battles side by side. Gobber had been there when Stoick had met Valhallarama, had been his best man at their wedding and had changed little Hiccups diaper when he was born. And he'd been there at Val's funeral. And he'd been there to see how father and son had grown apart. And then, he'd been there, when Hiccup disappeared.

This was more than even a Viking like Stoick could handle.

But he wasn't the only one strange behaving.

The teens, who had picked on Hiccup their whole life, where more silent, more cautious and weren't as energetic as at the beginn of dragon training. Snotlout didn't want to believe that his cousin had been killed by a dragon and had search the whole island again on his own. Fishlegs was completely destroyed. Hiccup had been the only one he could have a decent conversation with.

The twins, well, no one was sure if they really understood the situation but even they hadn't blown up as much as usual in the last month.

The only exception was Astrid Hofferson. She went straight to the top of the class again and had the honor of killing the Nightmare.

She didn't talk about Hiccup and she didn't participate in the searches.

Gobber sighed. Stoick was a wreck. He stayed up long, drunk a lot and got up early again to work.

Between all of this, the raids had abruptly stopped. No one was sure what to think. If they should be happy or worried.

Many were suspiciously. The raids just stopped out of nothing as if all the dragons had disappeared. They were still there, the Vikings had seen a lot but none of the attacked ever again.

Still the people were wary. Such thing just didn't happen.

Some of the older Vikings said it was a sign of the gods. A blessing. And others said that there was giant plot running and the chieftain sons' disappearance was part of it.

Gobber didn't know what to think.

Sure this all was suspicious and what not but he was as sure as trolls stole all left socks that something was up.
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Chapter Eleven: A flight to remember

"I don't care if it's raining."

"But I won't be able to see!"

"Pah! That bit of water!"

"More like a sin flute."

"Don't be a sissy."

"Loki! I CAN'T!"

Hiccups knuckles were white at the edge of the able, as he refused to get up. Loki stood behind him, pulling at his waist to get him up.

"Hiccup, don't make me get Thor here to help me! He's far less patient as I am."

"You? Patient? Please! You threatened to burn the cave down!"

"Thor would use his hammer to lose your hands from the table."

"Loki no!"

"Hiccup yes!"

"Toothless, help me!" Hiccup begged. "Toothless, help _me_!" Loki called between.

The dragon watched with an amused glint in the green eyes as the god and the small ex-Viking wrestled.

Hiccup could feel his fingers loosen his grip. "No no! Toothless!"

The reptile slowly got up and walked over to the table. He looked at Hiccups hands and then at the boy, to the god and back to the small hands.

"Toothless, I warn you! I warn you. Don't you thing about…"

The dragon sneezed.

Knee-jerk Hiccup let go of the table, the same moment Loki pulled.

The god stumbled but regained his balance.

He grabbed Hiccups arms and carried him over to Toothless.

"Loki no! I warn you, I'm not ready!"

"You were ready the minute you could walk your first step. Now stop struggling and enjoy it!"

The god placed him on Toothless' back. The prosthesis clicked into the mechanism and Toothless made a giant leap for the cave entrance. He unfolded his wings and jumped into the air roaring happy while Hiccup on his back screamed bloody murderer.

Behind him, he could hear Lokis faint laughing and him calling: "Have fun."

Hiccup swore should he survive this, he would sort the gout out himself.

Then again as he saw the rapidly approaching ground underneath him, he changed his priorities to surviving.

.

Hiccups first flight had been both. Terrifying and amazing.

Amazing because he was flying, something no Viking had ever done before, terrifying because he had been sitting on Toothless' tail and had controlled it with his hands. The flight had been everything but smooth. And it had ended with a crash-landing in the coves' lake.

Hiccups first successful flight was the most terrifying.

He'd just climbed back on Toothless' back and was trying to read from his cheat-paper when the two of them had plunged head first into tricky waters full stone columns and cliffs, hidden by mist and sea foam. They only had survived because Hiccup instinctively had known which position the tail fin had to be in.

After that every flight got better and better, smoother and more amazing, until flying was the only joy in his life, which didn't say much.

So plunging head first into the abyss was nothing new for them, but what was new for Hiccup were the prosthetics and the new saddle construction, not to forget his…well…fear.

But instead of laughing death in the face, pulling a cool stunt and flying like before, etcetcetc, Hiccups only thought was: AHHHHHHH!

Underneath him, Toothless squirmed, waiting for his rider to move the tailfin.

He trusted his rider to find the right moment. He trusted Hiccup to fill the gap the lost of his tailfin had cause.

He knew, Hiccup would never hurt him. So he waited.

And waited. While the ground got closer with every passing second.

And waited.

And trusted him.

Hiccup didn't know what it was but a burning sensation filled his fingers and wandered up to his chest, filled his whole body and in the place of the panic there was an overwhelming feeling of trust and love.

He gaped for air and suddenly he felt like at his first real flight. Even when they had fallen into the mist and the sea stacks, he hadn't felt fear or panic. He'd been confident because he knew he could do it.

The rain in his face was like the sea foam. Familiar.

The mist in his head cleared.

Hiccup regained his balance, instinctively moved his leg and the tailfin clapped into position four. He hold on to the reins as Toothless opened his wings wider, catching the wind and shot them straight up into the sky.

Joy filled Hiccups heart, all fear forgotten.

"I was an idiot. How do I want to save the world if I'm afraid to do what I love because of a stupid accident?" He petted Toothless's head.

"Thanks for believing in me bud."

Toothless roared happily.

"Well then, let's test this thing. Give me your best shot!" Hiccup called and laughed.

He didn't have to repeat that.

.

Hours later they landed sweaty but happy in the cave again.

Loki sat in one of the chairs and was levitating things with his will. He looked up when they landed.

"Oh, nice of you to come back. Thought you had forgotten all about the poor old me." Hiccup rolled his eyes and hugged the god.

"Thanks." He whispered. "Thank you so much." Loki patted his back. "It's okay." "No. I was an idiot. If it wasn't for you and Toothless, I would still be sitting here afraid of nothing." "That's good to hear. That means you're ready."

"Ready for what?" imminently Hiccup was cautious and took a step back.

"Your quest."

A cold shiver went don Hiccups spine.

"Loki….I…I…I am not sure." He stammered.

"You need to go sooner or later. You made this your task. Now live up to it."

When he saw Hiccup exhausted expression he added.

"Well, maybe tomorrow."
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Chapter Twelve: A journey begins

The next morning, Hiccup awoke early. The sun hadn't fully risen over the horizon. He stretched his sore muscles and yawned.

"Rise and shine sunshine." A happy voice said. He jumped a bit but relaxed when he saw that it was just the trickster god.

"Morning." He yawned again and stood up. "How are you feeling?" Loki asked. "Good. Why?" Loki shrugged. "Just so." "Aha."

Hiccup got up, refreshed himself, changed cloth and ate something.

The whole time, Loki watched him.

It started to annoy him.

"Okay, spit it out, what's the matter? Do I have dirt in my face?" Loki chuckled. "Maybe." Hiccup tried to see his reflection in his water mug. When the ripples disappeared he eyed his reflection and gasped. "Loki! Seriously?" Loki couldn't hold it anymore and laughed out loud. "I think you look good." "I knew something felt wrong." Loki just laughed along.

"Stupid prankster-god. Good for nothing."

Loki, being who he was, couldn't stop prancing Hiccup from time to time. He was really good at it. It started small like things disappearing, like cloths whenever Hiccup was bathing. Next were instable chairs and crumpling plates. Then Loki began to get personal. On morning Hiccup had woken up with paint in the face that wouldn't go off for two days. He would paint Hiccups arms and face and chest while he was asleep or worse his feet.

Then he moved into exploding mugs and fire-catching spoons.

He thought it was hilarious. Hiccup thought he was childish.

And now Hiccup was leaning over his mug trying to measure the damage.

Loki had cut his hair.

His hair that always was long and frayed and fell into his eyes were cut short to a scraggy mess on his head. It was thicker that way but really, there was so much missing! It felt so strange.

"Really, a man's hair is off-limits!" Loki just shrugged it off. "Hey, you're starting a new chapter in your life. A lot of people do stuff like that when they leave old thing behind."

"But why didn't you ask me?"

"Where would be the surprise?" Hiccup shook his head. "Forget it."

Lokis expression changed into a serious face.

"Hiccup. You are ready. Today you should fly south. I cut your hair also because you look totally different now. Just in case you should run into someone you might know. And it makes you look more mature. Not bad if you talk to adults."

Hiccup had a strange feeling in his gut.

"Loki. I'm not sure if…This is all so unrealistic. Just a month ago I was a nobody with a dragon friend. Now I am supposed to save the world? How did I get here so fast?"

Loki sighed. Teenagers were really difficult.

"Yes you are Hiccup. I watched you for a long time now and you changed dramatically in this one month. Yesterday, when you were flying, when you overcame your last problems, I saw that it was the right time for you. So what if it feels strange? Trust your instincts and not how it should be. What does your gut say?"

Hiccup slowly breathed deep.

"My gut is nervous but also anticipated."

He opened his eyes and put his hands into his sides.

"Okay. I trust you on this."

Loki put one hand on his shoulder. "You gonna do just fine. Pack your stuff, I'll be back in an hour."

Hiccup nodded and Loki dissolved.

Hiccup didn't posses much and what he did found its way into a backpack Loki had given him. Together with dishes, some tools, a blanket, fire-stones and food.

Last, he turned his attention to the pile of weapons Loki had left him a few days ago.

Hiccup was not naïve. He knew that this was war. He needed a weapon and chances were fat that he'd have to use them. Better pick something good.

They were all well crafted and different.

He hadn't really tried them.

Slowly he approached the pile of metal.

Big, heavy and wicked swords, heavy axes and clubs, sharp knives and a morning star were piled there. He wasn't so sure. Most of the stuff he probably couldn't even lift.

Then something in the pile caught his attention. He pushed some big sword aside and found what it was.

A silver bow with a matching quiver and a slim sword attached to it.

He lifted them from the pile and marveled over their lightness.

Something Gobber once had said popped into his head.

"You don't choose the weapon. The weapon chooses you."

Back then he thought that was rubbish but now he felt a strange connection towards the bow and sword.

They were no mighty, Viking-like weapons. No Viking would ever use a bow.

Maybe a crossbow when he was hunting. But not a bow like this. And the sword...A toothpick as Gobber would say. Long and thin, jet sharp and quick. Just like Hiccup himself.

But Vikings liked the big heavy blades more.

"Another proof that I'm not a Viking."

When Loki returned, Hiccup had changed into a black trouser and tunic that would withstand cold winds and rain. The bow was on his back with the quiver and the sword was at his side. His pack hung at the saddle together with a basket full fish for Toothless.

Loki saw the weapons but didn't say anything.

Now they were standing in the cave entrance looking at the rapidly rising sun.

Loki sighed. "It won't go to wrong."

"Yeah."

Loki cleared his throat. "I…I have one last gift for you." He touched Hiccups forehead and a soft blue light burned for a few second in the air.

"With this, you will be able to speak and understand every language. And with that" Loki tipped at his right hand and a little spark flew from his hand into Hiccups "you will never be cold." Cue Hiccups hand erupted into flames.

"What the…"

"Language."

"Sorry. Freaking poop!" The flames died down.

"Just will them to appear. But be careful. A boy traveling in his own on the back of a mysterious dragon is suspicious enough."

Hiccup looked up sharply. "What do you mean? I thought you came with me."

Loki shook his head. "Sadly I can't interfere here. I'm needed in Asgard. But I will always help you and guide you. You just have to ask. I promise."

Hiccup pulled a sour face but accepted it. He rolled with his shoulder, cracked his neck and mounted Toothless determined.

He looked one last time at the god.

"Thanks. For everything."

Loki smiled. "This isn't farewell."

"But goodbye for now."

"I will see you soon enough."

"With my luck."

They shook hands.

Then Hiccup gave Toothless the signal and the dragon launched himself into the air.

"It should be me thanking you Hiccup. You have no idea what is about to come. I'm sorry." Loki said bitterly back in the cave before he teleported to Asgard.

High above the ground and waters Hiccup and Toothless swirled through the clouds. "What do you think bud? You wanna give this a shot?"
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Chapter Thirteen: An escaping dinner and discoveries

Before Hiccup met the cannibals, he thought he was prepared for anything.

He and Toothless had been on the way for three days now and still the Sullen Sea lay under them, her grayish color making it look like rocks.

From time to time there were little islands, not more than big rocks but acceptable for short stays. Like Loki had promised him.

They had caught fish for dinner and found always a nice dry cave where they could stay the night.

So far so good.

No strange things, no attacks, no other inconveniences.

But Hiccup kinda expected something to happen. He knew his luck, it was none-existent.

So he was only half surprised when their camp was stormed by half-naked men with spears, screaming bloody murder and making grunting noises.

At first he didn't understand them but then suddenly it was like someone had switched some connections in his brain and he understood them perfectly.

Which didn't help make the situation any better. He really didn't want to know how they planned to cut his organs out of his body.

On the other hand he was so surprised that he was overwhelmed in seconds and chained at hand and feet.

Toothless went berserk but when one of the men held a knife to Hiccups throat and hissed into his ear: "Tell your beast to shut up or I slit your throat here and then."

Hiccup tried not to swallow and coaxed: "Toothless…stop."

The dragon obeyed and was chained too.

Then they covered Hiccups eyes with a blindfold and shoved him hard and told him to move.

After what felt like ages, the blindfold was taken away and he was chained with the hands to a pole or something like this.

He tried to kick his captors but they just stepped aside, rose their fist threatening and left him there.

Hiccup looked around.

The village (he assumed that was, what it was) consisted of simple tents.

They were put up in a wide circle. In the middle was a giant fireplace. Everything was enlightened and at least fifty men, women and children were running around, barely paying attention to him.

Bodies of animal and what looked suspiciously like a dragon, hung from wooden frames, cattle was guarded by boys his age and women were weaving or shearing sheep.

The all wore leather kilts and strange necklaces that looked like made from bones and scales and things Hiccup didn't want to know what exactly they were.

They talked loud and rude and Hiccup wished he couldn't understand them.

He looked franticly around, hoping to spot Toothless somewhere.

Loud roaring didn't make it that difficult.

Over a dozen of strong looking men were wrestling his dragon-friend to the ground, while he fought like a hurricane.

Hiccup saw reinforcements with spears running towards them and called out: "Toothless, look out!"

Hearing his voice, the dragons head shot up. His eyes found Hiccup and Hiccup saw relieve in them.

"Toothless please calm down, it's not going to help us if you kill one of them!" Hiccup begged and he saw understanding in the Night Fury's eyes.

Begrudgingly Toothless settled down and the men chained him all over together.

A man with strange paintings on chest and forehead stepped close up to Hiccup and showed him his dirty knife.

"I know you understand me. I don't know who but I know you do."

His breath made Hiccup want to throw up. His teeth were black and yellow and his tongue had a green shimmer.

"You will regret coming here. You all think you can have our island. You all think we will give it to you. But this is our home and we won't let you get your dirty hands on _them_."

Hiccup had no clue what he was talking about.

"We gonna kill you and when we are done, when gonna send your body as a warning to your people. We will never give you _them_."

"Listen!" Hiccup tried. "I'm sorry okay? I didn't know this island was inhabited. I swear. I'm on my way south! I just wanted to rest here for the night!"

"LAIR!" The man slapped him hard in the face and he tasted blood in his mouth.

"You want our treasure! You planned to attack us with your beast there!" He pointed accusingly at Toothless.

"What are you talking about? What treasure?"

"There! You confessed it! You said treasure!"

Hiccup shook his head. "This is completely ridiculous!"

But the man, Hiccup assumed he was the chief or so, ignored him.

He turned to face the gathered people and shouted: "He confessed! Prepare the fire; bring me my best gutting knife! Tonight we feast on spy and beast!"

"WHAT?" But Hiccups protest went down in the cheering.

"Oh this is bad." He muttered.

.

"A plan, I need a plan. Fast, really fast." Hiccup mumbled franticly and pulled for the thousands time at his chains but it had no use.

Every other Viking would have been able to tore the chains but not Hiccup and his weak arms.

While he tried to come up with an escape plan, the cannibals prepared their feast.

"As an appetizer there would be low-fat sheep in a blood and water dip. For the main course we serve grilled Viking and we finish our meal with diced Night Fury." He whispered grimly and looked around.

Toothless was a pile of misery under the chains and looked with big eyes at Hiccup.

He had to swallow hard. "Don't worry bud. I'll get us out of here. I promise." If I'd know how, he added silently.

He was so deep in thought that he nearly didn't notice the small boy in front of him.

The boy was nearly naked but couldn't be older than five or six. His brown hair was a mess and his skin was covered with small scars. He had big brown eyes and looked at Hiccup in awe.

"Ahm, can I help you?" he asked the boy. The boys eyes went wide and he stretched his hands, which had been behind his back and showed Hiccup a dragon-tooth.

The tooth was as long as Hiccups hand and pretty big. It looked sharp.

"Wow. That's a great tooth you have there." Hiccup said nervously. "Just don't try to stab me with it. It looks pretty sharp."

Hiccup had never been good with little kids. So he'd no clue what to say.

"Will you play with me? Everybody else is too busy they say." The kid asked and made big eyes and looked pleadingly at Hiccup.

"Gee, wonder with what they could possibly be busy with." Hiccup sighed before he smiled sadly at the boy.

"I wished I could but I'm bound with these ropes and can't move much. I'm sorry but…" He was interrupted by the chief who came bellowing over to them.

"Son. Don't talk to the spy! Didn't I tell you to help your mother with the food?"

He grabbed the kid's wrist hard and dragged him away.

Doing so, the kid accidently dropped the tooth while fighting his fathers' hard grip and screaming and crying loudly.

Hiccup sighed. What now?

He looked up to the stares. "Hey Loki. Remember your little promise to help me? Now would be a good time."

The stars stayed silent.

"Well, thanks." Hiccup was really frustrated. Not a week on the road and already to be eaten by cannibals. That had to be a new record. And a personal low.

"And I thought I couldn't sink any deeper."

He watched the reflection of the flames on the white tooth that still lay forgotten on the ground where the kid had dropped it. It had something hypnotizing and mad the tooth gleam wickedly sharp and…wait a second. Sharp?

The idea hit Hiccup like Thor's hammer.

It was a desperate idea and most likely it would go wrong. But desperate times call for desperate measures.

Hiccup took a quick look around. Everyone was busy and exited. No one paid any attention to him. Apparently they had opened the ale.

Where they had that from he didn't know but he didn't complain.

His legs were free. With the prosthetics' he peeled of his boot and socks and with his long nimble toes he fished for the tooth.

It was a bit out of reach but Hiccup stretched as far as he could, ignoring his hurting leg and ignored the splinters that bore into his back.

Sweat covered his forehead and he hand his tong between his teeth.

Just a little bit. Just a little bit.

His toes close around the thin top of the tooth and even though it cut his skin, he was happy. First he had the tooth and second, it was really sharp. Perfect.

He slowly drew his leg back to him until stood on two legs again. He shortly rested, giving his leg a break. Even though the stump had healed, standing on it was painful.

When the pain had ebbed away he grabbed the tooth again and slowly raise his foot towards his right hand that was bounded on the side of the pole.

But his feet were sweaty and cold.

The tooth fell to the ground. Again Hiccup picked it up and more careful he lifted his foot.

He stretched his fingers to grab the tooth but they were numb because his blood didn't circulate so well.

Again it fell. Anger expanded in his chest.

This time for sure!

He grabbed it and his fingers got hold on it. If he would've been able, he would've danced. But he kept his joy low and set to work.

With the sharp side of the tooth he began to cut the ropes that hold him.

It was a hard work. His shoulders and fingers arched soon but he was determined to make it. Especially when he heard someone say that the fire nearly was ready.

Faster and faster he moved the tooth while he made sure no one saw him. But there was nothing to be afraid of.

All of the people were drunk or primed and the other half was making preparations.

He looked at Toothless on the other side of the fire and a thought came up. How would he get to Toothless. And more important, how would he free him?

He cursed that he didn't think about that.

And then he had to get his backpack and weapons.

"They're probably in the chief tent. But what tent is his?" he mumbled while cutting the rope.

It could be any of them.

But then he saw the chieftains' son. He would know. But how ask him?

In that moment he managed to cut the ropes through. Hastily he put on his boot and while he fled into the bushed behind him, he loosened the rope from his left wrist and threw it away while he put the tooth into his pocket.

He decided to walk in a wide circle around the camp and hide in the darkness between two tents. There he waited.

He got more anxious with every passing second.

But then for the first time this night and probably the last time this night, he had luck.

The small boy walked pass him and he whispered: "Hey, little one. Over here."

The boy turned around and saw Hiccup in the shadows. Slowly he got closer.

"Do you still want to play?" Hiccup asked.

The boy nodded and Hiccup showed him his tooth. "How about we play in your tent?"

The boy nodded eagerly. "Which one is yours?" The boy pointed at one not far away.

"Okay, meet you there." The boy nodded and ran for the tent.

Hiccup followed him in the shadows.

By some miracle no one saw him when he slipped unnoticed into the tent.

The boy sat there and watched Hiccup as he closed the tent entrance. He quickly looked around and sighed with relief as he spotted his belongings on a box.

He quickly put bow and quiver on his back, the sword at his belt and the backpack over the bow and drew his dagger. He wanted to go, when something tugged at his sleeve.

It was the boy. He looked up at him with big eyes.

Hiccup kneeled down to him and gave him the tooth back.

"I promise. I come back and play with you. Right now I want you to stay inside. Be safe, okay?"

The boy nodded and Hiccup patted his head. "I promise."

But instead of taking the tooth, the boy closed Hiccups finger around it. "So you remember." He said. Hiccup was surprised for a moment but then he smiled and put the tooth into his back. "I'll carry it with honor."

Then he stood up and peeped through the entrance.

Toothless laid a few feet to his right.

He breathed deep and jumped out of the shadows behind Toothless and pressed into his shadow while e hissed: "It's me Toothless. Don't move. I free you."

He set to cut the straps and chains. He could feel a vibration go through Toothless' body. He was purring.

Unwillingly Hiccup smiled.

When the last rope was cut, he crawled up to Toothless' head and whispered: "We have to be fast." No more explaining was necessary.

In a good timed move both dragon and rider jumped.

Hiccup landed on Toothless' back, clicked in his fake leg and with three beats of Toothless' wing they were in the air above the trees.

And while behind them the cannibals hollowed into the night the tow of them set course for the south again.

In his back Hiccup thought the Tooth weight tons. He hoped he could keep the promise.
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Chapter Fourteen: An escaping dinner (…) -Part 2-

Before they settled down for the rest of the night, Hiccup and Toothless made sure that this island really wasn't inhabited. But except for a few rabbits and squirrels they didn't find anything.

Hiccup crashed down on his makeshift bed and was lost in the world of dreams.

Despite the eventful night before he couldn't sleep for long.

Before sunrise he was up again and sat on some cliffs while watching who the east turned from black to blue to blood-red.

He sighed and turned the tooth in his hands.

Something of the previous night still bothered him.

"_You will regret coming here. You all think you can have our island. You all think we will give it to you. But this is our home and we won't let you get your dirty hands on them."_

"_We gonna kill you and when we are done, when gonna send your body as a warning to your people. We will never give you them."_

"_You want our treasure! You planned to attack us with your beast there!"_

The chief's word echoed in his head.

What had he meant? What treasure?

Hiccup doubted there was anything valuable on the island.

He looked again at the tooth and turned it in every possible way.

He then realized something he hadn't seen before.

There was a hole in the bottom that had been sealed with something so that it was hidden from sight and only recognizable when looked directly at it.

He carefully shook the tooth and to his own surprise he heard something inside moving.

How had he not noticed earlier?

To give him credit, he had been in a life and death situation. Maybe that's why.

Carefully he pocked the sealed hole until it gave away and something fell into Hiccups lap. It was some kind of stone, big and heavy and see-through.

He picked it up and held it against the rising sun.

"What is that?" he wondered and turned it.

And then, suddenly, the stone started to glow. First he thought it was the sunlight but when the stone in his hand actually started to glow, he dropped it with a yelp.

It rolled into the grass and continued glowing.

Fascinated Hiccup stretched one arm out and touched it carefully. It was pleasantly warm and as his fingers touched it, the warmth seemed to spread into his whole body and eased the pain in his limps and the small scratched on his hands and arms disappeared.

When he pulled his hand away, the stone stopped glowing.

"Wow."

Hiccup heard about those stones.

They were called "Frigg's tears".

According to the legend, Odin was wounded badly in battle. Frigg thought he would die and started to cry over his wounds and some tears fell into the wound and healed him. The rest fell from Asgard and froze into stones that still had the ability to heal.

He though it was just a fairytale for little kids but here he stood corrected.

And suddenly he could understand why the cannibals were so afraid of intruders. The chief had said that there were more of those. If other clans would hear that, they would come and conquer the island, killing everybody to get the stones.

Hiccup thought back to the boy. No, he couldn't let that happen. He wouldn't tell anybody.
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Chapter Fifteen: Dull

Snoggeltog was tomorrow and the villager had started weeks earlier already to make preparations. Houses and streets were decorated, the Mead Hall too and a cheery mood spread over the village. Songs were sung and presents were bought and families planned the holidays.

Little children were impatient and the older ones wondered what they would get.

In his house on the highest hill in the village with the back to the forest, Stoick sat in his armchair and thought about his past Snoggeltogs. The ones as a boy with his father and his mother and is brother, his first one with Val as a couple, the first one with Val as a married couple, the first one with baby-Hiccup. And the first one without Val.

And now he was facing the first one without Hiccup.

Stoick didn't want to mourn so much about his son's death. By the gods, he was a Viking! But it hurt so much.

Because the boy had always been there. Even though he had never acknowledged it, Stoick could always rely on Hiccup to be there, to be with him.

Stoick didn't say that he was the perfect parent. He was the chief. And that made certain things difficult. Like showing emotions.

Hiccup had always been the only family he had. All he had left of his wife.

Of course, he had his brother and his family; he had Gobber and so on. But they weren't _his_ family.

And suddenly Stoick was afraid. Afraid of Snoggeltog to come and him being alone for the first time.

_This is ridicules, I'm a Viking. I'm not afraid!_

But something else couldn't explain the feeling in his belly.

And at the same time he couldn't show his sorrow to his people. They needed himn strong and happy. But he couldn't be any of it.

Stoick had tried to tell himself to carry on, like after Val had died.

But that time he had have Hiccup. The boy had been so small, Stoick had to care for him, which had given him a reason to go on, to live and gave him the structure back into his life.

Now there was no one.

Someone knocked at the door. Stoick got up and opened the door. Outside on the porch stood his brother's wife. Phlegma the Fierce was an impressive Viking woman. She was tall and had muscular arms, long black hair, piercing blue eyes and a pretty face.

She was scary in battle but also a pretty good wife and caring mother.

She usually was a bit ruff and sometime grumpy or harsh but now she eyed Stoick with soft eyes and said in a nice tone.

"Hello Stoick. I was just wondering if you would like four or five steaks. And how you would like them. Rare, medium or bloody?"

Stoick was irritated. "Steaks? What are you talking about?" "Our Family-Snoggeltog-Dinner. Did you forget?" she said and furrowed her eyebrows. "I was just organizing everything and wondered if you want your meat as every year or not." "Oh…ah…I…as always?" Stoick had no idea what to say.

"Okay. Thanks that was all I wanted to ask. Oh, and don't forget, tomorrow right after the official dinner, so don't eat too much there." With that she turned around and walked through the snow back to her house.

Stoick closed the door and though he still felt sad, a small smile tugged at the corners of his mouth. They were yet _his_ family too.

And he was relieved that he wasn't completely alone.
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Chapter Sixteen: A strange encounter and an unknown talent

In a way it was nice for Hiccup to know that there were gods and an ancient evil out there. Everything that went wrong he could blame on them.

Well, not all, but most.

Hiccup liked to think of himself as the smartest Viking in three generations. But even he had to admit sometimes that he was just plain stupid.

But then again Hiccup was sure there was a difference between being smart and being experienced.

And last he wasn't.

This led to the following.

Hiccup had miscalculated the fact that the earth maybe was a lot bigger then he first thought. That was the first thing. The second thing was that he had no idea what he had to expect in other parts of the world.

A little, very naïve, part in him had thought that it probably looked everywhere the same as in the Archipelago. It was a common believe, considering that most Vikings only left their home island to fight a war or to marry. And traders only sometimes made their way all around Durgonheim into the southern seas. And those who did where always a long time gone, because Durgonheim was like a massive barrier between the Archipelago, the Sullen Sea and the southern sea and the other five nations.

Of course the traders told stories and everything but it had never occurred to Hiccup that the Archipelago would be that different from the rest of the world. Those stories sounded like fairytales to him.

He and Toothless had reached the main land of Durgonheim a little more than two weeks after the cannibal incident and had made their way inland, following a river on the map, for three more days now, when he started to realize something.

On the map, Durgonheim already looked vast. But it was nothing compared to real live. It was painful how slow they were.

Durgonheim was an old volcanic, rocky continent with lots of mountains and not much flat land. Vegetation wasn't that rich and the animals of the mountains were neither tasty nor rich in numbers.

The people lived from agriculture and that bit of cattle they had. Besides that, Durgonheim was very little populated. Despite its immense vastness, most people lived in the capital city inside a ring of dead volcanoes. Hiccup was fine with that. The less people saw him, the better.

But what really gave it to Hiccup, was the weather.

Even though it was already winter in Berk, Durgonheim seemed to be behind schedule. Instead of freezing cold winds and snow and frostbite, the weather was still moist, but warm! And the farther they flew, the warmer it got. And between the giant mountains and the still active volcanoes the heat was trapped and filled the valleys and the air and there were only a few ways to cool down. And that was the problem.

Hiccups body was totally irritated.

While it's inner clock screamed winter and used a lot of energy to keep the body warm even though that wasn't necessary at all.

Hiccup tried to handle the sudden change but it was the first time it happened. Since he was born, he'd stayed in the same clime. The same conditions every year at exactly the same time. His body had taken a rhythm in. Heat up when it gets cold and save fat, while cooling the body when it got warm. Now everything was upside down.

Confused as he was, Hiccup didn't mind his surroundings, which led him into this particular nasty but also very interesting encounter with a group of Durgonheimers.

Toothless was out hunting and Hiccup was lying in the shadows of an oak-tree, trying not to move too much, one arm over his eyes to block out the sun.

His limbs arched and he was so hot!

He envied Toothless for his ability to control his body temperature.

Hiccup suddenly missed Berks cold seas dearly.

As he was lying there, head on his backpack, he heard branches break and something rushing in the bushes.

Assuming it was Toothless, Hiccup stayed where he was and just said: "Don't you think you could block out the sun?"

When there was n respond, Hiccup lifted his arm a bit to look what Toothless was doing. His eyes met the ones of five other men.

They were rather small but looked strong. Their hair was dirty but probably had a brownish color. Their eyes were brown and a bit wild.

His first thought: Cannibals.

He was up in a second and in a defensive position.

The men were armed. Bows and quiver, some axes, a short sword and daggers.

What differed them from the cannibals was that they had no tattoos and that they were dressed properly. Trousers, tunics and boots, though none of it was in a good shape.

When Hiccup moved they all had drawn their weapons and were standing in a semi circle, cornering Hiccup.

"What are you doing here?" one of the men bellowed. Like the first time it sounded alien at first but then it made 'click' in his brain and he understood them. Hiccup cleared his throat. "I'm sorry. I'm just a lonely traveler. I was hoping to spend the night here. But if that's a problem, then I will leave imminently." He promised and stepped a step back.

The men made one towards him.

"You speak our language. But you are none of us. You smell cold. You're from the north." A brief, very brief moment, Hiccup wondered what he would smell like if the man said the truth and if it was a compliment or if Hiccup should make sure he had a bath in the next time.

He wasn't sure what to respond so he said: "Yes."

The men growled.

"We hate the northern people. We kill the northern people!" another man said. The others nodded.

"You from the north are disgusting. We don't want you in our territory."

"Why do they all have to be so territorial?" Hiccup cursed in North before he raised the hands and tried to reason with them men.

"Look, I'm sorry. I didn't know. Do you think, you could make an exception this one time?" "You are filth! Skin him!" the first man growled.

"I take that as a no." Hiccup sighed.

The men started to close in on him and Hiccup desperately looked around for help or a way to defend himself.

He made another step backwards and his heels banged against something.

He glanced down and saw his sword.

Should he?

Hiccup had never really wielded a sword before. Yes, he had lessons in Berk but only with heavy and wide blades he could barley lift.

The sword he had picked from the collection Loki had given him was different. Thinner, lighter, maybe a bit longer and not like anything he had ever held before.

So should he try to fight with it?

He probably ended up more hurt than his opponent.

But fighting with blank hands against sharpened steel? Not any better.

Praying to all the gods he bent down and scooped up the blade.

The men hesitated a second. Then they charged yelling.

And the strangest thing happened.

Maybe it was the danger, maybe the adrenalin, maybe the heat, maybe the feeling of the leather grip in his hand, maybe a godly inspiration. Whatever it was, it did the job well.

Hiccup saw the first strike, a mighty blow with an ax, coming his way and without thinking he made a step aside, raised the blade and stopped the strike. The he moved into the attacker, elbowing him in the face, kicking him into the knee at the same time and swinging his own blade in a wide circle, hitting the man with the hilt of the weapon in the temple.

He crumbled to the crumbled and didn't move.

The other men looked at him in shock.

Hiccup felt the same way. What in Hel's name had happened?

No time to think about it.

The other men had recovered from their shock and charged again.

Hiccup let out a small yell and ducked the first strike, swung his sword and slashed it over one of the men's tight. He turned on the spot and kicked another one in the chest, elbowed another one and slashed at the first one. He ducked under some wild strikes but he knew how to parry them and how to counter. His feet moved on their own and Hiccup had no time to wonder how he did this.

Slowly he found a rhythm and started to work on his own. An unknown joy filled him as he wielded the sword with unknown grace and strength.

In his excitement he didn't saw the first man getting up and sneaking up on him.

His blade slashed through the air and hit Hiccups upper arm.

Lucky for him that he was turning that moment so the strike didn't cut his arm clean of but left a good size, deep gash.

Seeing his own blood was like hitting a switch. The spell broke; Hiccup staggered back. The sword suddenly felt heavy in his hand and his arm seemed to be on fire.

There were only two men still standing but as Hiccup tried to lift his sword, he failed. They smirked and raised together their weapons.

Hiccup closed his eyes. Sure this was the end!

But the blow never came. Instead he heard loud roaring and the men screaming in terror. He carefully opened one eye and saw…

"Toothless!"

If the dragon heard him, he ignored him.

The Night Fury was furious.

He bared his teeth and gas gathered in his mouth.

The men did the safe thing.

They ran, dragging their semi-conscious buddies with them.

When they were gone, Toothless turned around and cooed worriedly at Hiccup. Hiccup was, despite the heat, shivering. He was white as snow and was clutching his bleeding warm tightly. A lot of blood was running down his arm, wetting his tunic and dropping to the ground.

"Thank you Toothless."

Then he fainted.

Hiccup smelled fire when he came around. He was pleasantly cool but his arm hurt badly. He cracked his eyes open and looked around.

It was dark. Stars were littering the sky and a small campfire burned next to him.

He groaned and tried to remember what had happened.

Oh yes, these men had attacked him. He suddenly could fight with a sword. One of them cut his arm. After that it was just a blur. He only remembered Toothless concerned big green eyes.

"Ah, Hiccup. Finally."

He jumped at the sound of the voice and turned only to face an angry looking prankster god.

"Seriously Hiccup. I think you want to muck me! It's not even the third week over since I sent you away with weapons, some sweet powers and a deadly dragon and it's already the second time you got yourself in danger. And yet I gave you instruction not to and to look after you and to be safe! And what do I get instead? I swear, you gonna give me a heart attack one day!"

Hiccup just looked at him. "What are you doing here?"

"Grateful as ever." Loki grumbled. "I saved your sorry butt. Again. Bit more of gratitude please." "Gratitude? Thanks for the help by the way. Not!" Hiccup shot back angrily. Loki had no right to talk like this to him. It wasn't his fault he was attacked.

"Where were you when they attacked in first place? Or back at the cannibal island? What did you do? Nothing! So stop complaining! You did nothing to make the situation any better. That was me on my own. I can look after myself so stop ranting!" Loki rolled his eyes.

"Oh come on, you were never in danger there." "They were about to eat me!" "You would have never been in that situation if you wouldn't been so stupid."

"Excuse me? What is that suppose to mean?" Hiccup asked offended.

"You must learn to think of more than just one thing and must be aware of everything all the time!" "Because that's possible!" Hiccup spat sarcastically. Loki just raised an eyebrow.

"So why took it you so long to free yourself?" "I bet you wouldn't be any faster. They took me by surprise after all."

Loki sighed heavily and looked up at the stars. "And I thought you were a smart Viking for a change." "I am!" "Oh yes? So why did it took you so long? Because if you were smart, you would not let yourself get distracted by a thing like surprise. And of course I'd be faster." "My escape possibilities were very low! I could barley move!" Loki rolled with his eyes. "No they weren't! The ropes you were chained with. What where they made of?" "Ahm…don't know. Grass, string, wool?" "And what was my last gift to you?" "Understanding any language?" "And?"

Then Hiccup saw what he meant and face palmed himself hard. But that didn't seem to cover it. So he banged his head against a rock.

"Okay, I admit it, I'm stupid." He held out his hands and willed them to catch fire. "That was your second gift. I totally forgot that!" Loki smiled smugly. "I know. Just make sure it doesn't happen again. Next time there might not be a small boy with a dragon tooth." With a jolt hiccup realized something. "Wait a minute, you knew of my capture?" "Of course I did!" "Then why didn't you do anything? I prayed for your help!" "Like I said, you were perfectly fine and after all, you _did_ have a plan!" Hiccup groaned. "You are hopeless!" "You're not the first one to think so." "Oh, I am?" "Yes. After all I'm talking to you." "Funny." "Just make sure to stay out of trouble for a while." "It's not like I look for it! And I don't plan to have a second time." "Well that's good to know."

Exhausted Hiccup leaned backwards and looked at the stars.

After a while Loki asked more soft: "How are you feeling?" "Okay, I guess." "And your arm?" "Hurts. But it's nothing compared with what my leg felt like." Loki nodded. "So, tell me, what happened? Why did they attack you in first place?"

Hiccup hesitated a moment and petted Toothless' head that laid next to him.

But then he decided to tell Loki. Maybe he could explain the thing with the sword.

Loki listened alerted and when Hiccup finished he leaned against a tree trunk. Nervously Hiccup waited for him to say something.

"Well" the god said after a while "That's interesting."

"Interesting? It's…it's more than interesting Loki! What happened with me?" Loki turned the logs in the fire with bare hands.

"Hiccup. Everybody is born with a talent. You were born with the ability to understand dragons. Your father is a natural born leader. And your mom, well, she was a fighter. They both passed some of their talent down to you. Both, the leadership and your mothers fighting skills. Wielding that sword will come easier to you then to others. But I warn you. It doesn't make you a master jet. You still have to learn. You saw how fast you can lose the naturally intention." Hiccup nodded.

Loki smiled.

"I'm sorry. I was just worried. When I found you I thought you were dead." Hiccup laughed. "You're not getting rid of me that easy." "I hope so."
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Chapter Seventeen: A town, a map and a plan

Since he'd taken his first flight on Toothless' tail, flying had felt like the most natural to Hiccup in the world.

Now was no exception.

They soared high above the clouds through the evening air.

Now, that they were leaving the loneliness of Durgonheim behind them and flew towards more populated places, Loki had advised them to travel by night and rest at day.

The three of them had departed the same day Hiccup had woken up after the attack. Loki was needed in the heavens, fighting the first fingers of darkness that crept into the worlds and Hiccup had to continue his travel.

The wound on his arm wasn't bad but it would leave a scar. It still hurt but it was on his right arm and Hiccup was left-handed, so it was no big deal.

After they had crossed Durgonheim, they had landed at the sea. It was completely different from the coasts Hiccup was used to.

He only knew rocky coasts, stony beaches and sharp cliffs.

These coasts where sandy; soft white sand, covered with palm trees Hiccup had read about and the sea gleamed in a turquoise he didn't know.

Where they landed, not far away, was a town. Not too big not too small. It was surrounded by a stone wall and had a little harbor.

Fishing boats sailed in and out, fishermen talked in foraging languages Hiccup could understand all of, children were playing in the sand or swan in the sea.

Fish dried in the hot sun and the bright white stone hurt in Hiccups eyes as he emerged from the woods.

Since it was the first time in nearly two or three month that he talked to humans, he had bathed and dressed in his best pair of black leggings, a dark brown tunic with a matching belt and a black fur waistcoat.

He'd put on both boots to hide his fake leg. It would just raise questions. Since he'd seen a lot of men armed, he carried his daggers along but he didn't dare to take his sword.

Toothless wasn't happy about Hiccup going on his own but Hiccup was running low on food and he needed a few other things.

Beyond that he missed human interaction. Sure he had Loki but please, it wasn't the same.

And Toothless, even though he could understand the dragon just perfectly, was no replacement.

And Hiccup was still a human.

Confident he made his way into town. It was a mess like he'd never seen it before. The houses were colorful, flowers bloomed everywhere, the people were wearing very bright and colorful cloth, there was loud talking and laughing and Hiccup couldn't help but smile.

He followed the flow of people towards a marketplace.

There he traded a few things he had spare for a bit of food, bandages and some nice Icelandic cod for Toothless.

Then he asked an old tailor where exactly he was. She smiled at him with only half of her teeth left and asked: "You're not form here?" After his encounter with the wild Durgonheimers a few days before, Hiccup was careful what to say.

"I'm from the west. But I couldn't stay in my village, so I decided to travel a bit. But I have no clue about the world." The seamstress laughed again. "Well my boy, you are in the beautiful town of Kerala (**AN: It's a place in India my father once went. I thought it was fitting. By the way, I'm gonna use more of those names along the story. Any similarities to real life are just coincident**.). We are not many but we manage to life good."

Hiccup hesitated to ask the next question.

"What is the easiest way to get to Derandolia?" "Oh, that would be of course by ship. Unless you can fly." She laughed at her own joke and Hiccup forced himself to do the same. If she knew…

"Yeah. But I mean which direction from here?" She shook her head. "I'm sorry my boy. That, you will have to ask the sailors. Go to the harbor. Ask for a guy named Will. They will know who you mean. He's someone who traveled every bit of this world. I'm sure he will help you." Hiccup smiled. "Thank you very much." "No problem. You seem like a nice young man. I hope you will find somewhere nice to live." He smiled too but again it was forced. "Yeah, me too. Thanks again and good luck. May the gods bless you." She smiled and said: "May they keep you safe." "They try their best."

Hiccup could have punched himself. He didn't want to say that out loud.

But the old Lady ignored it. "Good luck." He nodded and walked away.

The old lady was right. He asked the first sailor, a guy in his early thirties, where to find a guy named Will and he pointed at an old cabin on the landing base and said something about: "Curing his hangover." Hiccup thanked him and walked over to the cabin.

It was nothing special, two broken windows, a door that didn't close fully and a narrow roof.

Hiccup opened the door carefully and stepped inside.

Inside it was gloomy and smelled bad.

Loud snoring welcomed him and when Hiccups eyes adjusted to the dim light he saw that the cabin only had a small bed in one corner, a fire pit in the middle and a table with a broken chair in it.

In said bed laid a men and was snoring so loud, it challenged Toothless' snoring.

He was tall, his feet reached over the end of the bed. His skin was flayed by sun and wind, his hands and arms were scarred, his hair turned grey around the temples but otherwise it was black. He had a big nose that looked like it was often broken. His chin was wide and the forehead flat. He ears were very big and he had a small beard. He was still fully dressed in shaggy trousers, a ripped open shirt over another one, and a belt with a knife in it and a hat was still on his head. The only thing he wasn't wearing were his muddy boots that stood next to the bed.

Hiccup slowly walked around the fire pit and stopped in front of the men.

He carful pocked his arm and asked: "Mister Will?" No respond. Instead the giant turned around and continued snoring. Doing that he lost his hat and it fell next to Hiccup.

"Mister Will." Again Hiccup pocked the man in the arm. Harder this time. Still no respond. Hiccup started to shake his shoulder. "Mister Will! Wake up!"

Gods, it was easier to wake Gobber the morning after a drinking contest the evening before.

Hiccup looked around. There was a bucket with water standing in one corner. He shrugged. Will didn't leave him other options.

With pep he poured the water over the sleeping sailor.

The effect was almost imminently. Will, whatever-his-last-name-was, shot up like a cannonball looking franticly around, his knife in hand.

Hiccup jumped back and raise the hands.

"Woo-ha, calm down! I come in peace!" he yelled.

Wills grey eyes found him and narrowed down in anger. "Kid! Seriously! You don't wake someone by pouring water over them! Do you want them to die from shock? Get out!" he yelled and jumped out of the bed. He was even taller than Hiccup had assumed. He couldn't stand straight in the cabin. "Well, you didn't leave me a chance, you were that fast asleep." "Still. And now get out!"

The sailor grabbed a dry part of the bed sheet and started to dry himself. When he realized Hiccup was still there he stopped and growled: "Didn't you hear me, get out." "No."

"Fine. So what was so important that you had to wake me at this early god's forsaken hour?" Hiccup raised an eyebrow. "It's like late noon." "Exactly! Still early! Is that all? Then get out."

The man walked past Hiccup to a big chest he hadn't noticed until now and opened it, searched a bit and emerged with a glass bottle filled with a see-through liquid. But the way Will swallowed it, Hiccup had trouble believing that it was water.

"My name is Hiccup sir and I…" "I didn't ask for your name, I wanted to know what you want." Hiccup tried to stay calm. "And leave the 'sir' it's Will."

Hiccup tried a smile. "Will" he started "I need to know what's the best way to get to Derandolia. I was told that you have experience in traveling. Can you help me?"

Will eyed him a moment, in one hand he had the alcohol, in the other he was still holding his knife.

"Derandolia? What does a dwarf like you want there?" "That's my business." Will just raised an eyebrow and took another sip from his bottle.

"Do you have a boat?" "Yes." Hiccup lied. "Do you have a compass?" "Yes." "A map?" "Yes." "Then you don't need my help. No get lost."

Hiccup counted to ten.

"Yes I do need your help. I'm not experienced enough and my map isn't very accurate." Will turned around to him. "And what do you want me to do dwarf? Sail you there myself?" "My name is Hiccup. And no. I just want some advice." Will sighed. "If I give you an advice, will you go and let me sleep?" "Yes." "Okay. Then listen up. Never bet all your money in a poker game, never sleep with the same person, shave yourself and get the hell out of my house." "Believe me, there is nothing I would love to do more. But not until you give me a decent advice." Will groaned. "Stubborn as a donkey." He cursed. _Well, my parents were Vikings_, Hiccup thought but didn't say it out loud.

He folded his arms and waited. "Fine." Will barked and searched his box again.

He seemed to find what he was looking for and smacked another map on the table.

It was different then Hiccups. Hiccup's was one that showed ever part of the world. This one was all about the southern sea and it's benchmark was lower. It showed the coast of Durgonheim and the wide sea of the south and all the islands and the mainland of the other nations.

Will marked a point in Durgonheim. "Here's Kerala. From here you sail over to this island. It's called 'Terra Mater'. Be careful this time of the year the riptides are bad an there are some nasty currents all around the islands." He drew a line to a heart-shaped island. "From here you have to sail around these islands" He drew wiggly lines around four islands. "Make sure you land on the right island. The others are inhabited by some dangerous animals and cannibals. Believe me; you don't want to meet those." "Yeah, I know." Hiccup muttered under his breath. "What was that punk?" "I said thanks for the advice." "Good. They're called 'Horrible-Death-Lands'. The island you are supposing to land is called 'I-just-made-it-out-alive'. Next comes a big piece. To 'Slim Finger'. But the water here mostly is very still. You only have to look out for pirates. They sometimes cross into these waters." He drew another long line between the fifth island and a long slim one. "From here it's only a matter of time until Derandolia come in sight. If you make until here, you will be good. If you don't, well, that sucks for you." He rolled the map together, shoved into Hiccups arm, grabbed him be the scruff of his neck and threw him out onto the landing base. "And now get lost and let me sleep." With theses charming parting words Will slammed the door shut. Hiccup pulled a face, got up, dusted himself of and walked back to where Toothless was awaiting him. But he couldn't help smiling smugly.

"Derandolia, here I come."

**Hey Guys, I have a few questions!**

**First: How do you like Will?**

**Second: Should I make that Toothless and Hiccup can actually understand and talk to each other?**

**Third: How do you like it so far?**

**And, if that's not clear jet: I'm sorry for any mistakes and so on but English isn't my mother language. Sorry.**

**And thanks for the reviews! Please keep on! If you do, I do!**
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Chapter Eighteen: Told you I could count that high

Cannibals or territorial Durgonheimers or wild beasts?

No question.

Hiccup would rather fight a whole bunch of territorial cannibalistic Durgonheimers then to fight these wild beasts. Other than the Durgonheimers, the beats had brains. And they weren't impressed by a shiny blade. Rather the opposite.

They had stuck to Wills explanations and when the night had covered the coasts of Durgonheim, Toothless and Hiccup had made their way towards their first stop: 'Terra Mater'.

Due to the fact that they flying Hiccup had assumed that they would be faster than with a boat but the winds over this sea were rougher and where blowing against them so fast flying was not an option.

It took them hours, before Toothless spotted through the mist land.

'Terra Mater' was nothing special, at least not in Hiccups eyes. Sure, there were a lot of flowers and stuff and tame animals walked through the village that looked like it was built several hundred years ago (and left that way) and the people that lived here must've been affect by the weather too because they were wearing flowers in their hair, talked very slowly and most of the time they just sat in the shadow and talked about peace and the beauty of life. And when Hiccup asked how much the fish would cost, the old man raised in a defending was his hands and said in this slow and sluggish speech: "No my friend. They don't cost anything. We are all a big family and family sticks together. We are all brothers and sisters and I would feel bad asking you for money! Take what you need! We share everything!" Some by standing villagers nodded seriously.

_Well that wouldn't work on Berk_, Hiccup thought before he, a bit uncomfortable, took three fish.

"Take more my friend." encouraged the man him but Hiccup already felt bad for taking anything. "At least let me give you something." "No!" "How about a present. You can't deny a present, can you?" The man rubbed his chin. "I don't think so." Hiccup reached into his backpack and took a little carving of Toothless out. Whenever he couldn't sleep, he had worked on it. It had something relaxing.

He presented it to the man. He looked at him with big eyes. "Did you make it?" Hiccup nodded. "What is it?" "It's a Night Fury. Where I come from it's a sacred animal. It stands for power and intelligence but also for brotherly bonds and it's the hope for peace."

Hiccup didn't know what he was talking about but he realized that it was everything, Toothless conveyed to him and what he hoped they could achieve together.

With shaking hands the man took the carving. "Thank you so much, my brother. I will always think of your words when I look at this!"

The man was so happy, he started crying an insisted that Hiccup took more fish.

When he'd met with Toothless again and had presented his 'fruit of the hunt' Toothless had engulfed most of the fish.

The rest Hiccup had wrapped in big leaves and put back into his pack.

Then they had made their way towards the 'Horrible-Death-Lands'. Hiccup had studied the map Will had given him. The 'Horrible-Death-Lads' consisted out of four main islands but they were surrounded by hundreds of smaller islands, sometimes only a few feet apart. Will had said he would have to fly through them seeing it was the fastest way.

Hiccup would have to count the islands to make sure they landed on the right on. 'I-just-made-it-out-alive' looked just like the other islands and was also surrounded by these small rock-islands but it marked the end of theses 'Horrible-Death-Lands' and according to Will they were good to rest.

Hiccup wasn't s sure if he should trust an alcoholic middle aged giant with attitude that slept with a knife and only got up at noon.

Then again, he could count so he should be fine.

Of course he wasn't fine.

Whoever was to blame, Hiccup cursed him/her all the way over the ocean.

To be able to count the islands, they had to fly lower than usual. That wouldn't have been a problem. But that night, the weather changed dramatically. It had always been very windy but now there was a storm gathering at the horizon and the wind mixed with the mist and rain started pouring down.

Hiccup and Toothless were pushed around like rag-doll. Thunder rolled over the sky and lightning struck down.

Hiccup was afraid. He was paralyzed.

These islands weren't called 'Horrible-Death-Lands' just because what was on the islands. Also because of the treacherous nature that surrounded them. Will had warned him about the waters. But no one warned him about the sky.

Too late to turn back now.

With all the strength Toothless could managed he fought against the winds, ignored the whipping rain and the coldness.

Hiccup hold on tight. His leg was always in action, changing the position of the tail with every new gust of wind that startled them.

Even he was high on adrenalin he could feel that both of them couldn't go any longer.

Hiccup scanned the churning and raging sea. White foam covered the top of the waves and trees bowed in the wind.

But which island was this? Three or four? Or maybe just two? The islands were bigger then Hiccup had assumed. Again.

He tried to look ahead but there was nothing but wild water and black clouds. Nothing that could be mistaken as another island.

He was pretty sure they were at the end.

"Toothless! We have to land!" he screamed over the howling wind. Toothless gave an agreeing shriek and Hiccup moved the tail-fin into position five.

The landing wasn't as smooth as usual. They landed hard and the wind pushed from all sides against them.

Hiccup shielded his eyes with one hand and hold on to Toothless with the other.

"Okay, we need to find shelter."

Toothless, who could see by far better the Hiccup, understood and his eyes found a cave. Small but it would be enough to sit out the storm.

He nudged the boy in the back and steered him over to the cave.

As soon as wind and rain stopped penetrating him, Hiccup relaxed and with shaking limps he sat down. But Toothless had other intentions.

The boy was soaking wet. He couldn't stay that way.

As far as Toothless knew, Humans were sensible, fragile and soft. Their bodies weren't made for wet and cold.

Toothless shot some of his famous plasma-bolts in the cave floor and a nice fire started to burn there.

The warmth startled Hiccup a bit but he moved closer to the fire, holding his hands over the fire and enjoying the burning sensation of the heat on his cold and numb skin. "Thanks Toothless. What would I do without you?" The dragon snorted in a: "Sometimes-I-wonder-the-same-way."

When the numbness had left Hiccups limbs and he could feel again, he started to take of Toothless' saddle. Then he changed into some dry cloth and left the others near the fire to dry.

The ne gave Toothless some fish, ate some of it himself and leaned back against Toothless' side.

He didn't realize how tiered he was until his eyelids flattered and he fell asleep.

Waking up the next morning was no fun. He had slept in a strange position and now his neck was stiff and he could barely walk.

Toothless of course thought it was hilarious how Hiccup hobbled around and tried to stretch his neck.

"Useless lizard." Hiccup sighed and said: "Come one bud. Let's see where we landed." Reluctantly Toothless got up and walked behind his friend.

The storm was over. But the only signs of the sin flute last night were broken trees and deep lakes.

Otherwise the water had already dried in the hot morning sun. On their way they saw some small animals the reminded Hiccup of deer and squirrels and something that looked like boar.

Colorful birds, some not bigger then Hiccups index-finger, flew through the trees. A butterfly, big and bright yellow and red and orange, sat down on Toothless' nose and the dragon looked horrified, looking cross eyed at it, not sure what to do.

Now it was Hiccups time to laugh. Carefully he lifted the butterfly off Toothless' nose and looked at it closely, before it spread its wings and flew away.

It was an amazing place. Hiccup could understand why Will thought it was wonderful to rest. There was a lot you could hunt, even more sweet fruits Hiccup had never tasted before but made him want more and it was so peaceful that Hiccup never wanted to leave again.

They climbed a small hill, and shielding his eyes Hiccup looked north. Now that the sight was clear he could see the outlines of all the other islands.

He felt satisfaction to have made it through them alive. "Take that Will." He grinned and turned south.

And froze in shock. There, just a few hundred feet away, was the outline of another island! But 'Slim Finger' was over a few hundreds of sea miles away!

The gears in Hiccups head turned slowly. This was bad.

He wasn't off the 'Horrible-Death-Lands'! This wasn't 'I-just-made-it-out-alive'!

Hiccup looked around.

No sign of immediate danger. "Toothless, we have to go. Like right now." He said between clenched teeth.

Toothless looked at his rider incredulously. But he trusted Hiccup. Hiccup climbed his back and the Night Fury started to run.

But not long after they had started their run back, Hiccup heard noises in the brake. He made the mistake to look around.

That moment five beasts burst out of the brake.

They looked like…well back in Berk they had cats. Small fluffy fur balls that hunted down the mice and rats.

Well, this one's looked like bigger examples. Their fur was a sandy yellow they had golden eyes with pupils long, not round. Their teeth were yellow, big and sharp. Their paws were trimmed with claws, black and sharp like pure evil.

They moved fast with unbelievable grace and strength.

"Toothless, I don't want to pressure you but could you go faster?" Toothless snorted and ran faster. The beasts fell back a bit but not much.

Hiccup was relieved when he saw their cave. Toothless stopped harshly and Hiccup jumped off his back, gathering everything in seconds, cramming everything into his backpack. Then he grabbed Toothless' saddle and started to put it on him, when he heard the hissing and growling. The five beasts had catch up with them.

And now that Toothless and Hiccup were cornered, they weren't in a hurry.

Hiccup slowly moved his arm to strap the buckles on Toothless' saddle but they hissed at him and showed him their fangs. Hiccup swallowed.

How would he get out of this situation?

Hiccup drew his sword. More in a desperate way than to fight. Next to him, Toothless growled threatened.

When they made another step, Toothless shot a plasma-bolt. It hit the bush next to one of those cats and set in on fire.

The beasts jumped aside and growled at the flames and hissed at Toothless.

"They don't like fire." Hiccup mumbled.

Then, he had an idea. A stupid idea. But an idea none the less.

"Toothless, take the saddle. And when I say 'Go' you run for the beach, do you understand?" The dragon understood but that didn't mean that he liked the idea. He looked at Hiccup with narrowed eyes. "I Think I can buy us some time. But I need you in the water. If I'm right and they're like the ones back home, they won't like water." Toothless hesitated. "I'll be fine Toothless. Trust me. It's my turn to save us."

If the dragon could sigh he would right now.

But he carefully took the saddle and the tail construction into his mouth, while Hiccup slowly put on his backpack.

"I really hope this works out!" he mumbled under his breath and concentrated.

His hands burst into fire. The cats growled.

Hiccup willed the fire to move up his arms. Besides a slight tickling he felt nothing. He stretched out his arms and two columns of fire erupted from his hands, flying straight towards the cats. "GO TOOTHLESS!" Thank the gods the dragon listened.

The Night Fury bolted away, down the hill toward the blue sea.

Hiccup concentrated harder and moved the flame-columns. Everything in twenty yards was on fire.

Behind the wall of fire, the cats growled in outrage and tried to find a hole they could slip trough.

It was then that Hiccup realized that he had trapped himself too! He cursed rather colorful about his own stupidity, when he thought he heard a voice in the flames. "Walk through the flames." He looked around. But no one was there. "Hello?" "The flames won't hurt you. You can walk through them." Hiccup frowned. "Loki?" "No, this is Freya. Of course it's me! Now move."

Without stopping to watch the cats Hiccup carefully stepped into the ring of flames. Nothing happened. It was like walking through a gust of wind. The flame slicked at him but he didn't catch fire, which he was thankful for.

As soon as he was out of sight he turned around and bolted after Toothless down the hill towards the surf.

It took him a moment to realize that the cats had picked up the chase. Panic swelled up inside Hiccup and he ran faster.

Sand flew through the air and made it difficult to run fast.

Hiccup could see Toothless standing knee-deep in the surf. When he saw that Hiccup was chased he wanted to jump out of the water but Hiccup yelled: "No Toothless! Swim!" Then, while running Hiccup summand the fire again auf shot it at the cats. The growled and jumped aside.

Hiccup stumbled and started to run again. But the cats closed in on him. He could feel them right behind him. He saw a shadow flying overhead and wanted to stop but that would be stupid considering that at least four others were still behind him.

He wanted to break out to the left or right, when the giant cat over him suddenly shrieked and fell to the ground.

Hiccup, startled as he was, jumped over the fallen animal, seeing a dagger sticking out of its chest.

He looked up and ahead and saw a boat a few feet ahead of him in the water.

With last effort he jumped into the water and started to swim.

"Over here dwarf!"

He looked up and saw… "Will?" standing at the bow of the ship, knifes in hand and grinning like an idiot.

Hiccup swam for the boat, Toothless right at his side.

Will reached out and pulled him with one arm out of the water and dropped him on the deck. "By all the gods' boy, didn't I tell you that the fifth island was 'I-just-made-it-out-alive'? Can't you count?" he bellowed as he turned the wheel and the boat shot away from the bay, the island and the hungry cats.

Hiccup coughed and next to him Toothless shook the water of his body, drenching both of them.

Will scowled. "I'm not gonna ask where you got that from. Last time I saw one like him I was up in the north. Archipelago to be exact." Hiccup unsteadily got up. "Yeah. I know. We are from there." Will shot him a look before he turned back to the waters in front and said: "Then I'm not gonna ask what you are doing here so far away from home." "By the way, what are _you_ doing here?" Hiccup asked and let his backpack fall to the ground.

Will snorted. "I followed you of course. Do you really think I believed you when you said you had a ship?" "Well considering the amount of alcohol in your blood and how ignorant you were, yes, I thought you believed me." "Well, wrong you are. I knew something was off with you. So I stayed to see what you were doing. And when I saw you with him" he pointed at Toothless "emerging from the woods, I knew you were up to something and to be honest I wasn't sure you were the brightest. Looks like I was right." Hiccup clenched his fists. Will wasn't making it easy for him to be grateful.

Will glanced again at him and his eyes widened in shock. "Wow, son, you're steaming!" Hiccup looked down and saw that he was right. Steam flowed of his body. Then he saw that his hands were on sire again and they turned the water on his body into steam.

Will saw it too, raised an eyebrow and said. "I'm not going to ask what that is. You make sure you don't burn down the ship!"

Hiccup willed the flames to die and took a deep breath. "Thank you." Will grinned. "No problem dwarf." "My name's Hiccup." "Whatever."

While Will raised the sails and moved over the deck like a mad-man, Hiccup felt how the energy drained from him and he sat down next to Toothless and watched the man.

"Where are we going?" he asked. "I thought you wanted to go to Derandolia. I make sure you make it in one piece. I don't know why, but something tells me it's the right thing to do."

Hiccup looked at Toothless and whispered: "And that something is probably a god we both know." Toothless chuckled.
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Chapter Nineteen: What to think?

Astrid shouldered her ax and left the kill ring. Blood drenched her cloth and the cheering of the villagers was deafening.

She was shivering. The adrenalin left her body and she felt light-headed. What a feeling. She'd just killed her first dragon!

When she exited the arena, her friends were there to congratulate her. Gobber was there too and patted her on the shoulder. But she couldn't hear their compliments and shouts and laughing. All she heard was her own blood rushing through her ears.

_I killed that dragon. I killed a Monstrous Nightmare_.

So why didn't she feel excited or satisfied? Why didn't she feel like dancing? Why didn't she want more?

When Astrid had first entered the Kill-Ring for dragon training, she was determined to win and to kill the beasts. She wanted to be the best Viking warrior of her generation. She wanted to be a hero.

So why did it feel wrong, now that she had killed the dragon?

The answer was obvious but she didn't want to admit it.

That had been Hiccups right.

Hiccup.

Just thinking his name made her want to kill something and to break down in tears.

She only admitted it to herself but she had been amazed how he had gotten so good, how he had defeated the dragons with simple actions and without any weapons. Part of her of course had hated him and envied him for been so good. She wasn't used to be the second. She always had been first.

And she wanted to cry because she had lost a friend.

Sure, she and Hiccup hadn't talked to each other in years. But they had been friends. Hiccup had always been there.

And even though he'd become a total geek and was the weakest Viking in her generation, he understood her like nobody else. He wasn't as brash as Snotlout with his never ending flirting and ego problems. He wasn't as annoying as the twins and by far not as crazy. And he wasn't such a wimp as Fishlegs. Hiccup, in his own way had been a good and brave Viking.

And now he was gone.

In the end his biggest talent couldn't safe him and he'd become the dinner of some hungry dragon. And still she felt no bloodlust to avenge him, when she had killed the dragon. She had felt nothing.

She had no idea what to think about that.

She knew Fishlegs was devastated. He'd looked up to Hiccup. Fishlegs had thought that if Hiccup could become that popular then maybe he could too.

With the twins Astrid wasn't so sure. What happened in their heads, she didn't want to know. But both of them had started to consider Hiccup a friend. How they felt about the whole thing was unknown to her but they acted different. Whether that was good or not was yet to be discovered.

Snotlout was an interesting case. For years he had bullied his cousin and made his life a living hell. Hiccup had sat through all of it without complaining. Vikings weren't good in showing emotions. But Hiccup had been family. Sure Snotlout had loved him _somewhere_!

Gobber was very silent. Always working in the fork, he hardly ever did something else. He still was funny and cheery but you could see that his eyes had lost some of their brightness. Hiccup had been his apprentice for eleven years. Gobber never had any children. Nor had he married. But Hiccup had always been enough for him.

The rest of Berk…well they sure noticed what was missing but what they thought about it remained a mystery to Astrid.

There was just one thing that was clear to her.

She looked back at the corps of the Nightmare. Blood covered the arena floor and she felt nauseous.

Something didn't feel right. And she knew what it was.

Astrid could never again kill a dragon.

Not if her life depended on it.
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Chapter Twenty: Into uncharted waters

Whenever his father had taken him to one of the other islands on the boat, Hiccup had gotten seasick. Another very unlike Viking thing.

But this time it was different.

Maybe it was the air, maybe the different waters, maybe the fact that Hiccup simply was older now or due to the fact that Will told him to fix his eyes on the horizon, but Hiccup felt great.

Maybe it was because the up and down on the waves reminded him of the up and down of Toothless' wings when they were flying.

He pretty fast learned how to move on board and Will taught his some basic sailing skills like raising sails and what kind of knots you had to make where.

He even let him steer the boat.

Hiccup could understand why people loved sailing. It gave you freedom. Just like flying.

It was afternoon. Hiccup stood at the wheel and was steering the ship. Will sat next to him on the guardrail and was emptying one of his bottles.

From time to time Hiccup took a sip from his.

He wasn't a big fan of beer or mead or that stuff but what Will had given him wasn't too bad. He called it vodka.

Toothless laid in the bow while he stood at the heck, and enjoyed the sun like and overgrown lizard.

They were sailing through the afternoon sun. The water gleamed turquoise and blue and green. Sometime Hiccup saw schools of fish and they even passed a school of dolphins. In the distance Hiccup once even spotted a whale.

He had seen whales in Berk too. But this was different.

"You know dwarf, I could get used to this?" Will suddenly said as he watched Hiccup loosen the sheet to open the sail further for the wind. Hiccup still couldn't convince Will to call him by his actual name, even though they'd been sailing for four days now together.

"Get used to what?" he asked and steered a bit to the left.

"All of this dwarf. It's nice to be able just to relax and enjoy the beauty of the sea without doing a thousand things to keep the ship from going the wrong way or from keeping it sinking. It's nice to have someone here to share the work with. Or someone to do all of it. Because, sometime, when I do my big tours and there are storms and I have to be at ten places the same time, I miss another pair of hands." He took another sip. "If I think about it in such situations I miss maybe four or five pairs of hands." "Then why don't you get yourself a crew?" Will sighed. "People don't like me. They say I'm impatient and to rough." "Gee, wonder why?" Hiccup said, rolling his eyes. "What did you say punk?" Will growled and raised the bottle in a threatening way but he already had too much so he decided wisely to stay seated.

"You're different dwarf. We get along. If, whatever you have to do in Derandolia doesn't work, you can always come here." "Okay Will, put the bottle ways, you are totally drunk!" Hiccup said with a smile. "No, I mean it." "So I get to do all the work?" "Yes. But I could show you the world." "I have a dragon." Will straightened up. "Listen closely dwarf. I don't know if you know. But there are places in the world that don't like dragons. They kill them. For fun, in self-defense and whatever." "Yeah, I come from such a place." But Will ignored him. "I know they think so in Durgonheim. In the Archipelago and in Talkin. The people of Kinkal have the luck to have no dragons. No dragon likes the desert so they are neutral when it comes to the reptiles.

In Derandolia that might not be so. But I can promise you that even in Derandolia you will find people that won't like you and your dragon. It's always important to have someone backing you up when you sail into uncharted waters." Hiccup grinned with raised eyebrows. "And you volunteer for the job?" Will belched loudly and said: "Of course dwarf! I…" Then his eyes rolled back in his head and he fell to the ground, out cold.

Hiccup chuckled. "Sleep Will. You don't know what you are talking about."

He sailed in silence for a few hours.

When the sun started to title towards the water, Hiccup kicked Will awake. "Rise and shine sleeping beauty." He mocked and laughed as Will slowly opened his eyes trying to proceed what had happened.

He didn't seem to remember their conversation. Good. Hiccup didn't want to drag him into anything.
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Chapter Twenty-One: Life goes on and we move with it

Stoick stood at the landing base and watched as the three ships entered the Hooligan-Harbor. They were big and had colorful sails and there was a lot going-on on their decks.

Horns sounded, making it official that their guests had arrived.

All of Berks population gathered at the base.

The plank was lowered and a woman Stoicks size, stepped of the boat. She was tall and beefy and muscular and wide. She had dark brown hair and brown eyes. Arms akimbo she looked around. "Stoick" she bellowed loud "it's good to see ya'." Stoick nodded. "You too Bertha. Welcome. I hope you had a good trip?" Bertha nodded. "Not too bad." She looked around. "Where's that talking fishbone of a son of you?" Stoick cleared his throat. "He's dead. Since a few month now." Bertha looked at him pitting. "Maybe it's better that way. Well, good thing I didn't bring Camicazi then. Girl's ill." Stoick nodded. He didn't see the point in correcting Bertha. It wouldn't change a thing.

The Bog-Bogglers started to empty their ships, bringing things to trade and presents and own supplies on land.

Stoick watched them, as he waited.

He saw a movement in the corner of his eye and turned the head. A woman, maybe a bit younger than him, stumbled over a rope on the dock while carrying a heavy looking box. Stoick reached out as she fell and caught her with one hand and the box with the other.

Careful he let the box down and helped the woman straighten up. "Is everything alright?" She blushed a deep red and said: "Yes. I'm sorry Chief Stoick. I've always been a bit clumsy." She bent down to pick up the box but winced.

"You sure everything is alright?" "My ankle" she admitted "it hurts." Stoick bent down, scooped up the box and offered the woman his arm. "I take you to our healer. If you want." The woman blushed again. "Thank you Sir. That's very nice."

A small smile graced Stoicks lips. "Call me Stoick. What's your name?" "Hylla." "That's a beautiful name." "Thank you." "You are beautiful too." She blushed again. "Let's get going." She nodded and together they walked away.

AN: Sorry that it's so short but I had no idea what to write. So, yes, Stoick goes on with his life. I Think that's important. You can't grief forever. It's not like he's now forgetting all about Hiccup and Val but he has nothing any more. So why not start from the beginning?

Tell me if you thinks that's a good idea or if it's rubbish.
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Chapter Twenty-Two: When all hell breaks lose

The night was still young and Hiccup sat on deck, leaning against Toothless' heaving side and watched the stars.

Will and he had eaten a few hours ago and the man had gone under deck to sleep. They had thrown the anchor out so no one hand to steer the boat.

Hiccup watched the stark blink and watched the moon and let his thoughts wander off. They were now only a few hours away from the coast of 'Slim Finger'. The night was clear and still and Hiccup thought about the coming days.

While his mind had been occupied until now with traveling and surviving, he now had time to think properly.

And there was a big problem. Hiccup was suppose to unite the seven Nations. So far so good. But no one had bothered to explain to him how.

He'd no idea what to expect there. And With whom should he talk?

Someone in a high position. Like a chief maybe. But did they have chiefs here? And if, would he listen to him?

Hiccup knew from own experience that Vikings rarely listened. Especially when they were the chieftain.

And how do you unite? In the archipelago you signed treaties. But Hiccup was in no position to sign a treaty.

_It's like my fight with the Red Death. Until I faced her, I had no idea what to do. Maybe this is similar._

Hiccup scratched Toothless behind the ears and the dragon purred like a cat. Hiccup shuddered. He wouldn't be able to look at cats the same way anymore.

His gaze fell on the water outline of the horizon. Tomorrow by this time they would have passed 'Slim Finger' and would be near the coast of Derandolia.

His eyelids got heavy and he wanted to let sleep claim him, when something against the outline of the horizon caught his eye. He squint his eyes and looked closer. It was a boat. A boat approaching fast. A boat without any lights on it. Hiccup had to think what Will had said about these waters.

_Sometime pirates come this way_.

He bolted down the stairs toward the little cabin in which Will slept. He crashed through the doors. "Will! Get up!" Startled by the sudden loud sound, Will sat up, groaning and cursing. "What is it punk? Another spider?" Hiccup rolled his eyes. "No. Ship." "What?" "There's a ship approaching. Fast. With no lights on it."

Will's brain needed five seconds to process the information before he jumped out of his bed, knife in hand. "Damn it. Show my dwarf."

The bolted the stairs up.

"Their!" Hiccup pointed at the Ship that was now very close.

Even for a sailor Will had a colorful collection of cussing words. Most of them Hiccup had never heard before. Some where familiar.

Will rushed to the ships heck. "Help me pull the anchor up. We need to get going right now!" he called while raising the sails.

Hiccup jumped forward and started pulling up the heavy anchor.

Every few seconds he glanced over his shoulder at the boat.

Finally the anchor was up and they finally moved. There wasn't much wind but Will was an excellent sailor. Even the tiniest breeze he could catch in the sails and they shot forward.

"Hiccup! Do you have a weapon?" Hiccup nodded and Will said: "Can you use it?" "Yes." "Then get it. We won't have a chance in outrunning them. We'll have to fight."

Hiccups heart beat wildly in his thin chest.

"Okay." We ran downstairs and unshielded his sword and came back running up the stairs. "Toothless!" the dragon was at his side. "Blast them to oblivion when they attack!" Toothless growled happily.

Will chuckled. "You two have a unique connection Hiccup." Hiccup looked up. "Yeah I know…wait a minute! You said my name, again!" "No I didn't dwarf. No shut up, they nearly have us. Hide. When they take the ship, attack!" Hiccup nodded. The he asked: "And you?" Will smiled. "These are not my first pirates. I'll be fine."

Hiccup nodded and hid in the bow.

Toothless blend in with that shadows and Will stood his ground at the wheel, teeth clenched and his knife in hands.

Hiccup sat there. There was an eerie silence and then something connected with a loud bang with their boat and Hiccup nearly fell out of his hiding spot.

He could hear harsh voices and bellowing. Then there were footsteps. Many footsteps. Some of the m coming his way.

His heart beat harder.

And then the silence was interrupted by Will, screaming bloody murderer and charging at the first pirate that stood in his way. Toothless sent out two mighty plasma-bolts and Hiccup found his courage and with a battle yell that would have made his father proud, he jumped out of his hiding spot and brought down his sword at the head of a pirate that stood only a few feet away from him.

The blade and the skin connected and there was a disgusting sound of skin being ripped apart flesh being torn. The man crumbed to the ground and Hiccup turned to face the next one. In the pale moonlight the blood on his blade looked black.

The other men recovered from their shock and charged at Hiccup.

He hoped to feel the same power in him like when the Durgonheimers had attacked him, but…nothing happened. Hiccup yelped and raised his sword not too late and blocked an ax-strike. Loki had been right. He couldn't rely on his mothers' talent to safe him always. He still had to learn.

And how Gobber would put it: I believe in learning by doing the job.

Hiccup sent a last prayer to the gods then charged at the men.

The men were probably baffled by his stupidity that he landed a few luck hits before they recovered enough and began to attack him.

Hiccup dodged and parried and tried basically not to get hit. He had no idea how Toothless or Will were doing but judging from the plasma-blots that were shot and light up the night, was Toothless keeping them occupied and wherever Hiccup saw bodies of pirates lying on the ground he knew Will had been the reason.

Suddenly Hiccup lost his footing and fell hard to the ground. He lost his sword and imminently four pirates were on top of him. He screamed and kicked and punched around him but they were too strong for his weak arms.

He only managed to kick one of them in the groin and he fell overboard with his face twisted in a mask of pure pain and horror. Then they had grabbed his limps and pressed them to the ground. "Toothless!" he screamed. He heard the dragon roar and then he heard Will shouting: "HICCUP!" The pirates lifted him up and started to carry him over the boat towards the plank. "Toothless, Will, HELP!" He could hear Will cursing and saw how he made his way towards him but suddenly there was another pirate that head butted the giant in the side. Will lost his footing and went overboard. "WILL!" Hiccup shouted while the men dragged him over to the other boat. But the water was motionless. No. No he can't be dead! Hiccup looked around for Toothless but suddenly the deck of the boat was deserted. There were just some corps lying and blood pouring out of their wounds.

Then Hiccup was shoved under deck of the other boat and the door closed with a heart crunching finality over him.
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Chapter Twenty-Three: On board the 'Vendetta'

_Oh, this is bad, this is really bad!_

Hiccups thought as one of the men shoved him down the stairs into a large room with a big table and a few chairs inside. The table was littered with maps and daggers and axes and swords and candles and bottles and food leftovers.

_Where the hell is Toothless?_

Bend over the table stood a huge man. He reminded Hiccup of his father but his hair and beard weren't red but black. He had scars all over his face and arms. He wore spiked shoulder plates and arm bracers, a heavy breast plate and a long tunic over his trousers and a fur cape. His boots looked like Hiccups feet would fit in there four times.

At his side hung a wickedly sharp ax.

One of the men that escorted Hiccup cleared his throat and said: "One survivor Alvin." The man, Alvin, looked up. "I see."

He walked up to him and Hiccup smelt the charming smell of alcohol, sweat, dirt and rotten something, coming from the man in waves.

He was already dizzy and nauseous but this made it worse.

"What's your name fishbone?" "Like I will tell you." Alvin smacked him with the flat hand in the face. "What's your name?" "Hiccup." Alvin narrowed his eyes. "And?" he asked. "And what?" Hiccup asked annoyed. His cheek was throbbing and burning hot where Alvin had hit him. "Your last name." "Why do you want to know?" "So I know who I will kill." Hiccup swallowed. "Well, if that's so…no. Go to the crows you ugly, smelly bully and let me go!" He thought Alvin would hit him again but instead the big man laughed. Loud. And mean. "Ah, 'iccup, 'iccup. You have guts. I like that. But you must understand, you killed a lot of my men, you and your dead friend." "He's not dead!" "He went overboard." "Doesn't mean he's dead." "And didn't resurfaced." "He's holding his breath." "If he's alive, why is he not helping you then?"

Hiccup wanted to reply but he couldn't. He was sure Will would help him if he could. But that would mean, that he was dead.

Hiccup didn't know that hurt him more. Knowing his friend was dead or that his friend had abandoned him.

"And not to forget your…beast." Alvin said. Something tore at Hiccups heart. Where was Toothless? Why wasn't he saving Hiccup? Had he abandoned him too?

Hiccup considered making a run for the door; maybe distract the pirates by putting the ship on fire. But up on deck he would have to face several armored pirates.

He starred ahead of him at one of the scuttles. It took him a moment to understand what he saw.

A familiar poisonous green eye blinked at him.

"Toothless." He whispered. Alvin blinked. "What was that?" "Nothing." "Nothing, _sir_!" You wish, Hiccup thought angrily. But he swallowed his pride and grumbled: "Nothing _sir_." Alvin squinted his eyes, looked behind him but Toothless had disappeared from the scuttle. Alvin turned back to him. "Well, as I said, I'm willing to spare you, if you help us get our own dragons." "What?" Hiccup asked bluntly. "Didn't you listen? I just explained it." "Apparently I didn't. Would you have the kindness to tell me again." Alvin grabbed his color. "Be careful boy." Before he let go of him and said: "For we are Outcasts, no one is willing to tell us the secret of Dragon-Training. Except now we have you. You will tell us everything you know and then we will fly for Berk and…" "Excuse me, did you say Berk?" Alvin seemed annoyed about the fact that he again had been interrupted by a minor.

"Yes, Berk. My old rivalry Stoick the Vast will finally pay. I will kill his son in front of his eyes, like he killed my son. And then I will kill him. Why else should we be this far south. We are Vikings!"

Hiccup paled.

_I have to get out of here, I have to get out of her, I have to…_

He repeated over and over again.

Again he saw Toothless at the scuttle. The dragons head pointed up at the deck and Hiccup nodded.

All he now had to do, was to get on deck.

"Okay!" he said bluntly. "I help you. As long as I get to live and you don't harm my dragon." He said.

Alvin seemed surprised. "You do? Without me getting to threaten you?" "Well, I have a schedule too, you know. And as soon as I get you into the air I can go, right?" "Right." Hiccup didn't believe him a second.

"Well, if you bring be on deck, I can call my dragon and we can start right away. What do you say?"

Alvin furrowed his brows.

Please buy the story, please buy the story, please buy it!

"Okay." Hiccup had to force himself not to sigh in relieve.

Alvin grabbed him by the shoulder and shoved him back upstairs.

There, standing in the pale moon-light, the crew gathered around him. Far away, Hiccup could see Will's boat floating away.

"Well, call it." Alvin ordered, his hand never letting go of Hiccups shoulder. Hiccup nodded. "Toothless!"

Almost imminently a shadow rose from the dark waters and landed on deck next to him. Toothless growled. "It's okay bud." Hiccup said and added with his eyes: Just wait.

"This is a Night Fury. The rarest dragon of all. It's intelligent, powerful and fast." Hiccup explained.

"And like most dragons extremely sensible. A dragon will only let it ride you, when it thinks it can trust you."

Alvin's grip on his shoulder was like iron.

"Before I let you ride him, you have to know three essential rules from the dragon-riding business. Every dragon-rider has to follow them." Alvin bellowed with laughter. "We are Outcasts boy. We make the rules. But we don't listen to them." "Well without them you won't be able to fly." Alvin growled. "Okay, and those rules are?"

"Well, the first one is: Never hurt your dragon in any way. They have feelings and minds and personalities like we do. Second: Dragons are free creatures. And third" Hiccup looked into Toothless' eyes "You never, under any circumstances take a Night Fury's rider hostage, if you value your life!" he screamed, grabbed Alvin's Hand and set his own hand on fire.

At the same time Toothless pounced at the Outcast, shooting plasma-bolts and causing mass panic.

Meanwhile, Alvin was on his knees in front of Hiccup, whose hand was still on fire and slowly burning the flash away from the Outcast's arm.

"I will never show scum like you how to ride a dragon. You are not worth it."

With that he let go of Alvin's arm and jumped on Toothless' back. He clicked in his prosthetics and Toothless jumped into the air with mighty beats of his wings.

They hovered a moment longer over the pirates ship and Hiccup screamed: "And I certainly will not let you kill my Dad!" He saw the confusion on Alvin's face. "You wanted my full name? Fine! My name is Hiccup Horrendous Haddock III, hope an heir to the Hairy-Hooligan tribe in the northern Archipelago, son of Stoick the Vast and Valhallarama the Hero. And I hope you will rot in Hel one day!"

With that Toothless let go two mighty plasma-bolts that sat the ship on fire and with another beat of his wings, they were soaring through the night, away from the horrible ship.

As Hiccup turned around one last time, he saw the ships name blazing in the fire-light. 'VENDETTA' it said in bold letters. "That's for Will you son of a bi***. And don't you dare attack my father!"

Toothless, how could feel his riders distress, cooed slightly.

"It's okay Toothless. Let's get t 'Slim Finger'. I had enough for one night."
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**AN: Sorry it took so long. School strated and everything. Anyway. Here are a few new chapters. Hope you like it. Oh and now we start coming to the important parts!**

**By the way: I still don't own How to train your dragon. And I never will. I think I must cry.**

Chapter Twenty-Four: Derandolia

'Slim Finger' was like 'Terra Mater'. Without the crazy people that was.

Hiccup had visited one of the closest towns shortly but he was still shaken from last night events that he couldn't stay to long in other people's presence.

The villagers seemed nice. But Hiccup didn't care.

He was sitting in the sand at some vacant part of the long island, turning his sword in his hands.

He had returned to Wills boat to fetch his stuff. He had hoped to see Will healthy and drunk as usual but nothing like that. The guy was simply gone. And it pained Hiccup.

Sure, Will hadn't been very kind or polite and had always called him 'dwarf'. But on the other hand he had followed Hiccup, saved him and had cared, in his own way, for him. Never had Hiccup been treated like this. And he meant that in a good way.

He let himself fall back into the sand and stared at the sky. It was early afternoon and Toothless was sleeping in a secret cave not far away from the beach.

Hiccup was exhausted too but something kept him from sleeping.

But eventually he closed his eyes.

In his dream, Hiccup was standing on a bridge. The bridge was shimmering in all colors of the rainbow and connected a roundly golden building with a golden city several hundred meters away. Underneath him a grey river flowed harshly along and another few hundred meters ahead of the bridge to the golden round building, the river fell down into the void of the universe.

The sky was dark and the clouds swirled wildly around. The city behind Hiccup glowed in the dusk light.

Then Hiccup realized he wasn't alone n the bridge.

Hundreds of warriors in golden and silver armor and armed with blades and crossbows.

Loki stood first row right next to Hiccup.

"Loki, where am I? What is this? And what's happening?" But Loki ignored him. Instead he said: "Archers, ready your weapons. Hold."

Next to him stood a tall blond man in grey and red armor with a hammer in his hand.

"This line isn't going to hold for long. We will have to retreat at one point to the city." He had a deep voice but it was a lot colder than Lokis. "Maybe. But that doesn't mean it has to be easy for them."

Next to the tall blond guy stood a giant in golden armor. His skin was dark like burned wood and his golden eyes were narrowed. In his hand rested the biggest and longest blade Hiccup had ever seen. It seemed too big to be hold but the giant seemed unaffected by its size. "I can feel them. They entered our realm. The Bifröst is powerless. I can't control who get's in and who gets out."

With shock Hiccup realized who the other two were. The blond one was without a doubt Lokis brother Thor the Thunderer. The giant golden one was Heimdall. The gatekeeper of Asgard, the gods' realm. He looked out for Ragnarök and commanded the Bifröst, the gate to the nine worlds. He was one of the greatest fighters in the universe and when Ragnarök was to come he and Loki were to kill each other.

Now it looked like they were fighting side by side.

"Loki!" Hiccup said again but there was no respond from the god. Hiccup began to think that the god couldn't hear him.

Suddenly the bridge shook and a loud "BOOM" echoed over the sky. "Ready your weapons!" screamed Thor furiously and raised his hammer. Loki readied his staff.

Hiccup swirled around. The Bifröst, the round golden building, shook and dark tendrils crept over the sides of the bridge. They formed into monsters and humanoid shapes. Primeval weapons were hold and they hissed in an ancient language.

A moment everything was still then the three men yelled: "CHARGE!"

And Hiccup jolted awake.

Toothless stood over him, looking concerned.

"I'm fine bud." He coaxed. "Come on. Times running. We need to get to Derandolia."

It was late morning when they touched town. The capital city was centered in the inner west of the third biggest country.

It was truly magnificent. The city walls were made from light red stone with white stones then and there, forming pictures of men riding dragons and fighting battles and building the city. The gates were wide open and streams of people flowed in and out.

And everyone was accompanied by a dragon or two. It was so strange for Hiccup to walk side by side with Toothless into a city, be surrounded by humans and not to have fear for his or his dragons live.

Toothless seemed as irritated.

"Okay. Now, how do we move on with our plan?" Hiccup asked as they walked through the streets. Toothless shrugged.

"Maybe I could talk to their chief." Hiccup mumbled. "Do they have a chief?"

Hiccup felt so stupid.

This wasn't Berk. This wasn't any island in the Archipelago. This was alien territory.

They wandered through the town for a bit until Hiccup saw no point in going on anymore.

They sat on a small wall and watched the people.

Hiccup rested his chin in his hands, arms resting on his knees.

Toothless laid by his side, snoring in the warm sun and enjoying the sounds and smells all around him.

Again Hiccup began to fiddle with his sword.

Unshielded it and swirled it a bit around. The blade reflected the sunlight and the leather grip was warm.

The sword fitted just right into his hand but on the other hand it felt so alien.

Then he saw something etched into the blade just above the handle. _'Stormblade'_

So that was its name.

Fitting. Whenever Hiccup had used it, it was like a storm of destruction.

Hiccup jolted upright when someone tipped him on the arm.

He looked up into the not so handsome face of a man, maybe in his late twenties. He was wearing bright blue cloth and some kind of stupid hat with yellow feathers on top. Over his shoulder hung a brown back and in his hands he had a pile of papers. He smiled widely and showed Hiccup, unnecessarily, his crooked teeth.

"Hello there lad!" he said in a too happy and cheery voice.

"I see you have a fine sword there. And you do look like a good swordfighter!" That last part was a lie. The guy would have to be blind to not notice Hiccups thin arms and slim figure as well as his bony legs and chest.

"And?" Hiccup asked. He still wasn't sure how people would react, should they find out from where he was and he was a bit suspicious.

"I thought you may be interested in this!" The man gave him one of the papers he was carrying.

Hiccup was relieved to see that Lokis gift also worked for written things.

He read: "Big sword fighting duel tomorrow. Whoever, whenever. First Prize: Dinner with the King and his family." Explained the man and pointed at the paper.

The gears in Hiccups head turned.

"Dinner with…the king?" "And his two daughters. He likes swordsmanship. He was a great swordfighter himself but because of an old injury he isn't quite the same any more. But he enjoys young talent."

Hiccup grabbed the flyer.

"Thanks! This is exactly what I needed!" The man looked irritated. "Needed for what." Hiccup shook his head. "Doesn't matter. Where can I sign in?" The guy pointed at the castles gates. "In the courtyard is a table." "Great, thanks!" Hiccup swirled around. "You heard that Toothless? This is our chance!" He jumped to his feet and began packing his things together. Toothless waved excited with his tail.

Suddenly the guy behind him cleared his throat. Hiccup had totally forgotten that he was still there.

"You named your dragon 'Toothless'?" Hiccup nodded. "Got a problem with that?" he asked and worked on Toothless' buckles.

"No…no. It's just. He has teeth…" Hiccup rolled his eyes. "That's the punching line. When I first saw him he had them rejected." As if to proof it, Toothless gave his infamous gummy smile. Then he extended his teeth.

The guy looked in awe. "He's so…different. I never seen one like him before. Where did you buy him?" Hiccup choked. "Buy him?" "Yes. Which breeder is he from?" "Breeder? What are you talking about?" "What are you talking about?" "I found Toothless in the woods. Well, not exactly, I shot him down and…" "You're poacher?" the guy asked breathless. "What? No! Where I'm from dragons are considered a pest. But we became friends." The guy eyed him and his expression clearly said 'I don't believe you'. "Then where're you from?" he asked and folded his arms. Hiccup squinted his eyes. "None of your business!"

With that he mounted Toothless and rode away from the guy.

While Toothless walked over to the castle, Hiccup thought. They breed the dragons here and _sealed_ them! Like…slaves.

And even here Night Furies seemed to be rare if not unknown.

At the gate a guard held them back. "What do you want?" "I want to sign up for the sword fighting competition." The guard examined him from head to toe. "You?" Angry Hiccup sneered: "Yes me. You gonna see!" The guard just laughed and let him pass.

At the table sat an old man. "Name?" he asked with a bored voice. "Hiccup Horrendous Haddock III." The guy looked up. Many wrinkles covered his face and the skin hung loosely from his cheeks.

"And how old are you boy?" This is my fifteenth winter." The guy nodded. "And you sure you want to sign up?" "I wouldn't be here otherwise." "Do your parents know?" "I don't have parents." The guy eyed him a moment longer before he gave Hiccup a red piece of wood with a number on it. "Good luck boy." "Thank you."

They returned an hour later to their cave outside the city in the woods. Hiccup was exited. "This is perfect. I win this thing and can talk to the King. And then everything will get easier." He said excited. Then he remembered something. "Providing that I win." He looked at the sword in his hand.

'Just because you have talent doesn't make you a master.' Loki had said. Hiccup grabbed the hilt harder. "I need to train."

The next morning was sunny, when Hiccup and Toothless made their way into the city. The town seemed to be in a good mood. Even more people had gathered to watch the fighting.

There were huge tribunes and on huge fields tents were set up for the participants of the match.

Hiccup showed his red wood mark and a guy showed him to go to which tent. When he entered he faced four other guys, getting ready for the battles. Each of them had a respective area. Toothless watched from the entrance. Hiccup dressed fast in some other cloth. A black leggings and a forest-green tunic, the same color like his eyes, and then gave Toothless his back to carry, while he adjusted his sword to his belt.

He then exchanged his furry boots for some skinnier leather boots.

When he was back on the training and warming-up area, he saw that many had bought shields and that most swords were big heavy and clumsy metal blades.

He hoped his sword wouldn't break should there be a heavy blow.

And now, slowly Hiccup progressed what he was actually doing here. And what the whole problem was.

There were only men participating. And they were easily twice his height and _a lot_ heavier. They looked grim and stomped all over the place.

Hiccup decided to stay near the referees' tent where they overlooked the fights on the sandy grounds between the tribunes.

Here he could see everything and could hear which numbers where called out.

He looked at his number. 13. Perfect. Lokis happy number.

Hiccup watched the fights with rising stress. The fights were hard and violent. Just like Berk but he _always_ lost those fights!

Hiccup tried to think of a strategy. He was small and agile. And he was fast. Most of the time. Maybe he should just go out there and let himself flow in the battle.

Hiccup had practiced nearly the whole night. The problem was there was no one to practice with and he barely knew a thing about sword fighting.

But he had practiced his footwork and the blows of the blade and swings and movements. He was surprised how natural it all felt but then again he'd seen firsthand how easily the effects of his mother's talents could wear off in no time.

Hiccup began to walk up and down a bit and for the first time his eyes fell on the tribune ahead of him. There under a golden and red canopy sat a guy in his fathers' age with a neatly trimmed beard and hair the color of the sand. His eyes were a light, slightly pale, green. He wore dark blue robes and a golden crown on his head. Precious gems decorated it and formed symbols Hiccup didn't know.

To his sides sat two girls. They looked rather alike. But nothing like him. The right one was probably the older one. She had really dark brown hair, silky and long, dark brown eyes and a slight tan. Her lips were red and her dress had a matching color. She was wearing a golden band on her head with a small framed ruby. She sat there with straight back and folded hands.

The girl in the left had lighter hair. Somewhere between blond and brown. It went to her shoulder blades and was a curly mess. She had her fathers' green eyes and no tan at all. Her dress was green and purple. She sat there leaned back and on her lap laid a dragon the size of a terrible Terror and she petted him absent-minded.

They looked okay Hiccup guessed. The king's eyes gleamed during each fight and he was cheering and laughing and obviously having a good time.

His daughters looked bored and the right one was constantly starring ahead and the left one was occupied with her dragon.

Hiccup jolted awake from his train of thoughts, when a guy called out: "The next fight will be between the numbers 54 and 13. Welcome to the field Terrence Alfonson and Hiccup Horrendous Haddock III."

Up in the tribune the kings' head titles sharply towards Hiccup. Green eyes locked and Hiccup suddenly had the urge to run away.

But it was too late. The gates to the field had already closed. No turning back now.
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Chapter Twenty-Fife: Down to business

The guy I front of Hiccup was, luckily, not one of the big and heavy guys. But he was a lot taller and probably stronger than Hiccup.

He was probably in his thirties but he looked like a framer not like someone who could wield a sword.

And right he was.

Terrence-what-ever-his-last-name-was charged slightly without determination. Hiccup sidestepped and blocked the attack before he swung his sword I a wide arch. Its hilt hit the man on the breastbone and the guy stumbled back, catching his breath.

But Hiccup was exhilarated. He was in fight mode again and his training the last evening was paying off.

In seconds he had disarmed the man and had his sword at his throat.

There was a stunned silence before the audience began cheering loudly. Probably nothing they were used to. A minor beating a grown man.

Hiccups determination grew with every fight. His dream from two nights ago incitation enough. He was running out of time. Darkness was invading Asgard. Loki and the other gods were fighting.

And they were relying on him, Hiccup knew it.

He'd already wasted enough time. This was fate. Fate always found a way to make you obey. And Hiccup was determined to safe this world. But he had to accept the fact that he couldn't do that alone.

Darkness was fought with light. Not with a pointy sword.

The fights rose higher and higher. Each opponent was different. Some were just like Hiccup. Ordinary people that did the fighting for the fun of it. Some were soldiers, some knights, some idiots that thought they could handle a sword and some travelers.

They varied from size and weight but most of the time Hiccup was in an inferior position.

That didn't mean he was inferior at all!

Like he imagined, he was way faster than others. And he quickly learned that he didn't need to parry full strength blows. He could deflect them and make his opponent stumble and lose his balance. Still, something felt off. As good as he was in the prelim, it didn't mean he stood a chance in the next rounds.

It was late noon already when the couples for the last sixteen were decided. Now there was a short break.

Hiccup was drenched in sweat and his limps hurt. But he had made it into the last sixteen. That meant he was now in the top eight.

Of over a hundred applicants, most older and twice his size.

Hiccup felt pride rise in his chest.

Which made him a little bit to carefree.

When the first match of the last sixteen was announced, it was him against the guard at the gate from yesterday.

He sneered at Hiccup.

"I would never have though that you'd made it this far brat. But I'm going to put an end to it. I promise." Hiccup smirked. "Don't promise what you can't hold." The man's face grew red and he charged at him yelling: "Insolent brat, I'm going to show you how to speak to your elders."

Hiccup laughed and dodged each strike without raising his sword a centimeter. He jumped backwards and up in the air, to avoid a low strike to his feet.

But he underestimated the man. He wasn't without a reason a part of the guard. With lightning speed he began, infuriated by Hiccups care-freeness, to chop at him. Hiccup yelled a bit and raised his sword just in time to defend himself.

He dejected a mighty blow to his head and sent his opponent stumbling past him but he swirled around and Hiccup had to fall to the ground to avoid the arch of the sword.

But the guard man wasn't finished. He started to bring his sword down to the ground off and off again and again. Hiccup only avoided them by inches and by sliding through the sandy ground on his back. His sword was useless in his hand

He used the moment where the guard raised his sword high over his head for the final blow to get up and tackle the man.

He was so surprised, he let his sword drop.

Hiccup stood over him, panting heavily, the sand itching on his sweaty skin.

"Do you yield?" he asked, pressing his sword against the man's throat.

The guy sneered between clenched teeth: "I…yield." The referee rang the bell to make it official that the fight had stopped.

Hiccup stepped back, put his sword away and offered the man a hand while the crowds went wild.

The man hesitated a moment, then he gripped Hiccups hand and got up. But as soon as he was standing, he yanked Hiccups arm hard down and Hiccup flew to the ground. There were loud shouts and some people came running up to them and restrained the man before he could do anything else.

Hiccup laid on the ground clutching his arm. His sword-arm.

Someone rolled him onto his back and he shut his eyes tight. There was muttering and then someone lifted him up and carried him off. The voices around him died down.

Hiccup was sure his shoulder was dislocated and his elbow hurt.

He slowly opened his eyes.

He was in a tent lying on a field bed. A guy not much older than him smiled at him.

"Hey there." "Hello." Hiccup mumbled. "I'm Eric. Your shoulder is dislocated. I have to set it back. It's gonna hurt like crazy but it will be better than having it not located again!" he explained. "I figured that out myself." Hiccup sighed and sat up. "Do it." The guy nodded and carefully grabbed Hiccups arm.

"On three." He said. Hiccup nodded.

"One…" The guy yanked at his arm and it made a loud 'Crack' and Hiccup yelled slightly. "Holy mother of Freya!" he cursed. "You said three." "Sorry. It was so tempting." Eric helped him pull on a sling. "There you go. Hold it still for the next day or two. Then it should be okay. If not you should go to a healer."

Hiccup nodded. "But what about the fight?" Eric looked at him like he had lost his mind.

"Well, no fighting for a long time my friend." Hiccup gasped. "What?" "Don't worry. They'll give you money compensation. What that guy did was totally off limits. Especially were the fight was over." Hiccup stammered: "But…I need to fight! This is important!" "It's just a regular competition. Don't worry, there be more next year." "But I don't have that much time." Eric eyed him for a second. Then he said: "Can you fight with your left hand?" Hiccup thought about that. He looked at his left hand.

Hesitantly he picked up his sword someone had picked up for him.

He lifted it a bit and weighted it in his hand.

"Maybe." "It's worth a shot." Hiccup nodded. "Thank you." "Don't mention it. Get out there and kick butts. You're quite a phenomenon for everybody here. There are bets on you, my friend." Hiccup nodded and got up.

Toothless, who had been sitting the whole time next to him, sniffed at his arm. "It's okay buddy. Don't worry." Toothless cooed and tried to lick his arm. "Ah, no thank you, you slimy reptile. No need for that."

They exited the tent and Hiccup made his way back to the fighting fields. He was escorted by a young lad, maybe twelve or thirteen.

He looked up at Hiccup with adorable big eyes and admiration.

When he entered the field, the crowds went wild, again.

The guard still stood there, restrained by two others and sneered at him.

But Hiccup gave him the cold shoulder. He faced first the referee, then the King. Both looked with interest at him.

Everybody was holding their breath, Hiccup could feel it.

He took a deep breath and intuitional he raised his sword with his left arm and called out loud: "I-fight-ON!"

Needless to say the crowed was happy about that.

From his balcony up in the tribune, the king looked at the young boy. The name again and again rolled through his head.

_Hiccup Horrendous Haddock III, Hiccup Horrendous Haddock III, Hiccup Horrendous Haddock III,…_

Could it be?

Hiccup was back in his tent, waiting for the next fight, now in the quarter-finals. He wasn't quite sure about the left hand thing.

But he shrugged it off and sighed. He drank a bit of the painkiller Eric had bought him and walked up and down in his tent.

When suddenly someone behind him spoke up:

"Quite a fight." He turned around and paled.

It was the dark-haired princess in the red dress.

He bowed down, not sure how to react properly.

She laughed and it sounded like bells. "No need for that. I'm only acting as a messenger. "And that…is…?" Hiccup stammered. Up close she was even prettier. Her skin was so pure and clean…

Suddenly he was aware that he was only dressed in dirty, sandy, sweaty Viking cloth. His hair probably was a mess and with the sling he probably didn't look very heroic.

The princess stepped up to him.

"My father wishes to talk with you. Even if you don't win, you are invited to our table after tonight's final."

Hiccup bowed again. "Please deliver my thanks to the king. I would be honor and I would love to talk to him too. That was all the point of me taking part in this competition." He answered truthfully.

She smiled. Her teeth were perfect.

"I will. Good luck with your fight." She raised her hand and took something from the inside of her sleeve. It was a long, bright red, tape. She wrapped it around Hiccups upper left arm. "For good luck in the finals." He lowered his head. "Thank you princess." She smiled and turned around.

"I'll see you tonight then." "Yes." "I'm looking forward it." She glanced at Toothless. "And please, bring your dragon." "I will." "Very well."

With that she exit the tent.

Hiccup looked at Toothless.

"Did that just really happened?" Toothless shrugged and gave him a toothless smile.

The quarter finals were…interesting.

When Hiccup entered the field, he was nervous for the first time since his first fight.

His sword now in his left hand, he approached the other man.

It was a big and tough guy, about the size of Gobber. He hand stingy black hair and no beard. His word looked like it was a stall as Hiccup was.

He wondered how he could lift it.

He was aware of all the eyes suddenly. And of course of the princess and her father and her sister just above him.

He forced himself not to look.

_Don't get distracted_, he thought.

He griped his sword harder.

The first strike came. Hiccup raised his sword and…his eyes grew wide.

Hiccup, being educated by Vikings, had learned always to use his right hand. Every Viking used his right hand. It was known that left-handed people were mostly possessed by Loki or messed with or just evil.

So Hiccup had his whole life used his right hand, never knowing…

That he was left-handed!

But he knew it the second he had raised his sword to parry the strike with an unknown force. It felt so much easier to wield the sword.

Hiccup couldn't say that it look gracious or elegant or breathtaking how he fought. But it was effective.

Hiccup sliced, dodged, parried, rolled between his opponent's legs, jumped and basically won the whole thing.

The other quarter final was quickly decided.

Hiccup would meet Jacob von Holdenstein, a giant knight form the king's court, in the final.

Hiccup thought it was bit unfair that someone so good trained like this knight fought in a tournament like this but then again, Hiccup told himself, if he needed the attention or the applause, he should have it.

It was a few minutes before the battle that Hiccup for the first time realized how tiered he was.

Up until now adrenalin, excitement and his mother's talent along with a few sip of beer and a cold bucket of water to the face had kept him awake.

Now, as he made his next step, his knees nearly buckled.

He dragged himself over to the next bench and sat down.

He sighed and stretched his arms and moved his shoulders.

Big bruise, dark blue and purple, were covering him everywhere. Small cuts too. He was stiff and his leg started throbbing.

"Damn it. Couldn't it have last it a bit longer?" he cursed.

"Hey, Haddock. You're up. The final is in a minute!" one of the helpers called out and grinned.

Hiccup groaned. Using his sword like crutch, he wobbled over to the field. There he collected himself and, not for the first time but the last time surely, stepped onto the field.

Jacob von Holdenstein emerged from the other side.

He looked even scarier.

His blood-red armor glistened like fresh blood in the late sun. That didn't help Hiccups confidence.

Neither did the fact that he was armed with a blade, similar to Hiccups but still bigger and thicker. His footprints were as big as Hiccups face.

He swallowed hard.

"Holy bearded head of Odin, how did I ever think I could win this?" Panic swelled up in him. His lips were dry.

His sword felt heavy and he was shocked when the referee suddenly ringed the bell to start the last fight.

And Jacob von Holdenstein didn't hesitate to charge at the young Viking.

Hiccup managed a weak block but he refused to give up this easy. He caught a glimpse of something red in the corner of his eye and saw what it was. The princess's red tape. Determined to not go down like this he pushed against the other man and he took a surprised step back.

Hiccup dodged under his arm and kicked him into his heavy armored chest.

Mistake. Even though he used his fake metal leg, the repulsion was too big and Hiccup fell to the ground. He managed to make it a roll and got up behind the knight.

Bad idea.

Jacob just kick backwards, lifting Hiccup off the ground.

Hiccup groaned when he got up.

"This is so humiliating. Just right now I have to go back to my scrawny incapable-of-everything-self." He panted and dodged another swipe that could have cut his head clean off.

Hiccup staggered back. Jacob smiled smugly.

He swung his sword und Hiccup knew exactly where he would hit him. And he had an idea. It was stupid and there was a certain risk but he had faith.

The blade came down and hit Hiccups fake leg.

And stuck there.

The moment the blade hit, Hiccup made a leap backwards so Jacob couldn't try to free his sword.

Jacobs expression was priceless.

Hiccup used his distraction to hit him hard in the forehead with the hilt of his sword. He pressed the blade against the guy's thick neck. "Do you yield?"

Under his helmet Jacob laughed. "Sorry kid. Not today." With that he disarmed Hiccup in a second, holding his own sword against his throat. "Do you yield?" Hiccup sighed. "I yield."

**AN: So, Hiccup is after all not a master of anything yet. Next chapter will be interesting. I don't know if I will finish it today.**

**Loki will come back, shortly and the next chapter is probably back at Berk.**

**So, tell me what you think! I would like some reviews. **

**Thanks, love you all and thanks for the nice comments! They really mean a lot to me.**
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Chapter Twenty-Six: Meanwhile

In the meanwhile, hundreds of miles away from Derandolia and Hiccups sword fighting competition, seven ugly men, and all dripping wet and covered in burns, reached the shore of a small island.

The tallest man got to his feet, clutching his badly burned, nearly unrecognizable, hand to his chest and starred loathing towards the south-west.

"I swear by all the gods, I will make this little runt pay. And if it's the last thing I do. I swear, I will tear every last bone out of his little body and will kill that god's forsaken dragon of his!"

The other men growled in approval.

"As soon as we make it to the next town we make our way for Berk. When the boy returns, all he will find are ashes and bones!"

Alvin spit to the ground and turned around.
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Chapter Twenty-Seven: A talk with royalty

"So master Hiccup. How did you do it?"

Hiccup nearly dropped his silver fork. He swallowed hard and turned to face the king.

"I beg your pardon your majesty." He asked with a shaking voice.

The king smiled kindly. He gestured to Jacob von Holdenstein, who sat next to Hiccup.

"How where you able to take my knights blow to the leg? It, after all, _stuck_ there! Did you wear special protection? After all, a normal person wouldn't be able to stand such immense pain…" the king trailed doff and looked at Hiccup expectantly.

And not just him, everybody was looking at Hiccup.

Up until now the dinner had gone very well.

Hiccup and Toothless had been welcomed with Jacob von Holdenstein in the Grand-Hall of the castle by the servants.

Then they'd been leg into the dining hall with giant crystal candlelight hanging from the ceiling. The table was laid with the best porcelain and the finest crystal and pure silver cutlery.

Shortly after, the king and his daughters had welcomed them.

Most of the time they were talking to Jacob which Hiccup was fine with.

The two princesses introduced themselves to him as Joanna and Katrina.

Joanna was the older one that had visited him in his tent during the tournament.

He bowed to her and said: "Thank you for your band Milady. I think it helped a bit." He wanted to hand it to her but she closed his fingers around it. "Keep it. For more luck in future." She said.

Her sister was very different.

She was pretty, Hiccup guessed but not in an elegant way like her sister. In a way she was like Astrid. Rebellious, strong fierce and she had a Terrible-Terror that followed her everywhere.

She kept throwing glances at Hiccup and it made him a bit nervous when her light green eyes pierced him. He couldn't figure out what she was thinking of him.

Luckily the dinner had been served and the knight and the king started talking about inner politics and from time to time Joanna joined in.

Katrina kept eating and playing with her dragon so Hiccup ate in silence. Toothless was gulping down a huge amount of fish in one corner of the room.

Until now.

Hiccups face grew red and he said: "Actually, I have an, you could say unfair, advantage. Your knight could have hit my leg over and over again and I would have kept fighting. Because my left leg is fake."

He took off his boot and showed them his metal leg.

Joanna chocked but the king pointed incuriously with his fork at his leg. "You mean you fought men twice your size with a fake leg?"

Hiccup shrugged. "Guess so."

Jacob von Holdenstein looked at him with newfound respect.

"Seriously Milord" Hiccup said "a fight is about more than strength and size. It's about tactics and smarts. I don't look like much but the first rule is always never to underestimate your opponent. I had to learn that the hard way. My leg was the cost."

The king eyed him shortly. Then he took another bite of his steak.

"My daughter told me, you wanted to talk to me about something?" Hiccup nodded. "That it right but with all due respect, I would like to talk to you about it in private. No offence." "None taken." The knight said.

When the servants started to clear away the table, the knight got up, bowed to the princesses and the king and said: "Your majesties it was a pleasure as always. Milord, I will see you around. But now I have to return to my beloved." "Please send my best wishes to your fiancé." The king, George was his name, said warmly. "I will. Good night." Then he turned to face Hiccup.

"Master Haddock, it was a pleasure to battle you. I speak the truth when I say I learned something. You are a formidable sword fighter and I'm sure you will make a fearsome fighter on the battlefield. I sincerely hope that we will never meet each other under such circumstances. But I hope that whenever you should stop by again, you will come to some fights amongst comrades."

Hiccup hastily got up to shake the knight's hand.

"Thank you Sir. I hope I will find the time."

Jacob von Holdenstein nodded one last time and left the room.

Katrina got up and stretched. "I'll be lying down father. Have a good night sleep." Then she turned to face Hiccup.

Something was hidden in her gaze but Hiccup couldn't see it.

"Mister Haddock…I guess I'll be seeing you around?" Hiccup swallowed. "That is yet to be decided." She nodded sharply. "Very well."

With that she too left.

"Now then Master Haddock. Why don't we take a walk through the palest? At night it's quite nice and quiet." Hiccup nodded. "That sounds like a good idea Milord." The king turned to face his oldest daughter.

"Will you be fine on your own?" She smiled. "I'll be following my sisters example and lay down. I'm tiered. Have a good night gentleman." She looked at Hiccup and smiled. "Mister Haddock." "Princess." She walked slowly out of the room, glancing one last time back at him.

The king led Hiccup out of another door, where Hiccup slightly woke Toothless, who was having a nap after the nice meal and signaled him to follow him.

"Well then, let's go."

"I assume you are going to tell me what a Viking is doing so far south out of his home territory." Hiccup flinched.

For a second he thought about playing dumb but the king looked at him with hard eyes.

"What gave me away?" George snorted. "Besides the clothing and your dragon?" "Yes?" "Your name."

Hiccup looked at him irritated. "My name?"

George laughed as they strolled down the empty corridors. "How many Hiccup Horrendous Haddocks do you think there are in the world?"

Hiccup thought about it.

"So you know me?" The king laughed. "No. I don't know you. But I knew your namesake. Well, one of them. I knew your great-great-great-great-grandfather Hiccup Horrendous Haddock II."

Hiccup looked at him doubtfully. "That's not possible." The king laughed softly. "You must learn one thing young Master Hiccup. Nothing is impossible, not if the word itself says: "I'm possible." I'm not a regular mortal. I'm the reincarnation of an ancient ancestor that was blessed by the gods to live through the decades of time. In my head are the experiences of several hundred years saved. In a way I met and did not met your ancestor. But I remember him clearly." He looked at Hiccup from head to toe.

"When they first called out your name I wouldn't believe it. But now…you look exactly like him."

Hiccup tried to proceed that. Okay. So the king was a hundreds of years old soul in a new body.

"Doesn't that suck after a while? I mean, never ending a life?" "Oh, I do end my lives. I'm just coming back. When I die, I will be reincarnated in one of my daughter's sons. Just with another rest of memories." "Isn't that too much information for the brain at some point?" "There is no use in second guessing the gods ways. And besides, we were talking about you."

He looked at Hiccup. "So, start talking."

So Hiccup told him everything. From his life in Berk to the night he shot down Toothless, to befriending him, to leaving, to fighting the Red Death.

At his encounter with Loki and his growing friendship with the god, he hesitated.

George saw it. "And?" "And the god Loki became my self-declared brother and god-father. He sent me on this mission because it's my destiny." George raised his eyebrows and suddenly laughed.

"You Horrendous-Haddocks. You attach the gods more than light does mosquitoes."

Hiccup looked at him confused.

"Come with me. I'll show you what I mean."

The king lead Hiccup into a very deep part of the castle.

They were now in a huge gallery. Giant portraits decorated the walls. Mostly men, some women then and there. They all looked majestic and fearsome and royal.

"This is the gallery of Kings and heroes. People, who did great thing for Derandolia or were remarkable in another way." George lead Hiccup along the faces and Hiccup thought the eyes followed him.

"When your great-grandfather first came here, he was my age. He was the first Viking ever to come this far south but we heard of them. He stumbled onto our shores, mumbling something about stopping a war."

We took him in. Mainly because we were curious. Anyway, he and I became friends pretty fast and he told me how he had to learn how to befriend dragons to stop the war. You must know that back in that time, we were fighting dragons too. He told us that his tribe had banned him and that he only was allowed to come back when he had succeeded in stopping the war or when he had laid off this madness and had come to his senses because everybody thought he was mad. No one believed him that Odin had spoken to him in his dreams and that Lofin had given him special talents. They threatened him to ship off over the edge of the world."

Hiccup flinched. "Typical charming Viking demeanor." He sighed.

Georg nodded and carried on.

"Anyway. We didn't want to fight the dragons anymore so we made a truce with him. And he did the unthinkable. He actually trained them and wrote a book about it. Since then we made peace with the dragons. The pictures in the walls outside? That's him."

Hiccup looked the the king with eyes the size of plates.

"He…did train…them? Why did that never reach Berk? Didn't he return?" Georges face grew dark. "Oh he did return alright. He presented them his book and showed them how it worked but they thought he was infiltrated by some evil force or Loki was playing with them, so they banned him, burned the book and wrote his story new." Hiccup was speechless. "He returned shortly after that, flying on the back of a dragon, just like yours." Hiccups eyes grew even bigger. "A Night Fury?" "Ey lad. A Night Fury." George looked sadly at the picture of Hiccups ancestor. Hiccup didn't see much resemblance. The again this picture looked like it was painted when his ancestor was several years older than him. Except the eyes maybe. That dark forest green was unique.

"How did he do it? The training I mean? Did he…like I…study the dragons?" "Oh no. Lofin gave him an ability, just like Loki gave you one. And their quite similar. Lofin made that Hiccup the second could understand 'dragonese'. The language of the dragons. Just like you understand any language you hear. But compared to you, he couldn't _speak_ dragonese." Hiccups mind worked hard

"This book…" he asked. "What was it called?" "It was called 'A heroes guide to deadly dragons.'. **(AN: And that is a fact. It's one of Cressida Cowell's "How to"…-series.)** He wrote down about every species he could find and how to train each of it. Took him several years." "Do you…still have an example?" The king looked at him from the corner of his eye. "Yes." "Can I…see it?"

George paused a moment before he continued talking like he hadn't heard Hiccups question.

"But coming back to your story. Loki took you in and sent you off to save the world. How are you supposed to do that?" Hiccup sighed. "I shall unite the seven nations. Unity, all for everyone, that would fight the darkness."

George continued walking down the hall. Hiccup glanced back one last time. He could swear he saw his great-something-grandfather blink at him.

"And do you know how to do so?" Hiccup took a deep breath. "I hope to find in the six other nations allies with whom I will be able to fight side by side." "And why did you come here first?" "I was told that you would probably understand me. Looks like that was right." Hiccup smiled a bit. The king nodded. "Indeed."

A few minutes they walked in silence. Finally they reached heavy oak-doors and the king pushed them open.

It was an amazing three-story high library with windows from the ceiling to the floor, shelves full books, comfortable armchairs and long tables and fireplaces that light the place.

It was a wonderful place but Hiccup was a bit occupied with other things.

"So what do you want from me now?" "I wish for your help in the war. That when I call for you, you will be there." George looked him while he let his finger stroke over the books backs.

"You want me to put my men into another war?" Hiccup shrugged. "You will have to fight anywhere. Except you want to go down without a fight. So why not fight alongside the other nations and beat the monsters of the dark?" The king sighed. "I don't think my men will follow the word of a teenage Viking." "They did before. What about my ancestor? Hiccup the II?" "That was a long time back. And different." "How was that different?"

"You want me to believe that there is an ancient darkness out there, infiltration the universe. I'm sorry Master Hiccup but I find that hard to believe." "But you believe that fact that you are a hundred years old soul in a new body?" "I can't doubt my own existence. But I can doubt the existence if the at darkness you claim we are facing."

Hiccup breathed deeply.

"Your majesty. It's not different. Fate repeats itself over and over. The same structures, the same circumstances. And if we don't stand together, we will all go down and then it won't matter if you believe me or not." The king glared at him. "You say that I have no choose? Do you want to tell me what I have to do anyway?" "No. I just point out the obvious." "I will have to talk with the war-council about this matter."

Hiccup bowed slightly. "I can't ask for more. Just consider my words carefully. They speak the truth."

The king shook his head. "You're just a boy." "So was Hiccup the second." "That was different. The problem at hand was something we knew." "You know the darkness. It's everywhere. It's in every single bad thing that happens." The king glared again.

"You can spend the night here. Tomorrow I'll show you the book. And maybe talk to the war-council." Hiccup nodded. "Thank you, your majesty."

The left the library through another exit and were back in the main hall.

There was a servant waiting for them.

"Bring Master Haddock and his dragon to one of the guest rooms." He ordered. Then he turned around to face Hiccup. "I'll think about it. Good night." "Good night Sire."

Hiccup watched the king leave.

Then he turned around to face Toothless, who'd been walking behind them the whole time and aid in North: "That means as much as: "No I won't think about it!" I must know. My father always said it."

Toothless cooed and nudged him in his side. "Yeah, your right. Let's get some sleep."


	28. Books, crazy royalties and an escape

Chapter Twenty-Eight: Books, crazy royalties and an escape

On Berk, Hiccups bed considered of a wooden frame, wooden planks, a small pillow and a blanket.

It was never really comfortable but he'd gotten used to it.

Then he'd run away. Loki might have given him a bed but it wasn't that different from his old one.

After that he'd started his journey. There, he usually slept in caves, tugged firmly under Toothless' wing and cuddled in a blanket with a small pillow.

He'd gotten use to it too.

But now he lay in a King-Size bed with thousand pillows and a hundred blankets, a soft mattress and he hated it!

His whole life he'd asked for such a comfortable bed. And now that he had it, he didn't want it any more.

Maybe due to the fact that he'd been tossing around for nearly an hour now, tiered, but not able to sleep.

His conversation with the King and all the information he'd gathered swirled around in his head.

_His ancestor, Hiccup the second, had brought peace to this land by training the dragons. But Berk had banned him for doing so when he succeeded. Why?_

_His Ancestor had a connection with the gods, just like him. And he could speak dragonese. Just like Hiccup could speak any other language. Plus he was supposedly the exact twin of his ancestor. Why them and how?_

_The King was an immortal soul with all kind of sets of memories. How?_

_Next the king didn't believe him. And Hiccup doubted that even if he consulted his war-council, they would agree with him._

So what now?

He turned again onto his side and starred at the white wall.

The book.

All his thoughts went back to that book. What had the King called it? "A hero's guide to deadly dragons." He mumbled. Hiccup sat up. He needed that book. For sure.

Then he laid back. Even if he managed to find his way back to the library, would it guarantee him that it was there?

He sighed.

Something dry and scaly pressed against his arm.

He looked into Toothless' big green orbs.

"Imagine that bud. If _I_ could speak dragonese… I would be able to understand you even better. And with that book! We could train every dragon. Oh, that would make so many things so much easier."

Toothless cooed and licked his cheek. The message was obvious to Hiccup. 'You don't need to speak my tong to understand me.'

"I know bud. It's just…something tells me this book is important."

The next morning, Hiccup was woken by the same servant that had showed him his room the evening before.

He brought him breakfast and told him that the King sent his greetings and that he was busy with kingdom issues. Hiccup should feel free to explore the castle and the library.

Hiccup couldn't hide his grin. That was nice.

But he had to realize it wasn't as nice as he thought. He somehow found the library but when he entered and saw the place, fully lighten with daylight, he swallowed. Gods above, this place was huge!

Try to find a book here.

Luckily there was a librarian. He was scrawny, thin and with no apparent reason armed with two swords.

"Excuse me. I'm looking for a book." "Then you're right. This _is_ a library, you know?" the man sneered. Hiccup fought the urge to roll with his eyes. He knew that!

"It's called 'A hero's guide to deadly Dragons'. You don't happen to know where it is, do you?" The man looked at him with small eyes. "Yes, I do." Hiccups heart skipped a beat. "But I'm not telling you." Hiccups heart sank.

He sighed. "Why?" "Because it's the king's property. And you're not the king." "Obviously. But my ancestor wrote it." "Everybody could say that." "Pretty please?" "No."

Hiccup sighed and left.

He was somewhere deep inside the labyrinth of bookshelves, reading some book about different breeds of dragons.

It was interesting. Many of those dragons Hiccup didn't know. And unlike in Berk, here they were raised and sold. Like sheep and horses.

He was reading the chapter about rare species, when someone next to him said: "You know, I tried many time to get my father to let me read that book. But he won't. No one is allowed to read it except him. Everything we learn for training dragons is transferred by word." Hiccup shrieked and let the book drop.

He bent down and scooped it up. When he straightened again he saw Princess Joanna standing in front of him. He bowed.

"Don't do that Hiccup. I feel strange if you do so." He shifted his weight awkwardly. She just looked at the books and while pulling out this and that she talked on.

"Which is a good thing if you ask me. I assume my father told you all about your ancestor." Hiccup nodded. "What he did was great. But as you probably know, knowledge is might. And who is mighty can be dangerous." "For your father?" he asked. "For the kingdom." She glanced at him. "You maybe not know this Hiccup but that book…it brought also a lot of sorrow with it and the one who wrote it. And what it says is not necessarily good." Hiccup arched an eyebrow. "When has knowledge ever been bad?" "When it was abused for power." "Do you fear I would use the book for such things?" She turned to face him. "I don't know what you want here, nor am I sure I want to. But you have to be more careful." "What do you mean?" "I'm not sure I'm the right one to tell you. Just don't tax my father's patience longer than necessary okay?" "You want me to leave?" "Not exactly. More to retreat. Yu don't belong here. None of you does." Hiccup was confused. "You aren't the first one to seek the book Hiccup. Over the years there were many attempts to steal the book. A few times those people succeeded. We always got it back. But always there were fights over the book. Many died getting it. And horrible things happened because of it. Don't be angry if my father won't give it to you." "But can I at least read it? It was written by my ancestor. It's practically my property." She pierced him with her dark eyes. "Is it?" He swallowed.

"Look, I need the book to do, what I was chosen to do. I can't tell you all of it. But if you don't help me, we're all going to die." "I'm not sure I would ally with someone who is not going to tell me the whole truth." "A few things don't need to be told and a few things mustn't be told." Hiccup tried to reason. The he sighed. "Would you talk with your father about it?" Joanna shook her head.

"I'll have to think about it. And I'll be honest, I'm not so sure."

With that she disappeared in the rows of shelves.

Hiccup felt defeated.

In the rafters over him, something moved.

He looked up but saw nothing but darkness.

He shook it off as some kind of stress.

Back in his room, he walked up and down like a trapped tiger. He needed the alliance of Derandolia in this. He needed the book. He felt he did. On the other hand how things were going he might as well leave now.

He was torn between wasting his time and travelling on. Maybe come back later.

He sighed.

He sat down on his bed and looked at the sleeping form of Toothless. He wasn't sure why, but ever since he'd heard about his ancestors ability, he started to wonder, what Toothless had to say sometimes or what he talked with other dragons about.

Hiccup spend the whole evening in his room until a servant called him for dinner.

Again they sat together, all four of them.

But other than yesterday there was silence. Joanna kept looking at her plate. Hiccup could tell that she was still bothered by their talk this afternoon.

After a while the king cleared his throat.

"I've talked to my council this morning. And they agree. This is nothing we will go to war for."

Hiccup felt how all hope shattered inside him.

He looked into the kings eyes.

"I see." He said and got up. "Where are you going?" Joanna asked. "Packing my things. There is no reason for me to stay here." He bowed to the king. "Thank you your majesty. It was worth a try. I hope you see that everything that will happen from now on will be your own fault."

"Hiccup, wait!" He didn't, as he strolled down the corridors to his room. Joanna ran behind him, her long dress slowing her down.

He pushed open the doors to his room. Toothless looked up, annoyed by the sudden disturbance.

"Hiccup you can' just leave!" Joanna panted. "Why? You said it yourself, I don't belong here. I only will bring sorrow." "That's not what I meant." "Then what did you mean?" She threw her arms in the air desperately. "Not this." "I really don't see why you suddenly care." She sighed. "Maybe I've come to lie you." She muttered.

Hiccup froze dead in his tracks. "You…what?" Joanna's face was bright red. "I…I think I like you Hiccup. I've never got meet many people from outside. Only people my father wanted me to meet. And you…when you came along, you were…you were so…" "So what?" he demanded to know.

Joanna lunched forward and crashed her lips into his.

Hiccup stood there frozen like a stature.

The awkward moment was disrupted by the sound of a loud bell, rang through the night. They broke apart.

"That's the warning bell. Something happened." Joanna said, their kiss totally forgotten. "But what? Did a criminal escape?" "We currently don't have any in the dungeons."

She looked at him with a frown. "Stay here, I go and talk to my father. And please, don't leave."

With that she was gone.

Hiccup stood there like ordered and never picked up.

But that was before the door to his room burst open again. But it wasn't Joanna. It was the king and a whole squared of knights and guards.

Hiccup rose. "What's the matter?"

The king snarled. "You are you treacherous snake. It's just like before. You are like your ancestor. A lair, a thief!" Hiccup raised his arms. "What are you talking about?" "You stole the book! I don't know who you found it, but I want it back and I want you gone!"

"What book?" Hiccup cried. "Don't play stupid boy, you know which book. The book of dragons!" Hiccups eyes widened. "Somebody took it?" "You took it!" "No, I didn't!" "Arrest him men!"

Looking back at it, Hiccup was sure it was a stupid move but he was in panic. He reached for his backpack, whistled sharply and set the room on fire.

Within seconds smoke blocked everybody's view. Flames rose and burned everything in their reach.

Hiccup heard shouting, cries, commands and coiffing.

Toothless was at his side and together they managed to escape from the room. The flames were as usual no problem and even the smoke had no effect on him.

Outside the smoke was not so dense.

The hurried down the hallways.

"This went really bad." Hiccup said to Toothless.

They heard shouts behind them and loud footsteps. "Damn it, they found out we're not there anymore."

Hiccup had the feeling there were steps coming from everywhere around him.

He directed Toothless into a smaller corridor and ran along.

But then there were shouts from ahead. Panicking he looked around but even from the direction they had come from, footsteps closed in on them.

They were cornered, done for, doomed, their fate was sealed…

"In here you idiot!" someone hissed next to him.

Hiccup, again, jumped.

Out of nothing stood a figure, dressed all in black next to him. The voice under the tight mask was muffled and Hiccup couldn't make out a single feature.

Next to him/her was a black hole in the wall. A secret passage.

"In there or they will find you."

Hiccup didn't disagree.

A small part of his mind warned him that this might be a trap but he was desperate. And desperate times call for desperate actions.

He and Toothless dived into the blackness and the secret door closed behind.
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Hiccup could only hear his fats beating heart and his erratic breathing.

Then there were sparks in the darkness and a torch blew to life.

The masked figure stood there, in what seemed to be a tunnel.

"Thanks." He said and wiped the sweat away.

"Follow me. And don't make any noise."

For a few minutes they ran through the darkness.

From time to time Hiccup could hear shouts through the walls.

"Where are we going?" he whispered. "Somewhere safe to open a door and get you out. Now shut up." "What's your name?" "Which part of 'shut up' didn't you understand?" he/she hissed. Honestly, Hiccup couldn't make out the gender of his savior.

But he obeyed and shut up.

After a while they stopped at a dead end.

Hiccup thought they might have taken the wrong way but the figure pressed a hand against the wall and it slid open.

"Come on." The corridor was dark, empty and silent.

They tiptoed along, avoiding the bigger corridors.

But Hiccup wasn't a lucky person.

Suddenly there was a "There they are!" and it sounded like a whole football team of Hairy-Hooligans was coming their way. Petrifying.

Hiccup looked at the figure in black.

"I'll distract them. Just follow this corridor; it will lead you to the main hall. Be careful there they will probably have set up guards to keep you from escaping, should you make it that far. Just wait that the end for me, okay?" Hiccup nodded. "Okay. Now throw me." "What?" "You heard right. Throw me up!" He/she pointed at the low rafters that decorated ceiling above them.

He didn't ask, he folded his hands together and the figure came running at him, stepped into the folded hands and Hiccup pushed him/her upwards.

He/she sailed through the air and caught the rafter. A moment he/she hung there, then he/she managed to climb on it.

Quickly he/she got to both feed and what came next make Hiccups heart stop.

The figure _jumped_.

It landed on the next rafter probably four meters away and continued jumping, somersaulting and cart wheeling to make his/her way up the corridor.

Hiccup had never seen anything like this before. There was no sound, just a brief shadow, blending in with the shadows around.

He didn't see the men but he heard surprised shouts and angry calls, followed by the sound of metal against metal.

He looked at Toothless. "Should we follow?" The dragon shrugged. Suddenly all noise died down.

"Or not." Hiccup decided and started running down the aisle.

The end of the corridor was quickly reached.

They peaked into the great hall. The figure was right. Over there dozen guards alone guarded the entrance.

Not counting the ones patrolling around.

Suddenly there was the figure next to him.

He/she hissed. "Well done Haddock. This won't be easy." "Won't be easy? There are over thirty armed men guarding the hall. And more probably coming our way!" he shrieked.

The figure looked at him though it was hard to tell, the Mask had no holes for the eyes. That must have been what it was like to be starred down by an earthworm.

_Concentrate Hiccup. Loki? No, now concentrate or I skin you alive._

"…they should be distracted and we go, okay?"

Hiccup shook his head, snapping out of his thoughts. "What?" he asked. He could've sworn that the the figure rolled with its eyes under its mask.

"Just follow my lead. How do they say? Offence is the best defense?"

With that he/she stormed forward, charging at the nearest guard, two wickedly long and sharp curved knifes in hands.

"Whoever that is, he/she has totally lost it! And me apparently too."

With that he charged too.

Everything was a blur. Sidestep, slash, duck, stab, roll, hit, parry swing. For a while it went on like this.

Men fell from his strikes or fled.

But most of the work did the mystery figure. He/she fought like a daemon.

At one point he/she looked up and saw him looking at him/her in awe.

"Don't just stand there." He/she called. "Do something you lazy…" the insult never followed. Hiccup saw someone creeping up behind him/her and he called out: "Behind you."

The figure swirled around just to see the blade coming down.

Hiccup grabbed instantly for his two throwing knifes.

He'd never used them before but now they flew through the air and hit their target. He ran for his savior and grabbed his/her arm and hauled him/her to his/her feet **(gods above, this is getting annoying. Just find out which gender he/she is! :-p) **but then he made the mistake and looked down. His two knifes had hit the guard in the throat and the head.

He felt nauseous. He'd killed a man. A man who might be a father or husband, who was a son and a friend!

The figure had to slap him to wake him from his trance.

"Hiccup! We have to get out of here!" He shook his head. "Right. Toothless!" The dragon was at his side. Hiccup helped the hurt warrior onto his back and climbed behind him/her. "Let's go!"

With one plasma blast Toothless shot the giant double doors open, ran outside, opened his wings and with two mighty beats they were airborne, flying over the city.

Below them were shouts and something whistled past Hiccups cheek. "Damn it. Toothless, up!" They clinched to the saddle as the Night Fury honored his name and shot up, fats as a lightning bolt.

All lights and shouts died behind them.

They had made it.

Toothless landed them far away in the woods.

The moon was directly above them and illuminated the clearing. Hiccup helped his…associate… down from Toothless' back.

But imminently he/she collapsed in his arms.

He carefully laid him/her down and kneeled next to him/her. "Okay, where did he hit you?" "I'm fine." "And I'm the princess." He/she punched him in the arm. "Aw!" "Tight." He/she whispered.

Hiccup looked down and saw blood oozing down the leg.

"Okay. Stay low, don't move too much. It doesn't look to deep." It looked pretty deep for him. "Toothless, give us some light buddy." The dragon purred and set some dry leaves on fire. Within a few minutes Hiccup had a nice fire burning.

It light the place nicely and warmed them both.

He turned to face the figure. "I'm going to treat your wound if you let me." He/she just nodded.

Hiccup hesitated. "Can you…take off… your pants maybe?" "Just cut it. I patch it back together later." "Okay." Hiccup carefully cut the material and set to work.

Everybody learned the basic skills in healing wounds and illnesses.

He had a little supply of pain-killing leaves and other herbs as well as bandages.

"Here chew the, the dull the pain and stop the bleeding." "Thanks." He smiled. "I have to be the one to thank you. Without you, I'll be dead." "Probably. But you didn't have to safe me. Yet you did it. Thank you." "Well, now we're even at least."

He set to wrap the bandaged tightly around the leaves and the wound. When he was finished he sat back. He looked up to see that he/she was still holding the leaves in hand. "Go on, you'll feel better." He/she hesitated. "Maybe you should know something first." He/she asked. "And that would be?"

He/she finally took off the mask.

Brownish-blond curls fell down her shoulders and light green eyes looked at him.

"I saved you." Katrina said, a bit guilty.

**AN: Hello there world. Yes I know, been a few days/weeks but honestly. I had no clue how to write what was in my head. But now I have it again and let me tell you, it's going to be great, if I say so myself. **

**This probably won't shock you but because I'm going still to school, I have to write exams, who would have thought it and so I'll of course have to prepare for it. Especially where I'm collecting points for my graduation from school. So I will write but yes, not so much. Once the holidays are back and I have time, there will be more.**

**See you around and please, send me reviews! I love it when I read those. **


	29. Associates? No Colleagues? No Friends?

Chapter Twenty-Nine: Associates? No. Colleagues? No. Friends? ...Yes.

Hiccup just starred at her. "Please don't freak out." She said and smiled a bit but it looked unsure.

"I kidnapped the princes." Her eyes grew wide. "No, you didn't. I wet by myself." She said and crossed her arms. "And I'm sure your father will think the same way about it. When he finds your bed vacant in the morning, _if_ we have that much time." She just rolled her eyes. "I made preparations. They won't know until morning." She rolled her eyes. "Calm down." "I have to send you back!" "Whoa! No rash movements' mister. I'm not going back!" "Yes you are! This is not a place for you." "Why? Because I'm a girl or a princess?" "No, because your father is out on my head. It's not safe with me." "Yeah, I noticed, I was there. I'm the one with the sword wound." "Shut up and let me think." "Aye aye captain." He sent her dirty look.

A few minutes he paced up in front of the fire while she chewed the leaves.

"Well done by the way, the whole kingdom is after your head and that within one day! Hat has to be a new record." He glared at her. "With no reason at all I have to say in my own defense. I didn't steal the book, you have to believe that!" She shrugged. "I know." "Exactly what I say… wait what?" "I know you didn't. You don't know where it is. But I do. And I did it." "Wait what?" "I stole the book. For you." "For me?" "Yes. Are you deaf or what?" "Why would you do that?" Her face grew red and instantly Hiccup had to think about Joanna and how red she was when she'd kissed him. Blushing, the princesses looked a lot alike.

"I…kinda spied in you…and my father and…my sister. In the…library and…your room…" Now Hiccups face grew hot red.

"How?" "The rafters. They're everywhere in the castle. Moving on them makes hiding and spying a lot easier." Hiccup remembered feeling watched. "So…why did you…spy on me?" She mumbled something he couldn't understand.

"What?" "Because I think your right. With everything you told my father and why you're here. And I…want to help you."

He looked at her blankly.

This was Katrina. The royal princess of Derandolia. And yet here she was, dressed in battle-gear, armed and one hell of a fighter.

But at the same time she was the same girl that had ignored him for the past days and hadn't exchanged a word nor a real glance with him.

He opened his mouth to say something. But it took him a few moments.

"But why? And how…I mean…you're you're royalty. Why would you…" "Risk my life for someone like you and a quest like yours? Good question." She sighed. "I…when I saw you, I had this feeling in my gut. It always appears when something is about to happen and until now it was never wrong.

When I overheard my father and you and later his war council, I knew something was wrong. And it wasn't you. It was my father who was wrong. So I decided that if he's not helping you, I would." He looked at her. "Just like this?" "Like I said I had this feeling and…and I hoped to go…on an adventure." She confessed silently.

"What do you mean?"

Hiccup sat down in front of her.

She sighed. "You wouldn't understand." "Try me." "My whole life I never left the city. Hell, I barely left the castle because of my father. He was always commanding me and my sister was too. But I wanted to go on an adventure! Like in my books. I started to train, secretly and silently until I had mastered certain things. A few knights showed me how to handle a weapon but none of them could give me an adventure. And when you came along, my gut told me that you might be my escape."

Hiccup looked at her. "So that's the only reason you're here? To go on in an adventure, are you serious?" he asked. "Yes."

Hiccups anger melted down. "But I just can't take you with me. It'll be a long and dangerous journey." "Perfect." "Full of bandits and pirates." "Sounds like fun and action." "Our life's will be in constant danger, we'll life from what we get, we'll be hunted and hated." "Where do I sign up?" He sighed.

"It's not the only reason I came with you." She said. "It is?" "No. As you said, I'm the princess of Derandolia. People know me outside the land." "Exactly the problem." "No. You said you want to unite the nations. I could act as some kind of assemblyman. What is a better way to persuade the other nations than showing the even the royalty of Derandolia is following you in person? I'll be the personified alliance of Derandolia for you." "Only you're not the official represent for your land, you fled with me." "What they don't know won't make them blow." "Great." "Shut up and appreciate my brilliant thinking." "Your father will warn the other nations. He will want you back." "Then he'll have to drag me in a pack back." She sighed. "Look. I only want to help you. I feel can feel it inside my heart that what you are about to do is the right thing, I believe you when you say that we're in danger." Hiccup sighed. "You'd be the first one." "You can't do this alone Hiccup." "I have Toothless. You know what I mean." She looked up. "Which reminds me…" She whistled, loud and sharp. The tune hurt Hiccups ears and it rolled over the forest, startling a few birds.

"Nightlight should be here soon. She has my things and the book…"

THE BOOK.

"Is it true you stole the book?" he cut her off. She looked startled. "Yes, why?" "Why did you do that?" She grew red again. "For you I guess. I heard…what you told my sister in… your room. About him being your ancestor and it being your property. You know…and I thought maybe you let me stay, if I'd give it to you." "Bribery?" "Best way to get what you want."

He sighed. "You planned this all very well." She shrugged.

"And there is really no way I can talk you off this?" "Definitely no!" "Great." He groaned before he looked at Toothless. The dragon looked happy with the situation. He was eating some spare fish and listened happy to their conversation.

"Since Toothless doesn't seem to object, I think you can tag along for now." Katrina laughed delighted and clapped with her hands. "Thanks you Hiccup!" She surmised him by hugging even though she wasn't supposed to move.

What was it with the girls today?

"No problem Katrina." "Call me Kate." She said. Then she did something Hiccup couldn't explain, even afterwards. She spit into her own hand and help it out for him to shake.

Hiccup looked at her disgusted. "Why did you do that?" "Read about in books. They do it when they seal a pact or an alliance." "So we're now…associates? Allies?" "Maybe friends?" Hiccup spat into his own hand and shook hers. "Friends then."
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Chapter Thirty: Twenty Questions

„Did you leave because you were told by the gods? Like your ancestor?" Kate asked suddenly.

It was morning. After a long nights sleep, they had made their way towards the far end of the land. That was four days ago. Because of Kate's bad leg they couldn't fly too long.

Currently they were resting on a cliff, surrounded by pine trees.

Over a fire they were cooking a big fish and Hiccup was lost in his maps and his journal but mainly in the book that was resting in his lap. It was 'A hero's guide to deadly dragons'. The book was utterly amazing. Detailed pictures of every dragons, exact descriptions, advices and tricks, everything!

Kate was leaning against her dragons side.

Her dragon had showed up in the early morning hours of the first night and was a gorgeous animal. Nightlight was a raven black dragon with golden eyes and golden fire. She was the size of a Deadly Nadder but had four arms and legs and wings lean and elegant as Toothless'.

She'd carried Kate's stuff with her and together they'd made their way onward.

Hiccup looked up. "Not really. I didn't know about the gods at all." He sighed. Might as well tell her everything. "I ran away." She raised an eyebrow. "Why?" "Befriending and training dragons is forbidden where I come from. They raid our villages. They're our enemies. You're considered a traitor if you do so and are banished or killed which both is pretty bad. So I kept Toothless hidden. But one night he took me to the dragons nest. It's what the Vikings have been searching for since they first set foot onto the Archipelago." He poked the fire with his hands. "I found out that they were controlled by a hideous dragon queen that controlled them and forced them to raid us. The Red Death." Hiccup shuddered at the memory. Kate noticed.

"Is that how you lost your leg?" "Nearly. When I was chosen to kill a dragon in front of the village, I ran away and Toothless and I decided to kill the queen. In the act, I lost the leg. But Loki found me and nursed me back to health. After a month or two I was able to travel again. And that was how I started my journey. The rest you heard, when you spied on my and your father." At the last part, a smile broke his lips apart.

She frowned. "I still don't understand. Why where you chosen to kill a dragon at all?" Hiccup sighed. "When you reach a certain age, you are put into dragon training. There you learn how to…kill them. The recruit who does best, has the honor of killing his first dragon in front of the whole village." She glared at him. "Then why didn't you just pretended to be a loser?" "There was need to pretend that. But through Toothless I learned a few tricks and…" He stopped. "And what?" "And I wanted to please my father just for once. He'd never accepted the fact that I wasn't the stereotype Viking he always wanted. But through Toothless, I learned to set my priorities somewhere they mattered." Kate was silent for a moment then she asked carefully. "Why didn't your mother stop your father?" Hiccup stiffened. "She died when I was four in a dragon-raid." "I'm sorry." "I barely remember her. Just bits and pieces. Your mom's dead too, right?" Kate nodded. "I'd say I'm sorry but that never covers it." "Kate nodded.

"Do you have siblings?" she asked. "No. I am the first-born. They planned on having more children but…well…" Kate nodded. "I have cousin. Though he's the one of the reason my life was a living hell." "My sister didn't make it easy for me too. When mom died she thought she had to replace her for me. She always fusses around me and controls me." "She didn't appear like that when…" Kate's eyes seemed to blaze with fire. "When you were snuggling each other's lips?" "We didn't…you were not suppose to…She kissed me!" Kate slummed backwards against Nightlight. "I'm sorry. It's just…I'm fifteen, she's nineteen and had lots of boys. And I…I kissed the boy from the stables once on the cheek. I…I want love too. And seeing her getting it always so easy is…frustrating, I guess." Hiccups cheeks burned even harder. Oh gods, girl-talk. Talking about feelings and relationships. He swallowed. But then he felt ridiculous pretending he had no idea what she was talking about.

In fact he knew it pretty well.

But before he could say it out loud, she shook her head. "Sorry. I got lost. Any other relatives?" He sighed. "Aunt and uncle and a guardian or god-father you could say. I was his apprentice in the forge." "Wow, inventor, smith, Dragon-Whisperer, Dragon-Trainer, hero, chosen of the gods, swordsman, skilled with knifes, what can't you do?" "To much, I'm afraid. There is too much I can't do. Like convincing a land to join me. Or escaping properly." Kate slid over to him and laid on hand on his shoulder.

"My father is stubborn. You don't stand a chance if he's determined." "Sounds familiar." He grinned slightly at her. She shoved his shoulder. "I'm not so bad." "Yes, you are."

Kate smiled at him. "You gonna do great." "How can you be so sure?" "You have me. I'll keep you from screwing up!"

He laughed. "I think I'm actually pretty glad you're here." She threw back her hair in a very fake way and said: "What can I say, everybody loves me."

Hiccup laughed with her.

"Now. Tell me all about how you and Nightlight met and about your life." Kat smiled. "Okay. It all started when I was seven…"
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Chapter Thirty-One: Get on with it

Astrid smiled at Hylla as she took her flowers to hold them during the ceremony.

Hylla looked utterly amazing. She maybe was a small and slim woman but the wedding robes made her look taller and the deep red made her slightly tanned skin glow in the evening light.

Her hair was braided with white flowers and the bouquet of flowers she'd handed Astrid was made from red and white flowers to match her dress.

Astrid herself was wearing a dress. Something she'd thought she would never let herself be seen dead in.

But she had to admit when Hylla had presented it to her that it was rather nice. It had a deep blue color and matched her eyes. Hylla had also insisted that she would wear her hair open and without her head-rife.

Because it was her wedding day, Astrid couldn't say no to the woman.

Since Hylla had arrived in their village a few months back, she'd changed everybody's lives. Mainly because she'd managed to pull the chief out of his grief and misery and had bought back his former self.

First it had started as a good friendship, then as a very deep friendship until it was true love.

Love Stoick hadn't felt since Valhallarama had died.

He didn't regret his decision.

When he'd knelt down in front of Hylla and had asked her to marry him, he'd come to terms with everything beforehand.

Yes, Valhallarama was his first true love but he'd been taken from him. She'd have wanted him to move on but for years Stoick couldn't because of Hiccup and he also couldn't.

After Hiccups death Stoick had surrendered to fate.

He was determined to start a new, better life. He'd done so many things wrong the last time.

When Hylla had said yes it was like a blessing from the gods.

Stoick looked over at his new love. It was true, she wasn't his first love but Stoick could tell that she would be his last.

Gouthi, the villages elder, stood before them, holding the ceremony. Just because she wasn't talking didn't mean she necessarily had to.

She drew the pictures into the sand, while Gobber translated them. Whenever he said something wrong she would hit him in the head and look at him murderously (like "Do you solemnly swear by this carrot that you…Au! What? That's supposed to mean altar? Never! It says carrot! Argh! Stop hitting me!").

Finally they came to the important parts.

"Do you, Stoick the Vast vow to honor and love Hylla Farins-daughter?" "I do." "And do you Hylla Farins-daughter also vow to honor and love Stoick the Vast?" "I do." "Do you both swear to protect each other from harm and to remain truth full with each other?" "We solemnly swear." They said in unison.

"The in the village elders name I announce you husband and goose…ah…wife. You may kiss the bride."

Gobber got another punch on the head by Gouthis staff.

Stoick looked at Hylla. He carefully scooped her face between his hands and looked at her. "You saved my. Thank you." "Always Stoick. Always."

Stoick kissed her and he felt never better.

Later that night Stoick excused himself from the party society and jogged up to his house.

It was dark but the moon eliminated the world around him just fine.

Arriving at his house he hesitated at the staircase. But eventually climbed the stairs up to his son's bedroom.

Nothing had changed except the thick layer of dust that covered everything.

Stoick sighed.

On the desk laid Hiccups helmet he had recovered from the cove with Gobber and Spitlout. A second he hesitated then had grabbed it and went back down and outside.

Stoick panted heavily and drove the shovel deeper into the ground.

He stood knee-deep in a freshly made hole in the ground on the cliffs-top behind his house.

The ground was stony and hard.

Sweat purred down his forehead and neck. He didn't care.

When the hole had square form and was about four feet deep, he stopped, climbed out of it and placed Hiccups helmet carefully inside the hole.

"I'm sorry Hiccup. For… for being a terrible father. I never realized that loosing Val had hurt you too. And I made it worse. I ignored you. I was ashamed of you. I didn't help you. But I swear to you, I will make it right again. Maybe not to you but I will never let such things happen! It's kinda ironic. I only realized what I had, when I lost it. But I promise, I swear, that nothing will be in vain. I will care for my family better now.

I just…just wanted to say I'm sorry and that I hope that I you are happy wherever you are." Stoick whispered one hand still in the helmet.

"They say I'm wrong, but it still doesn't feel like you're dead. It felt different with you mother. All I know is that you are gone." He hesitated.

"I…I remarried you know?" He laughed dryly. "She's wonderful. I'm sure you would've liked her. She's the best that happened to me in a long time. But" he hesitated again and let go of the helmet "The best thing that ever happened to me, were you son, my firstborn."

He started to fill the hole with the earth again, when he felt a hand on his shoulder. He turned around to find Gouthi standing behind him. She smiled at him and did something Stoick hadn't expected her to do.

"Good to see you back to normal Stoick. I hope you learned something?" she asked in a silent and slightly hoarse voice.

Stoick nodded. "Be thankful for every second with those you love. They could be your last." Gouthi said and took his hand.

"Now come. You are dearly missed."

"One last thing."

Stoick turned around and planted one heavy boulder on the grave.

"Goodbye son."

Back with Hylla, he suddenly felt more at ease and less tense and restless.

Hylla smiled and whispered. "You did the right thing. You got on with it. I'm proud of you Stoick." "Thanks."

In the shadows around the dance floor, Astrid sat at a lonely table and looked at the happy dancing couple. She'd caught Hyllas bridal posy and now the beautiful flowers rested in her lap.

It was suppose to be a good fortune but Astrid couldn't see how.

She sighed and her fingers softly stroked the petals.

"Excuse me, would you mind dancing with me Astrid?" suddenly a slightly nervous voice said next to her.

It was Hyllas cousin. His name was Tarin. He was one or two years older than Astrid and a fairly handsome young man even though he was a bit shy.

He had blond hair like her but his eyes were a light green. He wore a white tunic and light grey pants, a black belt and had his sleeves rolled up. At his side hung a ceremonial sword and at his feet he wore black boots.

"Sure." She smiled and took his offered hand.

Maybe it was a good fortune after all.
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Chapter Thirty-Two: A bad case of rash

Hiccup woke up the usual way. Being kicked in the ribs and having Kate shouting: "Rise and shine you lazy daisy." at him in her always cheery morning voice.

He groaned and rolled around. "No." He cracked his eyes open a little bit. "The sun hasn't even come out fully!"

There was a not so soft kick into his butt.

"Maybe. But you are getting up, because you have some things to explain! Or I continue kicking." "I'm sure Toothless wouldn't let you do that forever."

He didn't need to look at Kate to know her eyebrow was creased into "The-eyebrow-of-doom"-way.

"You really wanna bet on that?" She asked.

Hiccup sighed. She was right. Whatever he'd done wrong this time that made her wanna kick his butt, Toothless would probably side with her.

He liked her. A lot! And he was a dragon!

"Okay okay, I'm up and awake!" he groaned and got slowly to his feet.

A light breeze was playing with his hair that again started to grow longer.

He rubbed the sleep out of his eyes and turned around face Kate.

"Okay Kate, whatever I did this time, I swear I didn't…" he stopped halfway through the sentence when he looked at her.

Kate looked rather normal. On the first look.

She was a morning person so she was already dressed in tight dark green trousers, a white shirt and a black sash tightly wrapped around her waist and a matching green fur-waistcoat. Her hair was up in a ponytail and she had her two curved hunting knifes stuck in her sash.

But then he noticed the reddish tone of her skin.

It was everywhere. On her neck, her face, her arms and hands, hell, probably on other parts of her body too!

"You said those berries were okay to eat!" she hissed while scratching her arms and neck.

And sadly he did the worst thing he could do. He started laughing.

Her eyes narrowed down dangerously.

"I'm serious Haddock! This is not funny!" Hiccup gasped for air. "I'm sorry." He tried to say before he looked back at her again and again broke out into loud laughter.

"Nice to see that my discomfort is so amusing for you!" He grinned at her. "Be careful, your royal side his hanging through again." He warned, still grinning. Kate huffed indignantly and continued scratching.

Hiccup took pity in her. He sighed, his sides aching from his laughing fit. "Stop scratching, it's gonna make it worse." She didn't look happy.

"I don't need your help." "Yes you do. We passed a village yesterday. I can fly there in no time and look for a physician or healer that can help me with that." He pointed at the red rash. She sighed. "Okay." "I'll take Nightlight if you don't mind. She's not as unusual as Toothless." "Yeah, sure."

Hiccup jumped on the dragons back. "By the way. It wasn't the berries you ate that gave you that." He said, grinning like a madman. "It was the poisonous ivy you slept in."

Kate looked at her sleeping place. He was right. There was the green plant all around her bed.

She turned back to him, anger making her head even redder.

"And why in god's name wouldn't you tell me that earlier?" He grinned. "Because it's fun!" With that he gave Nightlight the signal to fly.

"I hate you!" Kate screeched and raised her fists.

Only his laughter reached her ears.

"Nightlight! Make sure he _accidently_ falls into the biggest mud-hole you can find or the coldest lake!" she called after her dragon.

The village was small but had a good physician. Hiccup explained his 'sisters' problem to him and the old man chuckled before he gave him a small tube and a little pot with salve and the instruction to put the salve two times the day thin on the rash and chew one of the leaves with every meal and the rash should disappear in a few days.

"A few days?" Kate screeched. "Relax. It's not like you have to be somewhere important or have to dress in some fancy cloth!" Hiccup said, slightly irritated by her outburst.

She glared hard at him.

"That's your entire fault." She declared before she grabbed the tube and disappeared behind some boulders.

He sighed. Girls had no sense of humor.

Flying that night was a quiet business. Kate hadn't said a word since he'd returned with the salve and the herbs.

She sat on Nightlights back, starring ahead into the starlit sky.

Hiccup sighed and steered Toothless so they flew wing to wing.

"Kate?" She ignored him. "Come one Kate, listen to what I have to say." She starred ahead. "Please, then let's have it your way." He growled and steered Toothless away again.

The next morning came pretty fast and with the first sunrays, they spotted the sea gate between Derandolia and their next goal, the nation of Baratellum.

As far as Hiccup knew from what Kate had told him Baratellum was not at best terms with dragons but they didn't despise them or hunt them down.

But there were other problems with them.

And Hiccup was about to find out what exactly.

"We're not near any big city. The capital was built on the farthest point north of the land and we're in the very west. With a little bit of luck we can make it there before nightfall." Kate said quietly.

Hiccup stretched his stiff and arching limbs.

"Well that sounds good…" "I wasn't finished." He looked at her. "I meant nightfall by horse, not dragon. The dragons have to follow us but we can't be seen with them. The people here may not hunt dragons but that doesn't mean they won't kill them, if they feel threatened by them. And we're both strangers to them." Hiccup nodded. "Okay, so what do you suggest?" "Get two horses and ask someone for the way." Hiccup pulled a face. "I thought you knew the way." "Do I look like a walking dictionary to you?" "No, calm down." He raised his hands in a defensive manner. "Gee, what's wrong with you today?" She just huffed and walked away. "And there goes my second attempt. Thanks for speaking openly with me." He muttered sarcastic before he followed her.

Getting two horses was easier than Hiccup had assumed.

In a small town they found after two hours of walking north, they treated food, money and one of Kate's brooches for two black stallions and simple riding gear.

Finding the right way was a whole different level of trouble.

While Kate insisted that they asked at the next place for the right way, Hiccup was sure that he'd memorized the way the right way.

"Admit it; you have no clue where we are!" Kate groaned. "Yes, I don't know where we are, because I've never been here before but I know that I'm going the way, the man from the stables had told us!" Kate groaned again and pressed her forehead against her stallion's neck. "Why won't men just ask for the way?" "That has nothing to do with not wanting to. We just don't need to." "Sure."

They were riding along a little brook and enjoyed the sunlight falling through the top of the trees, when something moved in the bushes.

Hiccups hand found the Stormblade on its own, and Kate stopped next to him.

"What was that?" she asked with a hint of nervousness in her voice.

Hiccup shrugged. "A deer maybe. Or some bandits. Maybe cannibals? Could be anything." He whispered. Kate was a bit pale.

Then the bushes moved again and out came…

"A rabbit? All this fuss because of a rabbit?" Kate asked angrily. Hiccup laughed. "Why, were you afraid?" Kate straightened. "Of course not. Let's keep moving." Hiccup laughed again. "It's okay to admit that you're afraid. I mean, I'm afraid the whole time practically." She just rolled her eyes. "Yes, because you are you." She just said. "What's that suppose to mean?" he asked. "Nothing." She huffed and put her knifes back.

"No, tell me."

This was their first conversation in a long time. Hiccup didn't intend on giving it up so quickly.

She turned around to tell him something, when again something moved in the brake. Annoyed she turned around and hissed: "Get out of there you stupid mammal before I catch and skin you alive."

Out of the bushes came a very big, very ugly, very angry looking teenager, not much older than him and ten others followed him.

"I'm not a stupid mammal." He said in a raspy voice.

Hiccup was about to say that he was wrong and that he actually _was_ a mammal but looking at the giant clubs they had and the way they surrounded them.

"This is our territory. What are two fledglings like you two doing out here without mommy and daddy?" "Why are you afraid?" Kate asked. Hiccup resisted the urge to do a face-palm. The leader of the teens, Hiccup assumed so, narrowed his eyes down to slits.

"Did I give you permission to speak you ugly witch?"

Again, Hiccup resisted to do a face-palm.

"You called me what, exactly?" Kate asked in a quiet dangerous voice.

Hiccup didn't know why but apparently girls were extremely sensitive about their outer appearance. He once saw Tuffnut asking his sister what was wrong with her hair in if a bird had attack her. In fact, Ruffnut had tried a new look for her long hair.

Tuffnut couldn't leave the house for three whole weeks after they had finally managed with three men to get Ruffnut of her brother.

Kate seemed to be no exception. Hiccup remembered how furious she was when he laughed about her rash. He' realized that it was more than him tricking her. It was also about her looking ridiculous.

"Why, do you have tomatoes on your ears or what? They would suit the color of your skin." The guy asked gloatingly.

The other boys snickered.

"It's a rash!" Kate hissed.

"Not that you'd look any better without it."

They weren't snickering anymore when Kate jumped from her horse on their leader, knifes drawn and hissing like a cat.

Her knifes cut through the boys cloth, but they didn't seem to hurt his skin much.

They recovered from their shock and the boy grabbed Kate in the neck, tossed her knifes away and held her in front of him, examining her.

"You might be pretty but seriously, where you born this ugly? Your parents probably disowned you because you were this ugly. You and that scrawny friend of yours on the horse." He sneered.

Hiccup tried to hold his temper. "It's a rash, now stop talking trash!"

These boys were just bullies. They liked demonstrating their strength and intimidate the weak. Thing was, neither Kate nor Hiccup were weak.

Here were two forces clashing together.

Were these normal bandits or bogglers Hiccup would have fought them. But something kept him from just putting his hands on fire and scare those stupid minors.

Their leader was still having his grip on Kate. Hiccup wasn't worried; he knew that Kate was tougher than she looked.

But still they were outnumbered and Hiccup didn't like the idea of hurting or killing these boys. They didn't look like they had a proper home nor parents nor a safe source of food. Hiccup suddenly felt sympathy with the boys. He knew what it was like to stand in the shadows, ignored by everybody else.

"Let her go." He demanded in a steady voice. The boy laughed and his friends joined in. "Yeah. And who are you to tell me?" "You wouldn't believe me if I told you." "You can't be royalty. Look at you, you look like travelers maybe." "Something like that. Now let her go and no harm will be done."

Again there was this sneering laughter. "Yeah right and I'm the princess." The leader rolled with his eyes.

"You seem to forget boy that it is me and my friends that have you surrounded and I have that little ugly friend of yours at hand. It's you who has to listen to us!"

"Stop calling her ugly!" Hiccup snapped before he composed his mask again. "Tell me your name." he said. The guy smirked. "I'm Brutus! And this is my forest." "You're hardly older than I am." Hiccup said with raised eyebrows.

"Your point?" "I just don't feel like answering to you." Hiccup said with raised head.

Brutus smirked. Again. "Well let's see, I'm sure we can change that!"

"Great! Well done Haddock." "You attack him first!" "But I didn't bring us in this situation." "If you hadn't act this harum-scarum, things might would have gone differently." "So you're blaming me again." "I've always been blaming you." "Shut up." "I was about to ask you the same." "Oh safe your smug look, you're in the same position as I am."

He indeed was.

They were hanging by their feet from a tall tree in the boy's camp.

It consisted of some poorly made hoods and tents, a big fireplace, all in the middle of the woods next to a small river stream.

Now in the summer quiet nice. But Hiccup didn't want to know how it would be in winter.

His head hurt from all the blood in it and his feet tingled like they were picked with a hundred small needles.

Next to him, Kate's rash nearly completely disappeared under the red tone of her skin from all the blood in her head.

This probably wasn't very good.

"You alright?" he asked concerned. "Besides the obvious?" "Yes." "Been better." Hiccup grinned. "That's an understatement." He chuckled.

She laughed silently.

"And you?" she asked. "I'm grand. You know, besides the obvious. The ego is maybe a little hurt. I mean being dragged down from your horse by one guy who is only using his right hand while holding you with the other is rather embarrassing." Kate laughed again and unconsciously leaned her head against his shoulder.

"I'm sorry I snapped at you this morning about the rash and everything. And that I lost my temper with the guys. You were right. If I hadn't said that we might not be in this situation." Hiccup laughed softly. "Not quite what you imagined when you dreamed of adventures, is it?" She laughed. "You kidding? That's exactly what I imagined. It's just…I couldn't quite think of how it would actually feel." "Hanging upside down from a tree? Yeah, I can imagine that it's rather difficult to think what it might feel like. Well, I have experience with that by the way. But honestly, you dream of strange things!" Kate laughed again.

"I'm sorry too. I was acting childish and it was a stupid prank. I'm sorry. Are we still friends?" he asked quietly.

Kate laughed and turned her head as far as she could to look him into the eyes. Green met green.

"We never stopped being friends. Let's agree it was both our fault." "Deal."

For a few seconds each of them was quiet.

Then Kate asked. "So, how are we getting out of here?"

"I'm thinking of something." "Think faster my head feel like it's about to explode." "You could help." "I fight. You think. That's how it always was and always will be." "That was deep." "I have my moments."

It was dark by the time the boys had settled down for the night. Only one guard remained but he sat at the fire and was nearly asleep. Actually he was suppose to take them down every once in a while so they wouldn't die. But he didn't seem too concerned about that. He actually looked very much asleep.

"You already had better ideas." "You want to get out of here or do you want to die because of all the blood in your head?"

"I just don't understand why we can't call Toothless and Nightlight to blast these idiots into oblivion!" "Because that would spread word and we would lose our cover. Besides, dragon-friends are not so common and liked. It could ruin our chances." "Okay okay. Stop making sense. Just make sure you make no noise!" Hiccup rolled with his eyes. "Yes _your grace_!" She shoved him in the shoulder. "No need to call names fishbone."

Hiccup concentrated and willed the flames alive.

"Note to self: Thank Loki again for this ability. This is more than handy." He mumbled to himself. _You're welcome._ **Oh now you decide to show up. Thanks a lot.** _Hush. Don't ruin the moment Hiccup._

Hiccup just rolled with his eyes.

"New note to self: Kick the god's butt the next time you see him." Surprisingly, there was no answer.

"Who are you talking to?" Kate asked. "No one." _I feel offended_. **Shut it prankster god. Don't you have a war to fight?** _You seem a bit uptight._ **We **_**are**_** trapped.**

Kate looked at him with one raised eyebrow. "If you're going mental now, I will ask someone else to rescue us." "No, I'm fine."

Again he concentrated and sparks bounced of his skin and a small flame began burning away the ropes that held his hands together behind his back.

"Something smells…burned." Kate realized after a while. "That's me. I'm burning the ropes." He saw her look. "I explain once we're out of here. There are a few things I haven't told you about." "It would appear so."

Hiccup dared the flame to grow bigger and suddenly his aching arms were free. He shook them and sighed in relief.

He tried to rise as far he could with his upper body so he could grab the line that connected his feet with the tree.

He needed tree four tries before got a hold in the rope.

A lot faster now he could burn though the rope now and he was nearly through, when Kate suddenly nudged him and whispered: "Down!" He let himself fall just in time as the guard looked up, still sleepy but Hiccup didn't want to risk anything.

The problem only was that he'd nearly burned the whole rope. His life, literally, hung by a threat.

He didn't dare to move.

The guard still looked at them. And then, to Hiccups great despair he started walking over to them.

He was older than Hiccup, maybe eighteen or so. His hair was blond and he is face was covered in pimples and he smelled like bad eggs. He also looked quite drunk.

He had a knife in his right hand and in the other a club.

He pocked Hiccup in the ribs and hissed: "I…don't like you. You…there is something strange about you…Your aura…it's…different."

He hiccupped.

"Yours and hers too." He pointed at Kate. "The ugly ones."

Kate fought against her bonds. "It's a rash for god's sake!"

Hiccup tried to ignore her and looked at the boy. "I have no clue what you are talking about." He said but his heart skipped a beat.

The guy pinched him in the chest. "You're lying. You…you are up to something." "Me? Naaaawwww! I'm just a little looser." Hiccup said with his most winning smile.

That was the moment the rope decided to snap apart.

Hiccup just in time raised his arms to catch himself before he hit the ground.

There was flabbergasted silence.

The guy narrowed his eyes down. "So that is nothing to you?" "Yes?" Hiccup said before he tackled the guy.

He didn't intend to but he suddenly felt the urge to hit the guy.

He had his hands around the guy's neck and started strangling him.

"I'm sorry but I have no time for this!" he explained calmly while the guy beneath him slowly turned blue and purple.

"But we have a deadline kind of and immature idiots that live in the woods and rob innocent people are just not worth our time. Think about it and look for a better way to use the time that is giving to you."

"Ahem Hiccup, he won't have any time left to spend if you don't stop strangling him." Kate interjected.

Hiccup looked down again. The guy wasn't moving.

"Oh shit." He let go and was relieved to see that he was still breathing.

"Yes, could you cut me down now? I start losing the feeling in my feet!" Ah, sorry. I'm on my way." Within seconds Kate was standing next to him and rubbed her arching limbs.

"We probably should get going." "Not without our things." Hiccup interjected. They may had left most of their stuff with the dragons but Hiccup wanted the horses and his sword back. "Of course. Well, I saw that Brutus guy duping them somewhere over there." Kate said and pointed at one of the poorly made hoods.

Carefully Hiccup opened the door and looked inside. It was pitch-black so he willed his hand to catch fire. Kate sucked in her breath but didn't say anything.

That didn't mean there wouldn't be any questions later.

They were greeted by deep snoring and grunting. Kate gagged. "Charming." She whispered.

Hiccup quickly scanned the hood.

"Over there." He said and pointed at a shelve that stood on the opposite wall.

Their backpacks and weapons laid there.

The problem was: Brutus was sleeping right in front of it.

"Let me get it." Kate said. "I'm a lot more silent and practiced in sneaking than you." Hiccup nodded. "Okay. But when he wakes I will punch his lights out!" he warned. Kate chuckled. "Maybe I'll wake him on purpose then." "Please not." Kate smiled and began moving through the rows of beds over to where Brutus snored.

Carefully she reached over him and grabbed their stuff.

Sadly, Brutus was smarter than he looked.

Kate activated some kind of bobby trap that ended in Brutus opening his eyes abruptly, starring right into Kates.

A moment there was silence.

Hiccup was frozen. Then Brutus yelled: "The prisoners are escaping!"

Only then Hiccup jumped over the beds of slowly waking boys and punched him square in the face.

It didn't knock him out sadly but made him dizzy and shut him up.

"A little late." Kate growled.

Indeed.

The other boys were already up.

"Then there is only one thing we can do." "And that is?" "Run."

Hiccup tossed his left hand towards the wall and a fireball shot from his palm and exploded. He dragged Kate through the hole and they ran for the horses.

Hiccup help Kate on the back of hers before he jumped onto his own.

Behind them the boys stumbled out of the hood, coughing.

Brutus was in front. Blood was tickling down his chin and he looked murderous.

"You'll pay for this! You and your ugly deformed girlfriend, you will pay for this!"

Hiccup pulled hard on his horse's reins.

It swirled around and Hiccup glared at Brutus so cold, the boy flinched slightly. "Don't you dare insult her! You incompetent brainless pieces of horse dung! For the last time! IT'S A RASH! For the god's sake, can you get any denser?"

With that he kicked his horses' sides and he and Kate disappeared in the woods.

**AN: Yeah, quite a long chapter. As you can see, a friendship is growing between Hiccup and Kate. She's similar to Astrid I guess but she actually is a whole new and different type of person.**

**Review please! And favorite if you haven't done that already. Or do anything else nice!**
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Chapter Thirty-Three: The book of dragons

„This was…this was…" Kate stammered lost for words while holding on to her horse's neck as they raced through the night.

"Close? Mad? Strange? Complete waste of time?" Hiccup suggested as he pulled his horse up next to hers.

"Totally insane! How did you do that with the fire?" "Oh. You're talking about that." Hiccup mumbled.

"I mean, you already did stupid and crazy things like fighting in that tournament and kissing my sister but this…." "Hey!" "This… this was the top of the iceberg. You can wield fire?" "And understand any language that is spoken in this world." He added, not looking at her.

"How?" "Lokis last gift."

He'd told her a slightly different version of his whole story. Most of it she'd already heard while eavesdropping on him and her father back in the castle. But some things he hadn't told the king either. Like his talents, his real connection to the gods and some part of the prophecy.

He sighed and said: "Let's find shelter and I explain _everything_ to you." He said and pulled ahead of her.

The fire was producing strange shadows all around them and the orange light made everything look softer.

Hiccup sat near the fire, turning the wood again with bare hands.

Kate was watching him. She'd been awfully quiet for a while now and Hiccup feared he'd done something totally crazy now and that she would thing he'd finally lost it.

The she said: "You luck bastard!"

He looked up, confused.

"You don't hate me?" "Why should I? I envy you. That's cool! Show me please!" Hiccup grinned and held out his arm.

With a few sparks his hand and then his complete arm caught fire. The flames swirled around, licked his skin and danced up and down but they didn't hurt him.

Kate hobbled closer and smiled. The flames were reflected in her eyes.

"That" she said "Is the coolest thing I've ever seen. Is it magic?" "I guess so." "And you understand any language?" "That is or was spoken on this planet." "So if I switched into Diratan, you would understand me?" she asked, switching the language. He smiled and replied smoothly: "And can answer you in said language." She looked impressed. "What about…Hircampsh?" she tried again. "That too."

Kate folded her arms. "It took me years to learn all those languages! And you just hear it and plop, you speak it!" "But you can fight better than I can." "Oh really? But not much, you're developing nicely." "Thanks to your training."

It was true. Kate had been teaching him ever since they had encountered other bandits at the beginning of their journey. She'd shown him the basics and also how to use his bow. He never hit his target or at least not what he had aimed at but it didn't feel weird at the same time.

The sword was getting better and better without strange outburst from his mothers gift. And after his stunt with the throwing knifes in the castle, Kate had been trying to teach him that especially. But that was a one-time-success. He used the knives mostly to cut their food or remove the dirt under his nails.

"Well" Kate said "I will have a bath and then lay down. You should too." "Naw, I'm going to do the first shift. Just in case these boys want to follow us. And I still have reading to do." She rolled her eyes. "Of course. The book. How could I forget." He grinned. "Sometimes I think you like the book more then you like me." "Can't help it." She shook her head. "Goodnight Hiccup. And thanks." "For what?" "For sticking up to me back there. And for the adventure. It's not quite what I thought it would be but better than nothing." "It's a little different up close, isn't it?" She just laughed. "Thanks." "And I thank you. For sticking up with me." "Yeah. It's not as easy as it looks. No poisonous ivy tonight?" "No. I promise." "Good. Because I will have your head otherwise." "I know."

Hiccup skimmed through the pages he'd already read. 'A heroes guide to deadly dragons' was an amazing book.

Hiccup had already read so much about dragons known to him and learned thing he'd never assumed in his wildest dreams that his complete picture of dragons had changed dramatically. He didn't see them as huge scaly reptiles anymore but as persons. Not humans, that wouldn't summon it up at all.

He'd already known that dragons had different personalities and characteristics but now he saw that each of them was a complete different world of animals.

Their skills and abilities were unique and every dragon needed to be treated a different way.

And as unique they were, so were their training methods.

Sometimes Hiccup wondered how in the god's name his ancestor had gotten to that conclusion or idea!

Who would think that pulling funny faces at a Stormwings, like Nightlight, would make those dragons laugh and obedient? Or that dancing would put a terror to sleep? Or that rubbing a Timberjack mud on his back would make him your friend forever?

There were a lot of thing he'd learned and that he was about to learn.

But one thing bothered him.

King George had said that Hiccup II came to Derandolia on the back of a Night Fury. So why was there nothing about Night Furies in the book of dragons?

It was the first thing he'd searched for. But nothing.

Over seven hundred pages, two for each dragon, and nothing about Night Furies. How could that be?

All Hiccup could think about was that the king had been wrong and it had been a different dragon.

But he seemed so sure…

Hiccup gut told him that something didn't fit in the story the king had told him.

He'd left out something. Something he didn't want Hiccup to know…

"Hiccup?" He was abruptly woken from his train of thoughts. He looked up. Kate looked at him with small eyes and yawned. "Are you still up?" "Yes. I've been thinking and reading." "You should sleep. It's not long until dawn." "I'm fine. Go back to sleep. It's all quiet and good." She looked at him with half-closed eyes but the message was clear. "I'll be sleeping in a few. I promise." "Okay." With that she was back asleep.

Hiccup sighed and put the book away before he lay down next to Toothless and the dragon put his wing over him.

He thought he wouldn't be able to sleep but the warmth and darkness and Toothless' beating heart next to him and the sound of the leaves in the wind put him to sleep in a few seconds.
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Chapter Thirty-Four: I don't search for trouble, trouble finds me!

While Derandolia and every other place, except the Archipelago maybe, had been friendly and nice and colorful and inviting, was Barn, the capital of Baratellum, just…unfriendly.

Narrow grey stone houses built at the foot of a seventy foot tall cliff with a grey sea spreading next to them, grumpy people and with his first step Hiccup landed in a pile of dung.

"Oh, this great!" he groaned and tried to whip the dung off one small piece of grass.

Kate tried to hide a smile but she did a poor job.

The market was crowded but it smelled dreadfully like rotting fish and foul vegetables. "And suddenly I'm not hungry anymore." Kate decided. "Yep, I side with you in this matter."

Hiccup handed her some of the supplies from his back and they ate while they made their way up the cliff to the fortress on top.

"So, what do you know about Barn and it's leader?" Hiccup asked as he dodged under a long stick a guy was carrying on his shoulder.

"Well Baratellum is with Kinkal the oldest nation probably. Barn is the capital since eight-hundred years but it hasn't changed much just like the rest of the land. The main language is Diratan but they speak Tagel in some parts of the land. They life from fishing and they export wood because most of the land is covered in thick rain forest.

They have a long history in fighting bloody wars and having fearless leaders. But right now the throne is inhabited by the wife of the last leader. He died in the war with Talkin nine winters back. She hasn't remarried since and when she dies her son will probably take over. Usually they stab you and then ask questions." "They sound like Vikings." "Not really. They're great tacticians and feared warriors. They are one of the richest nations and usually don't interact with other lands, wars excluded." Hiccup looked around. "They don't look like they have much money." "All their wealth goes into the training of their warriors and knights. They have a camp in the middle of the land. It's a sanctuary, an abbey, a military fortress and a school in one you could say. People come from all over the world to be trained there." Hiccup was impressed. "Nice." "Not really. They are all idiots. Self-centered and arrogant." "You met one?" "Sometime back. They came to visit and commanded everyone around. Hate them." "Great." "Shut up."

"Anything else I should know?" Kate hesitated. "They believe in resurrection by their god. And he's the only god. If you were a good person, you are resurrected into a holy person and may stay in paradise forever. If not you are condemned you are resurrected on form of a poor old ill person and have to life the life of a slave." Hiccup raised an eyebrow. "At least you get to life." "But is it a live worthy to live?" "It's what you make out of your life. We're in charge of our lives. Sometimes a higher divine force messes with us but that doesn't mean we have to bow to that will. Look at me, I'm the living proof." Kate just shook her head. "Sometimes Hiccup…I don't know. Sometimes you're so…wise! It doesn't suit you." "Thanks."

With the next step he bumped into someone.

"Sorry, I wasn't looking where I was going." He apologized automatically. "It won't happen again." He added and looked up. He wished he hadn't.

The guy had a face like it had been penetrated with bricks. It was deformed and crooked and asymmetric and…different. His eyes were a pales grey and one eyes must've been blind because it was covered with something milky white.

He wore a breastplate that looked like it was made from several layers of hand-size metal plates that were sewed together until they formed a skin-tight panzer. Beneath that he wore a grey fabric shirt and black leather pants with matching boots. Two swords hung at his side and a grey cape flapped in the wind that came from the sea below them.

He snarled at Hiccup and before he could say something one of the swords was pressed against his throat.

"Yes" the guy said, his voice sounding choppy and hoarse and short-breathed "Yes, it will never happen again because I will cut your throat!"

"Ahm…" was all Hiccup could manage. He didn't dare to swallow.

"Last words?" Recovering his wits Hiccup said: "Yes. Eat my pants." With that he kicked the guys shin and punched his solar plexus.

The sword was gone and the guy bent forward into Hiccups waiting elbow.

He sunk to his knees groaning.

Kate looked at Hiccup then around at some gapping spectators. "Hiccup" she said kindly "Run."

Hiccup nodded and bolted off. Kate was hot on his heels.

He only heard the muffled scream: "Hold them! Hold those bastards!" behind them.

They stopped panting heavily in a small sidewalk.

He leaned against the damp wall and tried to calm his breath.

"Well done idiot! You attack a knight! Soon the whole town will know." "He was the one with the sword at my throat! Besides, if that was knight form this oh-so-great-fighting-school, why did I overpower him within seconds?"

"Because they have no magic patrons Haddock!" "Why do you always use my last name when you're angry?" "Don't know sounds better."

Hiccup grinned and after a few seconds Kate couldn't hold it anymore and burst out laughing too.

"By the gods Hiccup! You…you…I don't know. But you are either the most stupid or most brave person I've met!" "I like to think it's brave." "Yeah, but I side with stupidity. Do you have any idea how you will get out of this mess? The queen will know about this. And the knight will recognize you."

"Don't know. But I'll think of something! Promise!" Kate shook her head. "Let's get going. Or they find us sooner than later."

Another proof that Hiccup was the most unlucky person in the world happened when they were strolling through not so crowded alleys and streets.

Kate was standing at a market stall that sold fairly nice scarves and hats.

Hiccup rolled with his eyes. "We have no time for shopping Kate. Another time I promise. But now let's get out of here." "You idiot, those are not for me. Here" she handed him a fur hat and a thick scarf "And put your jacket on." she advice him while she draped a nice and long pale pink scarf around her head and shoulders.

"You're a genius!" "I know. Now come."

They only made it around the next corner.

Hiccup saw a familiar mob of dirty blonde hair and a group moving behind the boy who was around his age.

"Damn it, what are they doing her?" he cursed and looked down as the boys from the woods got closer.

"Kate, take my hand." "What?" "Don't ask, take it." "Why?" "Look ahead and I won't need to persuade you any further!" He didn't raise his head to see if Kate was doing as told but he felt her hand slip into his and he squeezed it. She squeezed back.

It would have been no problem to get past the guys but a short distance behind them Hiccup saw another familiar face. Horribly deformed and…ugly...dressed in breastplate and cape, followed by over a dozen similar dressed guys all scared and battle-hardened.

"Oh great." He heard Kate mumble. She'd spotted the knights as well.

Suddenly a bypassing man elbowed Hiccup the hat off his head and the scarf fell to the ground too.

Kate groaned and Hiccup hastily bent down to scoop his things up but Brutus had already spotted them.

For a second on one said something.

Then a smug look appeared on Brutus face. "Well if it's not fishbone and ugly." He said before he snarled: "GET THEM!"

"Kate?" "Yes?" "Run!" "You don't say."

To make matters even worse, the pandemonium had attract the attention of the knights. And judging by the loud and screams Hiccup had no doubt that the knight had recognized him.

He did the only safe and logical thing.

He ran as fast as he could, still holding on to Kates hand tight and dragging her along.

Hiccup let his feet lead the way.

He jumped over boxes, dodged around market stalls and carts, citizens, horses and a lot of other stuff.

Left, right, right, ahead, sharp left and on and on.

But the voices didn't seem to vanish. Instead they sounded closer and closer.

Hiccup again dodged into a narrow side way and nearly slammed into a brick wall.

"Hiccup! Please! I…I can't go on!" Kate gasped behind him.

Hiccup risked as look over his shoulder. Kate was pale and she was holding her sides. She stumbled again and he pulled her up. "Okay, we'll split up. You hide and I lead them away. You go to where we left Nightlight and Toothless. If I'm not there by night fall they probably got me and hung me or whatever they do to people who attack knights in this land." "Don't be ridiculous. They wouldn't hang you. They're not so nice. They would make you a slave."

Hiccup nearly lost his footing.

"They have slaves?" he asked horrified.

Back in the Archipelago, there were tribes too, who held slaves. It had always disgusted Hiccup. These were mostly innocent people taken from their homes. Men, women and children, young and old, alike.

"Yes, slaves." Kate panted.

Hiccup shook his head and continued running.

"Okay, were nearly at the bottom of the cliff again. We separate once we made it into the lower city, okay? Can pull through until them?" "Of course." "Good."

Hiccup was high on adrenalin. It floated through his body and electrified him, sharpened his senses and increased his stamina.

It was an exhilarating feeling he could get used to. Except that it started to wear off.

The lower town was nearly reached when he felt his run slowing down. He cursed. "What is it?" Kate asked. "Not now. You need to get out of here." He said and looked around.

There were dozens of empty barrels lying carelessly on their side at the mostly empty pier.

"Hide there!" he told her and shoved her off n that direction. "I'll be there soon." She squeezed his hand one last time and then was gone.

Against his screaming bones and muscles Hiccup forced himself to run further on.

He threw a glance back.

Most of his pursuers had fallen behind but Brutus, two of his friends and three knights, with them the one he'd overpowered, were still behind him.

He thanked the gods that none of them had seen Kate escape to the pier. They were too occupied chasing him.

Hiccup narrowly missed a chariot that came his way and the driver shouted some profanities he couldn't have cared less about.

He slithered into yet another small side way and looked franticly around. Left or right?

He'd no time to think properly he just turned right and ran deeper into the lower town.

Behind him screams grew louder and heavy footsteps echoed through the dark alleys.

This was the realm of the poorest of the poor. Women with little children sitting in dark front doors, crippled old men lying on the side and kids, whose ribs you could count.

_What was that with richest nation again?_

Hiccup wished he could help them but in his current position he wasn't even able to help himself properly.

He wished he'd taken is sword along.

All he had were his throwing knives, hidden in his sleeves and his right boot.

"There he is lads!" Oh no! Hiccup again took a left turn and sprinted down the alleys. There had to be a place he could hide!

"Yo! Fishbone!" suddenly someone next to him whispered.

Hiccup jumped at the sudden voice.

He turned left and saw that there was a dark alley just next to him, so narrow, only a very slim person would fit through.

From there, a pair of blue eyes looked at him, glowing in the dim light.

"In here or you'll be dead meat!"

He dived into the alley, sucking in his belly so he would fit in.

Surprisingly after a few steps to the side, the way got wider until he could feel the wall behind him disappear.

Instead there was a hole in the wall, big enough for a grown man to fit through.

A hand appeared from said hole and dragged him inside.

He found himself in a partly lit room and face to face with a boy, maybe two years older than him.

The guy grinned at him with too many teeth. "Hello!" he said. "The names Josh fishbone. And I have to tell you, you are like magnet for trouble. First Brutus and his gang, now the knights! Respect. You piss off more people in twenty-four hours then I in my whole life. And believe me, that's all I've been doing. But for god's sake, what did you do to make Sir Ulric angry?" Hiccup had problems to follow his stream of words so he just said numbly: "I told him to eat my pants and maybe or may not have kicked and punched him."

The guy looked at him, silent for a moment, than he burst out laughing uncontrollably. "Oh men, this is too good! I've been trying to get the old one mad for ages and here you are, one day in Baratellum and already broke my records! I like you man!"

Suddenly Hiccup realized something.

"Wait a minute! How could you possibly know I have problems with Brutus and his gang?" "Was there." the guy said, scrambling through his pockets searching for something.

"And man, that was so epic when you told him off and escaped right under his nose. Should have seen his face afterwards! Hilarious!" "You were there?" "I don't expect you to remember me. I'm at the bottom of the food-chain there. I'm standing mostly in the background, doing whatever I'm told."

He seemed to have found what he'd been searching for because another torch blazed with fire and Hiccup shut his eyes from the sudden brightness.

When he slowly adjusted his eyes, he saw the guy for the first time completely. He was tall and muscular in a Snotlout-Snotface-manner.

But he didn't look mean. He had shoulder-length blond hair, cerulean blue eyes and a matching blond three-days-beard and a white scar on his left cheek.

He was dressed in rough trousers made from something that looked like denim and a white shirt and a brown waistcoat, brown boots and he had an ax on his back and aback in his hand.

Hiccup recovered from his slight shock and asked in a low voice: "Why in the gods names are you helping me? Or are you just helping me to bring me to your boss?" He words stung from venom.

Josh's eyes narrowed down.

"Brutus' not my boss anymore. In fact he never was. Only reason I stayed was because of the guaranty of food and shelter until I could get a away from here." "Doesn't explain way you're helping me." "I overheard you and your girlfriend last night." "She's not my girlfriend. And how much did you hear?" "Or sister whatever. I heard a lot about gods and monsters and destinies and you were reading a book the whole night looking like you were trying to figure out the way of the world and it meanings. Anyway. I also saw your dragons." Here he stopped. "You know that dragons are…a sore topic around here?" "Yes. Now would you please come to the point?" Hiccup asked furiously, that Josh had been listing to their conversation all night long.

"Well, it sounded pretty good and after I saw how you made a fool out of Brutus in front of the others I thought I should repay you." Hiccup raised his eyebrows. "And how?" "By offering you my help and support. You're going on an adventure and you need someone with experience." Hiccup groaned. "Oh no, please! I don't need another companion! Kate's enough already and I don't need another dangerous adventures loving person in my life. It's already screwed up enough!"

E shot to his feet. "Thanks for your help but no. I can't take you along. That sounds more like a punishment then a reward to me."

He began squeezing himself back through the alley into the street.

"Please, Wait!" he heard Josh all out behind him. "You really do need my help! I know how to escape from every possible situation. I can survive in the wild and I can flay the flute!" Hiccup turned his head. "And latter is a reasonable reason to take you along?" Josh smiled at him in a strange way. "You never know when you maybe need e nice tune of music. Besides, the power of music is always underestimated." "Thanks for that philosophical comment but no, I have to decline the offer." "I won't go! Not until you take me along!" "We have dragons. We could just fly away!" "I'm sure I could still find you!" "No, you wouldn't." "Wanna bet?" "NO!" He swirled around.

"I'm going to give you the same talk I gave to Kate! This is serious. This is no play-ground adventure, this is deathly serious. This is about the fate of the world and I can't risk it to a joke like you! We're in constant danger and I don't want to endanger anyone!" "Did this Kate listen to you?" "No." "And you took her along." "Unwillingly." "And now you protect each other?" "More ore less." "Great, then I'll be coming too if she can!"

Hiccup threw his arms in the air and wanted to shout when a grumpy voice behind him said: "Got you."

Hiccup swallowed and turned around. There stood the knight. What had Josh called him? Ulric? Yes, Ulric.

The knight grabbed his shoulder hard and Hiccup suppressed the urge to hiss at him.

"You lead us on quite a chase boy but now I got you. And you are going to pay!" "Listen, I'm sure we can talk about this nice and friendly like civilized men!" "Why don't you just hit him like you did before?" Josh asked beside him. Hiccup could have self-palmed again.

"Josh, not helping!" he said before he faced Ulric again and the other knights that appeared behind him.

"Please, I'm sorry. I panicked. I'm sorry, I really am!" he tried and smiled at the man. But he only sneered. "And I'm a princess boy." Next to him Josh chuckled. "Then where is your dress and your crown?" "Josh!" "Shut up?" he guesses. "Right you are!"

"No, you and your funny friend there" Ulric nodded over to Josh who was grabbed by two other knights, "You will go in front of the queen and will be judged." "For what?" "Insulting and attacking a knight." "You're such a princess!" Josh sighed. "JOSH!" "And shutting up." Ulric chuckled dryly. "No, please continue. All your friend says can be used against you." Hiccup tried to fight his grip but it was tight as a bench vise. "I think friend is too strong a word. I just met that idiot." Hiccup said, teeth clenched. "Hey!" _Shut up, I'm trying to save your life_, Hiccup thought desperately.

Suddenly there were noises behind them.

"Oh good, very good, Josh, you found him! Nice job. So there is hope for you after all." "Oh no." Josh and Hiccup said simultaneously.

Brutus stood behind them, his gang behind him.

"I'm sorry but that fishbone over there and the blond belong to me. That idiot there angered us and we want revenge. If you could please hand them over?" Ulric seemed as irritated as Hiccup had the urge again to face-palm. This time because of Brutus stupidity.

"Go and play with your toys boy, these two are prisoners in the name of her majesty!" "No they are mine, the boy there attack us first!" "But I'm a knight!" "And I'm the Lord of the woods!" "You're just a boy." Hiccup laughed. "That's exactly what I said." "Shut up." Uric said. Hiccup pulled a face at him.

Brutus stepped forward. "Now hand them over. We are more then you gramps."

"Oh-o." Hiccup mumbled.

"Oh-o." Josh agreed.

"Oh yeah!" said the other teens.

"Oh-o." said the other knights chuckling.

"What did you call me dwarf?" Ulric asked. "G-r-a-m-p-s. It's a short form for grandfather. Knights really aren't the brightest, are they?"

Ulric turned to the other two knights.

"Size him." With no word they did. "Hey, you can't do that!" Brutus cried indignantly. "Shut up." Ulric said.

"And you" he addressed the remaining boys, "Scram, go home and stay there."

While the boy scattered away Ulric turned to face the remaining three boys. "And we're going to have a lovely talk with the queen."

He grinned.

**An: Uh…..cliffhanger!**


	35. I don't search for trouble, -Part 2-

Chapter Thirty-Five: I don't search for trouble, trouble finds me! -Part 2-

"Try to get us out of this situation 'oh great master of escape'!" Hiccup hissed silently at Josh as they knelt in a giant marble throne room with a marble floor, walls and ceiling and columns and a marble podium with a marble throne on it.

It was so cold Hiccup could see his breath coming out in clouds. His throat hurt from breathing the cold air.

The guard that stood behind him hit him hard on the back of his head.

"Shut up boy." Hiccup rolled with his eyes.

"I'm working on it. Give me time to think." Josh said.

"And you too!" the guard said and hit Josh too.

"Don't hurt yourself."

"Ha ha."

"That's it, someone give me a gag!" the guard hissed.

Fortunately that was the moment where the queen decided to make her entrance. And gods above, was everybody who was royal pretty? Was that some kind of golden rule?

The queen of Baratellum was older, yes, but she still was quite beautiful. Her raven black hair was straight and the grey streaks had something royal and wise. Her face was hard, yes; her eyes were grey as granite but it still made her look majestic and in charge.

She was dressed all in black. Long black dress, black gloves, black veil, everything was black. Not his type of woman but she probably had been stunning twenty years back.

She walked quickly and sat down on the throne.

"Now" she said in a loud voice that was harsh and not so friendly, "What is the meaning of this. What are three boys doing here?"

Ulric stepped forward.

He bowed deeply and said in a bootlicker voice: "Your majesty, these boys broke the law. They insulted noblemen and ran away."

"With all due respect, he ran away! I help size him. And the blond idiot helped." Brutus interrupted the knight.

The guard again hit him in the back of his head. "You only speak if asked." He told him.

Josh snickered. "And you're still too!" Josh collected another hit on the head.

"Enough." The queen said before she turned back to Ulric.

"How was the nobleman?" "Me." "What did he do?" "He ran into me, insulted me, hit and punched me and ran away." The queen raised an eyebrow. "What did he say?" "Eat my pants, your majesty." The eyebrow rose higher. "I shall eat your pants? Sir Knight, are you well?" "No my queen. I mean, yes my queen, I am well. I didn't mean that you shall eat my pants. That was what that boy" he pointed at Hiccup "Said to me before he kicked and punched me." "Interesting. I shall think about him in a second. What about the other two?" "We found the blond arguing with him when we ran after him. They seem to know each other." "We are best buddies!" Josh confirmed smiling happily. "No we're not. We just met you idiot. No keep quiet." Hiccup hissed. "What did he do?" the queen asked. "He made stupid comments and said I was a princess." "You said that yourself!" Josh objected. "You said _'And I'm the princess'_ I was there!" "That was sarcastic!" Hiccup mumbled. "Then he should speak more clearly." Josh decided and nodded. "Also he doesn't seem too bright. Maybe we should just let him go. His stupidity is punishment enough." Ulric said with disgust. "Yes. Two of those upstarts are already too much for my nerves." The queen said dismissively. One guard howled Josh to his feet.

"Wait. I can't go without my best buddy!" Josh protested and squirmed like a fish out of the water. The queen looked at him rather cold. The name Ice-Queen popped into his head and it somehow fitted. It was cold, she was cold, she was kinda pretty and se as a queen.

"You can be glad I let you go this easily. Should I ever hear complaints about you again I will send you to the dungeons to teach you a lesson." The queen said coldly.

With that the guard dragged Josh away.

As Hiccup threw one last look at the boy he could swear that Josh blinked at him…

"…about the big one? What did he do?" The queen's voice called him back to reality. "When we caught the small one here he appeared with some other guys and demanded that we handed this one" Ulric pointed at Hiccup "over to them. Apparently he sought trouble with them too." "I didn't seek the trouble, trouble seeks me!" Hiccup protested with clenched teeth.

"Of course I refused." Ulric picked up the story, not caring about Hiccups input. "He started to become snobbish and started insulting me too. So I bought him with me."

"There seem to be a lot of people insulting you lately." The queen remarked and something close to a very faint smile tugged her lips.

Ulric started to stammer. "Well…that doesn't…it's not…I mean…I'M A KNIGHT!" "Yes thank you Sir Ulric, I know that." The queen said.

She stood up and came down the podium and stood in front of Brutus.

"I know you. People, lots of people, have giving me description of a boy your age and appearance that robs them, when they come to the town from the western forest. And what my knight said about your little group of helpers matches the descriptions perfectly. Do you plea differently?" she said, her tone again icy cold.

Brutus opened and closed his mouth like a fish and tried to say something but nothing left his mouth and eventually he stopped trying and burst out in tears.

"I'm sorry." He cried. "But we have no family and no home and no food. We only want to survive." "That doesn't justify what you did." "No. But please, don't harm me. The boys need me." "They don't." Ulric interrupted him. "I sent them home." "Most of them don't have a home, like me." Brutus sobbed.

Hiccup felt a bit awkward. This was the same guy that had laughed at him only hours ago and now he was on to his knees, crying like a baby.

The queen didn't care.

"Dungeons. Three weeks. To teach you a proper lesson. Then you are free to go. But should I ever hear about you robbing the people, I will sent the knights of Barn and then you will rot in the dungeons forever! Do you understand?" Brutus touched with his forehead the cold ground. "Yes…yes your majesty! Thank you…I…I won't do it anymore! Thank you!"

Hiccup rolled with his eyes. Spineless idiotic coward.

The queen obviously saw him roll with his eyes because she turned to face him.

"And what do you have to say?" she asked smoothly but cold. "Nothing your majesties. But for a boy who threatened my life only hours before I find it embarrassing that he's cowering now and has no backbone." The queen narrowed her eyes. "Are you implying that he shouldn't listen to me, his queen?" "I didn't say that. It's just that he should have the courage to face what he deserves with more self-discipline." The queen eyed him carefully. "Interesting words for a boy like you. You're definitely not from here. And yet you attack my knights and speak freely though it could cost you your life." _I've experienced worse_, Hiccup thought.

"With all respect, I only bumped into you're knight and imminently apologized. It was then that he pulled his sword and told me that he was going to kill me. It was self-defense that I punched and kicked him. Everybody in my position would have acted similar. No one just stands there and waits to be beheaded. I admit, the insult was maybe not appropriate and I'm willing to apologize for that. But not for anything else."

The queen slowly paced over to where he was kneeling.

"No, you won't, I can see that. Strange. You're not from here. But you don't come from the direct surroundings. Tell me stranger, what is your name and where are your roots?" "My name is Hiccup Horrendous Haddock III. I come from the Archipelago."

"A Viking. Haven't seen one of those in ages." The queen said, somewhat impressed. "Tell me, what are you doing so far south and alone?"

"I come with a mission that concerns all of us." "Speak." "I was chosen. Chosen to end a war that began many millennia ago. The gods of my homeland achieved a prophecy which told them that I was the chosen one to unite the seven nations of our world to prevent the darkness from rising and destroying all nine realms. Midgard, the earth, the planet where we live, would be the first and last to fall.

I come in this dark hour to seek your alliance in the upcoming war. Time is running through our hands like water and the final battles are coming closer. Please my Queen. I need you in this matter. Being chosen doesn't mean I can do this alone."

Hiccup was surprised how easy the words left his mouth and how confident and mature he sounded.

Everybody was looking at him with big eyes, some even a bit fearful. Even Brutus.

He hadn't even noticed but while he'd spoke he'd risen from the ground and stood now eye to eye with the queen.

She eyed him yet again. "Interesting indeed."

Was that all she would say?

Hiccup sighed.

The queen returned to her throne.

"Young Master Hiccup you are a curios person indeed. You come into my land, insult and hurt my knight, break the laws and yet you have the wits to ask for my alliance."

Hiccup could see Ulric smirk smugly.

"I like that." The queen added and now it was Hiccup who smiled and Ulric who sneered.

He stepped forward. "Your majesty. You can't really consider that. He's just a boy talking trash." "But why else should a Viking come here and cause so much trouble in one day?" "Maybe he's on holiday." Hiccup laughed dryly. "And that's more likely." "So what do you say we should do with him then Sir?" the queen asked. "Giving him the Slavemark* and make him cut stones until he dies." Ulric said and a mad expression glinted in his eyes. The queen now shook her head.

"Hush Sir Ulric. I want to ask young Hiccup something." The knight bowed and stepped backwards.

"Now Hiccup. What if I accepted and aided you in your mission. What would you expect form me?" "Mostly trust but also that you come when I call for you. Together we can do it. But for that we have to work together. Because we are all one. No matter what language we speak or which god we worship. And this darkness threatens us all. It doesn't differences between rich and poor, this nation or that nation. All it wants is to destroy. I ask you my queen to trust me that I will lead us all through this and that your soldiers and knights will fight for the life of everybody at the side of everybody."

A long time the Queen looked at him. She seemed to think hard.

"That was a nice speech Hiccup. I can see why your gods choose you. You would make a great leader. A good general and warrior. You can give hope with your words and you're persuasive. You would have me hooked, if not…" _Oh-o now comes the big but_, Hiccup thought.

"for the fact that I received a letter a few day back with a picture of you and Derandolias youngest princess, Princess Katrina. And a very…clear…letter of instruction what to do with you, should you show your face anywhere in the seven nations." The queen raised a few paper.

He tone became a bit softer.

"I see the honorable intentions behind your deeds. But are you doing it the right way Hiccup? How do you want to persuade the other leaders to follow someone who abducted a princess and nearly burned down the Kings palest? The others won't see the man that wants to safe us; they will see a stupid boy, which you are not. Think about it Hiccup."

Hiccup sighed and looked down. She was right.

"In my defense Kate abducted herself. She wanted to. And I didn't intend to burn down the palest or hurt anyone. But I was in panic; I needed to get out of there. They wanted to kill me for something I hadn't done." "We could argue back in forth for hours about that. Fact is Hiccup: You talk about this boy" she pointed at Brutus "And his absence of a backbone, where you still run when there is a problem at hand and your run drags unwanted consequences with it. I don't doubt your bravery to come and ask us to help you. But as soon as something goes not as you thought it would, you run. Literally. You need to learn to stand and face the problem. You'd be surprised what can happen."

Hiccup thought about her words.

If he had stayed, could he have convinced George that he hadn't stolen the book? Probably. But would that have changed his mind? Probably not. And he would still have left. And Kate probably would have come with him. And this letter would probably still have reached the queen. And he probably would still be kneeling here.

"Maybe your majesty. I will think about your words but right now I have other worries. What are you going to do with me?"

"I don't care you insulted or punched or kicked my knight. He's use to worse. I don't care about your insult. You'll probably will never come back here. And about the think with Katrina…" "Kate." He interrupted. "Ahm…sorry." "Kate…" the queen carried on "I can't say I can do anything about that either. I met the princess once. She's stubborn. And you don't look like a kidnapper. Be god, she probably would have overpowered you if you tried, you're a fishbone." "Gee thanks." "What I mean is that I won't do _anything_." "Anything? Not even…" "No. Consider me neutral until I see a good reason or…an acceptable reason to join your forces." Hiccup laughed and it sounded a bit mad. "The world is ending and you need a real reason?" The queen was now cold again. "I have people to lead and to protect. I will not play with their lives."

Hiccup nodded. "Yes. I'm sorry. I wasn't thinking."

The queen nodded.

"I hope we meet again. But I hope it will not be on the battlefield." "I hope so too. Thank you my' lady."

"Sir Ulric, would you please escort these gentlemen outside?"

Rubbing salt in wound are we, Hiccup thought as he saw the bitter expression on Ulric's face.

"Of course my 'lady."

Nobody said a word as they walked though the palest back to the entrance.

Ulric was stiff and grim, Brutus was still sobbing silently even though he tried to regain his compose. Without success that was.

And Hiccup was thinking about the queens words.

When they finally stepped outside Hiccup felt like he was back in the heat of the "Terrible-Death-Islands" or "Slim-Finger" or Kerala.

But in real it wasn't so warm outside. It was just frigging cold inside the palest.

Brutus made his way through the crowd but Ulric held Hiccup back.

Instantly Hiccup was on guard.

"Nice safe in there. But the queen won't always protect you. Like right now."

Hiccup couldn't even protest as the knight and two other dragged him into the shadows of the castle.

The two held him tightly as Ulric took something long and thin with a big and formed ending from his pocket and held it into a torch that hung from the walls.

"You know, I mostly agree with my queen. But she's a woman. She lets her feelings influence her decisions." "You're just angry that she didn't punish any of us." Hiccup coaxed.

One of the knights punched him in the stomach. Hiccup groaned.

"Maybe." Ulric said. "But that doesn't mean you don't get any punishment."

He took the object from the flame sand Hiccup recognized it. He'd seen it before and he dreaded it. And he knew what Ulric was about to do.

Reddish-orange blazed the hot iron in form of a snake-dragon that formed an 'S'. It was the Slavemark. Once turned or tattooed into the skin it was irremovable. It marked you as a slave, your whole life long. It made you the property of someone else.

"No." Hiccup breathed.

"Oh yes. This is the Slavemark. It's the same in the whole world. Everybody knows what it means. Say goodbye to your freedom."

What happened next was too fast for Hiccup to proceed properly.

He saw Josh running up to him, his…flute in hands (?) and calling out his name. The next moment strange tunes filled the air and Hiccup realized that Josh had started to play his flute.

And the strangest thing ever happened. The knights' eyes started to drop and the swooned.

The two that hold him collapsed and he fell to the ground, only in time to see Ulric stumble, falling towards him, and the hot iron still in hands.

Hiccups arms shot up but as Ulric crashed into him, he felt a burning sensation just above his right eyebrow and his temple.

He knew this kind of pain. Fire burning away the skin. His leg twitched.

He felt something hot and wet running down his face and into his eye, down his cheek, into his mouth and over his chin.

The next he was aware of was Josh kneeling over him, looking worried.

"Look, I got you out of danger." "A bit late you idiot." Hiccup mumbled. "You're hurt. Where should I bring you?" "How late is it?" "Nearly evening. The sun is about to set." "The woods…Kate…she'd there…waiting." "Okay. Now just hold on. I bring you there." "Thanks." "That's what friends are there for." "_That_ is yet to be discussed."

Kate's Pov.: (didn't expect that, did you?)

Kate was looking at the sun while one foot rested in the stirrup of Nightlights saddle. She was ready to jump into action as soon as possible.

After she'd hidden in the barrels she'd slowly made her way back to their camp and the dragons.

Guilt had made it impossible for her to think clearly. She didn't want to abandon Hiccup but she just couldn't go on. So it was right that they had separated, right?

On the other hand, what if he was in trouble? He was always in trouble. He needed her. Her help.

She was about to fly on Nightlights back into the city and get him, when two figures stumbled onto the clearing.

One was half supporting, half carrying the other one.

Within seconds she had drawn her knives.

"Who's there? Show yourself." She demanded. "I'm armed." She added. "Easy." An unknown voice replied. "I bring your Boyfriend." "Boyfriend?" "Or brother or whatever friend he is to you. I bring Hiccup." The other guy said and stepped into the light of the campfire.

He had Hiccups arm slung over his shoulder and carried him over to her.

Hiccup was pale. She couldn't make out the right side of his face, it was covered in blood.

"By the gods what happened?" The guy grunted. "He was ambushed. The queen let him go and those coward knights couldn't take it. So they…did this. I wished I'd been faster." "What do you mean?" "Look for yourself."

He laid Hiccup softly down next to the fire.

"Hiccup, do you hear me?" Hiccup groaned and opened his left eye. "Katie. They…they did it. They…they marked me."

"What?" But the she saw it. The boy had taken a cloth and was slowly whipping away the blood.

That was when she saw the Slavemark, burn into the side of Hiccups head.

She gasped and clapped her hands over her mouth, tears spilling down her face.

"Oh Hiccup." She whispered and cradled his head carefully in her hands. "It's gonna be alright!" she sobbed.

He didn't answer. He just closed his eyes and fell into unconsciousness.

Kate looked at the newcomer.

"What's your name?" "Josh." "Does Hiccup trust you?" "I know everything. Well, nearly everything." "Do you trust him?" "He got me out of trouble. So, yes." "Will you help me?" "Yes." "No one can know of this, do you understand? This is a secret between the three of us!" "I understand." "Then pass me the water. We have a friend to patch up."

**An: And Cliffhanger! Again. What will happen now? How will the Slavemark influence Hiccup and the people around him? **

**I'm bad, I know :-D Anyway, Review, please. I have to said, I'm pretty proud myself. Naw, just joking. Tell me what do you think. (Do you like Josh? I think every story needs the adorable idiot who can be really serious if necessarily and who is a really good friend!)**

***From Cressida Cowls 'How to ride a dragons Storm' I'm not sure if it was the left or right side of Hiccups head but yeah, all Cressida Cowls, not mine.**


	36. At the cauldron

Chapter Thirty-Six: At the cauldron

It took Hiccup a while until he could open his eyes. Everything was a blur and moved to fast for his liking.

He groaned and automatically his hands searched for familiar hot scales. There was a joyful cry somewhere next to him and a scaly snout pressed itself into his palm.

Hiccup couldn't open his eyes more than a few millimeters but he could see Toothless' green orbs looking at him in concern and, well a bit…angry?

Of course. He always got in trouble and the dragon had to worry about him.

"'m sorry…Toothless." He whispered. The dragons gaze softened. _It's okay, just don't do it again_, his eyes seemed to say.

Suddenly there was another hand on his shoulder and he turned his head to see Kates wet, but smiling face above him.

"Gods Hiccup, are you alright?" Hiccup moved his legs (ah, leg) and arms. Everything seemed to be working. Just his head hurt like hell.

"Yeah, just fine, never felt better." He joked and tried to sit up. Everything turned and moved.

"Careful. You lost a lot of blood."

Then he remembered and his hand shot up to his skull.

He could feel bandages wrapped around his head and the uncomfortable pulsing of the wound underneath it.

The Slavemark.

He looked down, tears brimming in his eyes. He forced then down.

He was aware that Kate was looking at him.

"What are you starring at?" he asked. She hesitated. "You sure you are alright?" "Yeah, of course, why shouldn't I? I mean, I never felt better. I feel like new, like a ray of sunshine. Did I mention that I feel great?" he snapped.

Kate backed away a bit.

"Do you want to eat something?" she asked carefully.

At the mentioning of food Hiccups stomach made a rumbling noise.

Kate chuckled silently. "I'll get you some stew, okay? Just stay here and don't move too much." "Okay." He just whispered.

She returned shortly after with a bowl full of stew. It smelled really good but he barely noticed it. _Slave, slave, slave, slave, property of others, property of others, property of others, slave, slave, property of others..._

"Hiccup?" he jolted from his thoughts when Kate kneeled next to him. "I need to change the bandage. Just hold still, okay?"

Somehow Hiccup didn't like the way she spoke with him. Like he was a small child that needed comforting and pity.

"Just do it." He growled. He ignored the hurt look in Kates eyes. She just pitied him. If she wants to she can just sell him or order him around.

He lost al privileges of human life. He was an animal, no, less than that even.

He clenched his teeth when she put the new bandage around his head. It stung and hurt but he wouldn't give anyone the satisfaction of crying out loud.

"It's looking good. Not infected, not swollen, everything seems to be fine, I…" "Fine?" he hissed and looked at her. "Everything seems fine? Nothings _fine_ Katrina. I'm a slave. I'm nothing. You might as well just leave." She backed away.

"What are you talking about Hiccup? I won't go, why should I?" "It's not good for a princess to be seen with a slave."

"Gods Hiccup, that's not you speaking there! Stop it!" she cried. She grabbed his shoulders. "Hiccup, I would never think less of you!" "I don't need your pity. Just leave me alone."

He ignored her muffled sobs as she backed away.

Faintly he could hear her say: "He just needs time…"

As soon as he was sure she was out of earshot he leaned against Toothless and looked into the dragons big eyes. His aggression was blown away.

"Oh Toothless, what do I do? I…I'm a slave. Anybody who sees the mark can claim me as his property!" He felt close to crying.

His whole live Hiccup had fought for the freedom of everyone. Whenever they had visited tribes that had slaves he would sneak out and try to free them or help them somehow.

It was the only thing his father and he agreed on. No slaves.

And now…now he was one himself.

Toothless carefully licked his hair and purred.

And when he looked into Hiccups eyes, he saw understanding.

Of course.

Toothless had been a slave too. A slave of the Red Death. He once had been free but then he'd been pulled into her ban. He couldn't do anything against it until Hiccup shot him out of the sky and befriended him.

Toothless…had found a way to suppress the bonds the Red Death had made with him and had fought her side by side with Hiccup.

And then Hiccup realized something.

Toothless had been able to do so because he hadn't accepted it. He was a proud dragon and nothing could take his dignity.

He'd overcome the barrier between humans and dragons, had allowed Hiccup to ride him and help him.

Because he trusted Hiccup.

Because Hiccup was his friend.

A friend that stood next to him no matter what.

And if you looked at him now…he was free, free to do as he pleased. He could even leave if he wanted to.

Hiccup looked over to where Kate sat next to the campfire. She had tears rolling down her cheeks.

She was his friend.

He saw Josh sitting next to her, petting her back awkwardly.

What Josh was he wasn't so sure. But Kate was his friend.

How could've he been so stupid. Kate tried to be to him, what he'd been for Toothless. A friend that would help him to get through this difficult time.

Hiccup was marked, just like Toothless had lost his left tail.

Kate just wanted to help.

Hiccup had to get up, he had to apologize.

Right now.

He somehow got to his feet and Toothless was there to support him.

He grinned weakly. And of course he had Toothless. Nothing would ever separate them. Toothless was more than a friend to him. He was his brother, his soul-mate. They were to halves of a whole.

Toothless guided him over to the others.

"Kate?" he whispered. Her head shot up. "Yes…Hiccup?" He fell down next to her and hugged her. "I am so sorry for what I said." He whispered.

He could feel her smile as she hugged him back.

"Would you honestly think just because you have some sort of mark on you I would think less of you? Hiccup, you are who you are. And nothing will change that. How can one small mark possibly change a stubborn, impossible, one side minded, and brilliant idiot like you?" she asked crying and hugged him back.

"It can't. And it won't." "I'm glad to hear that. Now I have a bone to pick with you." She said and suddenly she looked grim, no tears at all.

She pointed at Josh.

"What is he doing here? He nearly scared the hell out of me when he dragged you here. And he's annoying." "Am not." "Shut up. Anyway. What do we do with him now? He's seen our dragons. Heck, I was forced to let him ride Nightlight so we could get you out of there."

It was then that Hiccup realized they weren't in the woods anymore.

Once again they had made their camp on a tall cliff, surrounded by narrow trees.

But it was the view that caught his breath. Beneath their feet was a wide bay that formed a perfect circle with an entrance directly ahead of the cliff he was standing on. From here, he could see the wild sea just behind the other cliffs.

The sun was halfway down and everything was golden, red and orange.

The water down in the bay was perfectly still and the white sand beaches looked untouched. The other cliffs were flat and empty, just stones and boulders while behind their cliff a little forest inland spread.

"Where exactly are we by the way?" he asked.

"This, my friend, is the cauldron of dead sailors." Josh said, speaking up for the first time since Hiccup had woken up, which was unusual for him.

"Why is it called that way?" "A hundred or so years ago a man, a sailor, was lost at sea. He went overboard, far away from any coast in the middle of the sea. Months later he was found on the shores of this bay by a bunch of traders that had searched shelter for the night here. First they thought he was dead but when they touched him, he opened his eyes, spit out water and asked how he'd landed here. He obviously was very irritated. Anyway, they took him with them and brought him back to his home town. His old crew couldn't believe it and asked him a thousand times what had happened but he couldn't remember. So they returned here. And when they got here, they found another sailor in the sand, telling them the same story. Since then they all talk about it as the cauldron of dead sailors. Cauldron, because of the form and because dead sailors pop up at random times at its surface."

A shiver went down Hiccups spine. Dead sailors. He knew one.

_No, don't think about it_, he forced himself.

Kate rolled with her eyes. "Thank you Mr. Dictionary. Now, what do we do with him?" Hiccup shrugged. "We keep him." "I'm not a pet!" Kate shot him a warning look and Josh cowered down. "If…I think about it I think I'll make a wonderful pet. A dog maybe?" he suggested. "The fleas you probably already have." Kate said and walked over to Nightlight.

Josh looked at Hiccup desperately.

"Why does she treat me like this? I'm not that bad!" "Be glad." Hiccup mumbled. "If she's evil to you, she likes you. Besides. You really are a pain in the ass from time to time." "How would you know? You know me for what? Two days?" "That's already enough." "Shut it dragon-boy." "Never."

Hiccup stood again on the cliff and starred into the Cauldron of Dead Sailors. The water was pretty calm even though the sea behind the cliffs was unsettling as ever.

Nothing to see.

He let his gaze drift over everything in sight and just as he wanted to turn around and sit with his friends, something moved in the corner of his eye.

His head shot around and he starred at the entrance to the cauldron. There. He could have sworn that there had been the shadow of a passing boat just seconds before.

But who would sail so close to the cliffs. Especially, who sailed this close to the cliffs at this time? It was nearly dark. Just a mere shadow of sunlight lit up the sky form the horizon.

Must be his nerves.

No one was there. Just his imagination. A trick of the light and shadows. Maybe just some sea-animal.

Or?

Thinking of ships he had to think about Alvin the Treacherous and his Outcasts. And about Will. Will going overboard, will shouting his name, will calling him by his name and not 'dwarf', Will telling him the plan, Will…

_**Stop it Hiccup**_, he told himself. _There was nothing you could've done_.

He knew in his head that it was right. He'd been caught and helpless when Will had gone overboard.

But his heart still ached. He was sure if he'd been faster, quicker, better, Will would still be there.

_**It was that Outcast who threw him overboard**_. _But it was me how let him down_.

"Ah, we don't have any wood more. I'll go and get some." Josh offered and stood up, brushing of his trousers.

"No. No more fire tonight."

He had been right. There had been a boat.

He was sure of it.

_If it's you Alvin, I hope I'll get the chance to burn more than your hand_, he thought grimly as he lay down.


	37. Dream-Girl

Chapter Thirty-Seven: Dream-Girl

Hiccup was used to strange dreams.

He frequently got glimpse of the gods fight up in Asgard, he had nightmares from being eaten by cannibals to wild beasts ripping him apart to the Red Death and dying again and again in her flames. He dreamed of his home, his childhood and sometimes his dreams were just fast moving and changing pictures of places and things he didn't know.

And usually something was happening in his dreams so he would wake up with a start, a fast beating heart and sweat covering his forehead.

But when sleep pulled him into his arms this time, it was gentle and different.

A small light grew until he could make out his new surroundings.

It looked like he was in a cave, again. But the grayish-white stone was covered by thousand of tapestries, small and big, long and short, colorful, simple and difficult. Tapestries showing wonderful scenery and pictures of people doing…stuff…

But Hiccup was drawn to the head of the cave.

The wall looked like it was solid ten meters long and maybe three high.

In front of said wall stood a tall loom and at said loom sat girl. She was maybe a year or two younger than Hiccup. She had hair the color of caramel and her skin was of a soft alabaster. She sat with the back to him but he could see how fats she moved her hands through the loom.

With every move he could hear the clinging of bracelets and necklaces.

Her dark brown dress was simple but pretty with short sleeves and along skirt.

But it was the tapestry that drew him closer.

It looked so real! Like, if he would touch it he would actually feel the leaves of the trees and the water in the brooks.

He drew a sharp breath when he stood right behind the girl.

Now he saw the tapestry in full detail. And, oh my, he recognized the scene.

He saw himself, held by the arms by two knights. The cruel features of Ulric were like the ones of the real person. He held the slave mark in his hands.

Unable to look at it any longer he turned his head to the left and gasped.

From the loom, the weaving expended fell to the ground, before it sneaked over the ground like a giant snake.

The wool was thick and the colors shone bright.

Fascinated Hiccup moved along the pictures that showed all of his adventures in chronologic order.

He flinched when he passed the out-raged face of King George of Derandolia, shivered at the thought of the cannibals.

When he passed the pictures of Loki and him, a soft smile graced his lips.

And a shudder of absolute terror ran through him when he saw himself falling into the flames, Toothless desperately reaching out for him.

He quickly walked past that scene.

He stopped at the end of the tapestry. A picture that burned in his soul marked the beginning. Just thinking of hit made his insides warm up and relaxed his body.

He saw himself, head down with one hand outstretched and Toothless, pressing his muzzle into his offered palm.

"Your story is quite a lot."

Hiccup jumped. He really had to work on that. He couldn't always flinch like a little girl in the dark when someone addressed him.

He turned around to the girl. She had put aside her weaving material and looked at him.

Her face was still that of a child, soft and round with big brown eyes.

Her small hands stroke the tapestry carefully.

"You…you can see me?" he asked carefully. She smiled. "Of course. After all, I called you." Hiccup hesitated. "Are…are you a goddess?" She laughed. "No. But the closest thing next. I'm a prophet. Or an oracle. Or a seer, whatever you want to call it. I can see both, the past and the future." Curios he stepped closer. "And who are you?" he asked. "My name is Illiona. High-Priestess-in-training." She introduced herself. He bowed slightly. "I'm…" "Hiccup Horrendous Haddock III, son to Stoick the Vast and Valhallarama the Hero, ex-Viking, first Dragon-Trainer in the Archipelago after your ancestor, chosen one of the gods, destroyer of the Red Death, hero of the prophecy and the hope to bring light in the world and fight the darkness. Yes, I know you Hiccup. I have followed your fate ever since I had my vision of you befriending that Night Fury of yours." She smiled. He smiled back. But then he frowned. "You mean you see my future?" "Only glimpse and pieces, nothing that makes too much sense. But that is not why I called you." She hesitated. "Actually it is. I had a vision. It was different then what I normally receive. It was more like an instruction. To you." "Instructions? From whom? The gods?" She shrugged. "I don't know. The paths of live and destiny are mysterious and unknown." "Tell me about that prophecy." "Vision." "Vision." He corrected himself.

She didn't start right away. She turned back to her long tapestry.

"I weave what I see. It's automatically, I don't control it. Only when I finish the picture I see what I actually made and have to find out what it means.

Sometimes there are only pictures in my head, sometimes a voice that whispers to me, other times it's just a feeling.

For hours and days I sit and weave."

She stroke the fabric again.

"I followed your journey. And I must say, you are so brave." He smiled. "Thanks but I think I have a lot of luck too." "Maybe. But I still admire your decisions. Your way to cope with problems. How you face every problem."

Hiccup raised his eyebrows.

"That Ice-Queen just said the opposite. That I don't face trouble and how I always run." "I don't talk about the past Hiccup. I talk about now and the future. Your mistakes of the past are your keys for the future."

She looked at him with wisdom beyond her age in her eyes.

He nodded slowly.

She turned back to the wall ahead of her that was still empty.

"This tapestry is going to hang there one day. When your story is told. It will be remembered for thousands of years." "Thanks but that's not necessary." "It's not like you will have an influence on that." She smiled at him.

Then she frowned.

"My vision…it was strange." "So you mentioned." "No, I mean, it was clear. Visions are never clear." "What did it say?"

"Seeker shall stumble upon six. Skill shall show him the way. The music of courage will sing in his ears. Strength shall not come easy to him, where as hope shall fill his heart. Love he shall find but all is to be lost without the clear sight." She repeated.

Hiccup looked at her dumbfound.

"And that was clear?" he asked.

She shook her head. "I forgot you are not used to visions." She gestured him to step closer. Together they stared at the part of the tapestry she was working on. It showed him, Kate and Josh with Toothless and Nightlight at the top cliffs around the Cauldron of Dead Sailors.

Hesitantly he touched the fabric. It was soft und thicker then he'd thought.

"You have great friends Hiccup." Illiona whispered.

He looked at her and saw that she was eyeing him intensively.

"They care a great deal for you." "Yeah." He mumbled and frowned. "Friends are hard to find. Especially in times of need, like this." "I think it's more like they find me. It's not like I'm looking out for new friends. I certainly didn't ask Kate to join me nor did I search for Josh!" "And you didn't intend on befriending Toothless!" Illiona added. "Ander here we are." She finished with a gentle smile.

"Yeah, here we are." "And it only did you good." "Yeah, it did. If I hadn't been there myself I wouldn't believe so." Then he turned fully around. "But I still don't get what your vision has to do with my new friends." She smiled and took his hand. "Yes you do. You said it yourself. It's not like you searched intentionally for them. They found you. But you let them find you Because deep inside you knew you needed them. That was how they could find you." Hiccup frowned. "I'm not sure I understand…"

"You are so close to understanding Hiccup. You are!" she interrupted him. "Open your eyes to the truth. They are more than your friends. They're your destiny. You all are the light!" His frown deepened. "Is it part of your job-description to be so mysterious and do you have to speak in riddles?"

Illiona groaned and sighed. She pressed her small hand against his forehead.

"You're waking up now. Think about my words."

Hiccup felt himself drifting away. "Oh, and Hiccup?" "Yes?" It was like walking away from here through a tunnel she got smaller with each step and her voice got more silent. "Don't tell anyone from me. Technically I'm not allowed to contact you." "Why?" "They don't like sharing me. Most people don't even know I exist." "Why?" "Let's just say, knowledge is power. I know a lot. They are afraid someone else might want me?" "Who thinks so?" Her voice was very faint now. "A lot of people. But that is not important. Continue going east. And be careful. Stay clear of the fog! I don't need to be a seer to see…"

That was the moment Hiccup woke up.

"Oh nice of you to join the party, I thought you were permanently in a come." Kate said sarcastically but he could hear the worry in her voice.

He groaned.

"I had the weirdest dream ever!" he said and sat up. "Oh really? What was it about?" Hiccup opened his mouth but suddenly he remembered Illionas plea. Something in her voice made him obey. "Oh…nothing…only you and Josh and you were both wearing dresses and dancing to some strange song and Toothless was there too, he was wearing some pink ribbons." He lied.

Kate just raised an eyebrow.

"You really have strange dreams."

He gave her a faint smile.

"Anyway, what's the plan?" "We're going east."

_Stay clear of the fog. What fog?_

**An: And back I am! Naw, not really but I had this nice Idea.**

**Oh and guys, you know we all live to get reviews! Me too! Please. Anything will do. :-D**
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Chapter Thirty-Eight: Zhang -Part 1-

"Well, it's not hot but it will do. Probably." Kate said and examining him. "I don't need to look hot, I need to look unsuspicious." Hiccup growled as she pulled at some strands of his hair. "Sorry mate but that ship has sailed. Even if I didn't know you I would think: _Weird_." "No one cares what you think Josh. Now shut up. It could be worse." "Could you stop insulting me Kitty?" "Not as long you don't call me by my name." Kate countered but Hiccup could see her hidden smile. She shamelessly enjoyed this.

He couldn't hold it against her. After all he had allowed her to play 'dress-up' with him.

Okay, not all 'dress-up' but close. He had to cover his bandage somehow that still circled his forehead. The mark was healing, yes but he still didn't dare to take down the bandage.

So he asked Kate to cover it up for him.

And boy, she had taken the opportunity first hand!

For over two hours Hiccup sat on a stone while she rummaged through her bags, trying this and that and searching for something that: "went with his outfit" (end of quote).

All Hiccup had wanted was some piece of cloth he could warp over the bandage so it wouldn't catch any unwanted attention. He'd already seen plenty of people that walked around with such things. Called them bandanas or something like that.

Finally Josh had had enough and had torn a long piece of his cloth from his tunic and had handed it Hiccup. It was plain black cloth. Just what he wanted. So while Kate again was somewhere inside her bags, he wrapped the cloth around his head and turned to Josh. "So, what do you think?" Josh had grinned. "Hot. Bad-ass. If I was a girl I would want to date you. You look mysterious." He glared at his new friend. "Kate?" he asked. She had eyed him critically. "Well it's not hot but it will do. Probably." …

He jumped to his feet and clapped his hands. "Great let's go. I want to reach Talkin at least tomorrow noon." He said while rolling up the map.

"Sir yes Sir." Josh said with a mock salute. "Shut it."

Because Josh had no dragon, something Hiccup intended to change very quickly, they took turns carrying him on their dragons.

Right now, Josh sat behind him and would not stop screaming with glee. "This is so awesome!" he screamed into Hiccups ear, which was something Hiccup didn't need. His head already hurt.

"Great, could you be a little less loud while being happy?" he snapped. "Okay okay."

Ten seconds there was silence but then Toothless had to went into a slow dive and Josh probably felt like on cloud nine (no pun intended).

At least that was what Hiccup thought, when he started whooping again.

Toothless looked equally annoyed. His eyes begged Hiccup to pull a little stunt that would make Josh lose his balance and fall down.

But Hiccup didn't.

He was pretty glad that Josh accepted the dragons that easily. After all: like Hiccup he had grown up in a land that hated dragons.

And if he wanted to get Josh a dragon, Josh needed to have only positive experiences with the creatures.

Line-break-line-break-line-break-line-break-line-break-line-break-line-break-line-break-line

Due to the long morning they didn't reach their target before sundown.

The sun was about to touch the horizon and orange and red dominated to sky, along with some deep blue and purple, when the first shreds of mist rolled past underneath them.

None of them paid them any attention, mist was nothing uncommon.

Hiccup was having one eye on the map the whole time.

There was an assortment of island further ahead and he was sure they could make it there before total darkness.

"You guys!" he called out. Kate was next to him in seconds and Josh, who had changed dragons a while ago, peered over to him.

"There is an island somewhere up ahead. It's uninhabited island. The most north one of a whole group but there is no point in flying further. We do it tomorrow. Okay?" "How do you know its uninhabited? I don't want to end up as supper for cannibals, you know!" Kate said. "It's marked white. White means no humans." "So there are other nasty things?" Josh guessed. Hiccup grinned at them. "Probably. Let's find out."

Hiccup had never liked mist very much. He didn't like it when he couldn't see. He could always rely on his hearing but he liked it when he knew what the danger looked like so he could think of a way to fight it.

Also the mist was always cold and wet. Two more things he didn't like.

He just realized: Who in the seven worlds name did he survive all these years on Berk, where it's always cold, wet and misty?

The simple unsatisfying answer? His father.

Trying to please his father all those years, Hiccup had put his own needs and happiness in second place.

Looking back on it, it was all for nothing.

With these gloomy thoughts about home and his father and dread in the pit of his stomach he entered the mist that surrounded the island, which top just poked out of the heavy mist-clouds.

"Stay close to me. If we get lost, we might fly into the wrong direction. And losing each other in mist is even worse than losing each other in a labyrinth. But if you do lose me or I you, don't try to find me. Fly upwards because mist get's thinner the farther it travels upwards. There we can meet again. Okay?" They both nodded.

"Okay. Now we stay low, close to the water surface because that's the other spot where mist and smoke aren't so dense. Let's hope we find the shore very fast."

They didn't find the shore very fast. Hiccup was sure that when they entered, the Island couldn't have been that far away. But he didn't panic. It was possible that they were flying in a circle or past it.

He turned around. Even though Kate was practically flying on Toothless' tail, the mist covered them pretty well.

"Let's head upwards so we can overlook where we are." He didn't know why but he had the urge to whisper. Something wasn't right with this mist.

"Okay." He could hear the faint answer behind him.

"Come on bud." Carefully Toothless began to ascend. Not being able to see ahead Hiccup was on edge. There could anytime appear something in front of him!

Toothless could sense his riders' tense statue on his back. Something was setting his human off. But what?

Thanks to his sonar Toothless couldn't sense any dangers ahead.

Hiccup clenched his teeth. When did that damn mist finally broke?

Doubt sneaked into his mind. What if he was wrong? What if he put his friends in danger?

_It's so typical for you to get lost in mist!_ That voice scolding him sounded awfully like his father's voice. _You really are pathetic._

Thanks, I get it conscience! He thought bitterly and turned around. "Guys it looks like there is more mist than thought stay near to me, we…" he stopped midsentence. Oh no.

There was no one behind him anymore. Nor could he hear anything.

"Kate? Josh? Where are you? Can you hear me?"

Nothing.

_Great, you lost your only friends. Who knows what happens now to them!_

Hiccup clenched his teeth again, fighting to ignore the voice in his head.

_But really, who wonders you are a walking disaster and it's a miracle that they followed you this far._

"That's not true." He said.

Cold laughter echoed through his head and the voice changed into the voice of his cousin.

_Look at you. All weak and hopeless. Good riddance if you die! Them I will be chief and can safe everybody._

Well, it was true somewhere. What was so special about him? He'd killed the Red Death. Wow! Snotlout probably wouldn't have lost his leg in the process.

The voice changed again. To his absolute horror it sounded like Gobbers.

_You know lad, I really don't know why I put up with you. Probably just to please your father. I mean you could never do a job right or do as told!_

"NO! That can't be true!" Hiccup pressed his hands on his ears to bloke out the voices whispering around him.

He barely heard Toothless cooing underneath him.

The dragon, sensing his riders' immense distress hovered where he was and turned his head as far as possible.

Hiccup had his eyes shut firmly and tried to ignore the voices of his father, Snotlout and Gobber, which all spoke together in his head.

_You're weak and stupid. What do the gods see in you? And your friends. What can you do, what we can't?_

Nothing was the simple answer. Tears streaked down Hiccup cheeks and they felt like acid burning his skin.

_Look, now you're even crying. That is really pathetic. Just go away Hiccup and let the real heroes handle this. People like you are not made for this job. Just look at your ancestor._

It only made Hiccup sob harder.

The mist danced around him. He felt like he was suffocating.

Suddenly there was silence. Hiccup thought it was over and he shaking tried to relax when a whole new voice echoed through his mind.

It had been too long to remember but he would never forget this voice. Soft but also strong and demanding. Now it was cold and harsh.

_You are no son of mine. I was a hero. Your father was. Our whole line was! But then, then you came around. We should have killed you like our traditions demand it. Only the strong can belong! Look at you. A son of mine would never sink as low as you. A slave!_

Hiccup had been very young when she had died. He didn't remember the incident at all but he remembered her face, the sound of her voice and her hand on his head.

His mother. Valhallarama.

This was too much for Hiccup. He let out one last scream full of agony.

In the mist, the wings of a giant dragon fan more of the mist at his prey to drive him mad and easy prey.

Josh's PoV:

Josh had never claimed to belong to the highly educated class. True his father had insisted hat he went to school but many or the things they tried to teach him seemed useless to him.

How was it helpful to know how many citizens Derandolia had when someone was pressing a knife against your throat?

He'd always been one of the practical kind orientated people.

Knifes can be used to kill and ct the vegetable for your soup. So learn how to handle one.

He of course new the basics of everything else, but if someone was to ask him to do some higher math or to make some potions… yeah that wouldn't be very successful.

But he definitely knew that mist or weather in general, didn't act like that.

When they had lost Hiccup on their way up he had been determine to follow his friends' advice and keep on flying upwards.

But as they kept going up, there seemed to be no end. And no Hiccup.

Kate pulled the reins.

"It doesn't seem to work. Let's head down. We know there had to be the water somewhere." She suggested. He nodded. "Yeah sounds like a plan. Maybe that way we find out of the mist." Kate hesitated. "What about Hiccup? Should we search for him?" "He has Toothless, he'll be fine." "Okay. Nightlight let's…"

She stopped midsentence and he head shot up.

"Kate?" She didn't respond. And then he heard it. A faint voice in the mist brushing against his ear. It sounded like the voice of a girl, older than them.

_Katrina. Oh Katrina what have you done now?_

Under different circumstances Josh would have laughed. Her real name was Katrina?

But seeing her tense up and looking like a deer caught by a group of wolves, he stopped himself.

_You are a constant source of embarrassment for the kingdom! I mean look at you. What are you wearing?_

"Shut up Joanna." Who was Joanna? "You controlled me too long. Just shut up."

_A princess should not talk like that!_

Princess? Okay, what had Kate not told him?

"I'm nothing like you Joanna. You're not my mother."

_Yes, because our mother died giving birth to you! You are so useless and stupid. Mother would still be alive if it wasn't for you._

"That is not true!"

So her mother was dead too.

_It is. You are disappointment to all of us._

"It is my life and I decide what to do with it. I didn't want t be born a princess."

_You are so selfish. Your own happiness is more important to you than your people. _

"That is not true. I've given up so much my entire life. I'm not your doll anymore!" Kate shouted.

"Kate, calm down!" Josh tried to ease her but nothing.

Suddenly the voice changed. It sounded male and strong. And disappointed.

_Katrina. Why do you do these things? I thought you were cleverer than that. Running love stroked behind a guy you just met._

Kate choked. "Dad?" she whispered. Love struck? Josh wondered.

_And then all the fights and dangerous situations you get in. A lady shouldn't do such things. You might get hurt._

"I can fend for myself." But Kate's voice sounded very weak and she leaned heavily against his chest.

_You're girl. Bad enough my first born was a female. But now you are even more of a disappointment._

"You can't choose what you are born like." Kate whispered. "I'm sorry I can't please you but this is who I am."

The voice of her father disappeared but a new one spoke up and Josh cringed. The voice that whispered now around them was horrible familiar.

_Oh Kate. What use does a hero like I am, has for a girl like you. I mean, it's cute how you fancy me, I mean, who would not but you are nothing to me. Once I successfully saved the world I'm going to marry your sister. She's incredible. You're just a child that never kissed before. I don't want you. Besides you really looked ugly with that rash._

What the hell?

"Hiccup." Kate sobbed. Josh was sure his head just experienced an overload of information.

Then suddenly voices disappeared. Kate slummed together. "Kate? Are you alright?" She swayed and he grabbed her closer.

Instead of a real verbal answer Kate just screamed and slumped forward. He hold on tight. "Kitty-Kat!"

"Just tiered." she mumbled. Tears swam in her eyes.

"Let's get out of here." She sighed, already nodding off. "Don't worry, we'll figure it out."

**AN: So, the jinni is out of the bottle! Oh and yeah, sorry it took so long.**
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Chapter Thirty-Nine: Would you have mind?

"Trader Johann! He's here!" "What do you think he brings?" "I need new ink!" "Do you think he has my order?"

Astrid watched from the top of the landing base the gathering Vikings down by the ships.

Her legs dangled over the edge and a low breeze played with her hair.

It felt strange wearing it open but she would adjust to it.

She stared blankly at the clouds hen suddenly someone sat down next to her.

"Hey Astrid." "Hello Snotlout."

For a few minutes they sat together in silence.

"So…you and Tarin…" he said after a while. She nodded. "Yep."

He nodded too.

Then he laughed silently.

"To be honest I always thought I would marry you. Or…or that you would marry Hiccup." She looked down.

"Me too." She hesitated. "But things changed. Nothing is carved into stone."

"Yeah. We'll be…distant cousins?" "Something like that." "Welcome to the family. It's weird but you get used to it."

Astrid laughed softly. "Thanks."

Again they were silent.

"So, when's the date?" "Not until spring. First we have to get through winter."

"Can I see it?"

She held out her left hand.

The ring was simple but beautiful. A silver and golden band and a blue crystal with grey dots.

It rested perfectly on her ring-finger.

"It's perfect. It suits you perfectly." "Thanks. So, did you find anyone?" Snotlout shook his head. "No, but my father suggested Camicazi."

Astrid laughed loudly.

"Oh, I'd like to see the outcome of that!" she smiled.

She looked at him. "You've always been a good friend to me. Thanks Snotlout."

He got up. "Well, I'll have a look on what Johann brings. You coming?" She shook her head.

"I just keep sitting here. And keep watching."

Snotlout nodded.

But a few feet away he stopped and turned around.

"Would you have minded marrying me?" She looked down. "Probably." He nodded.

"Would you have minded marrying Hiccup?" She remained silent. "Probably not." She said silently. He nodded.

"Are you happy?" "Happier than I ever thought I'd be." "Then I'm happy too."

With that he jumped down his way to the boat.

"If you would have asked nice, I probably would have taken you too." She whispered with a smile.

"Hey beautiful." She smiled at the sound of his voice. "Hey." "You alright?" "Sure. Why shouldn't I?" "You look…strange. Not in a bad way of course but…different." "Just thinking." "Care to share?" "Maybe another time." He smiled and pulled her into a gentle kiss. "I can wait."

Astrid smiled. Yeah, she was pretty happy.


	40. Zhang -Part 2-

Chapter Forty: Zhang -Part 2-

Josh had never flown a dragon before but he figured it couldn't be too different from riding a horse, could it?

Luckily Nightlight did most things on her own.

But when Josh was sure that the mist ahead got thinner he heard an agonizing scream from somewhere inside the mist.

He cursed.

Kate looked at him with frightened eyes.

"Was that…" "Hiccup? Sounded like him." "We have to save him." "_**We**_ won't do anything. I will. You can barely stay awake right now. Let me handle it." "You handle it? Over my dead body." "Now is not the time. Maybe later. Just hold on." She nodded.

Josh steered Nightlight back into the mist. "Come on Hiccup, come on, where are you?" he whispered as his eyes darted around trying to spot his friend or his dragon.

"HICCUP!" he called.

It wasn't his friend but his dragon who answered.

Toothless roared and a plasma-bolt lit up the sky.

Nightlight darted for it and Josh just held on.

They broke through the mist and the sight was just…amazing.

Toothless hovered in midair, unable to fly away from the beast that flew in slow circles around him.

The dragon was big and bulky and had a skin that looked as thick and heavy as rock and was the color of dirty gold. It had no talons but tusks the size of Josh, curled like the ones of a wild boar. Its tail was as thick as its torso and had dull spikes that looked like hammers.

It snout looked like someone had punched it a bit too often. Its wings looked fairly normal.

The only …strange things were its eyes. They looked like maelstrom of red and gold. It made liking into its eyes difficult because he couldn't see any pupils.

So he did the only logical thing. He stared right into them.

This dragon was the most beautiful thing he'd ever seen.

The dragon still hadn't spotted him. Which was probably good so because all Josh could do was stare.

And stare.

Only its roar woke him from his trance.

The dragon beat its mighty wings and mist swirled around Hiccup, who sat bend over in the saddle. He was still conscious but he looked without seeing.

Josh was sure he was in no condition to train that dragon if the same thing happened to him as to Kate.

A very brief moment he wondered what actually had happened but he decided that he could figure that out later on. First of all he needed to survive and save his friends.

"Ah, dragon? Hello! Could you…not…eat my friend?" he yelled and waved with his arms.

The dragon turned around, its eyes fixing on him.

It opened its jaws impossibly wide and roared deafening at them.

"Wow, it that all you got?" Josh asked before he yelled back. "ARGGGGGGGHHHHHH!"

The dragon looked startled for a moment. What, this puny little human dared roaring back at him?

Again it screamed, loud and long.

"Nice one. But learn from the pro." Taking a deep breath he again roared at the top of his lungs.

Angered the dragon roared back again and for a while they both just roared at each other.

When they both ran out of breath something strange happened. Again.

The dragon floated closer and looked directly at him.

When it again opened its mouth again to roar, Josh cursed.

"This is not getting us anywhere!"

In one swift motion he pulled out his flute and placed his fingers on certain holes in the wood.

When he blew into the mouthpiece, the sound that emerged from the instrument was high, loud and hurt in his ears.

Before him Kate flinched and covered her ears while Nightlight shook her head in confusion.

But they weren't the only ones affected.

The wild dragon hollered loud but not in a competition. It was confused too and the sound was different.

Josh knew now that it reacted to sounds and different levels of frequency.

He had an idea how to calm the beast down.

He feared if it kept flying like this and swaging with its tail all around, he would probably hit one of them sooner or later.

He stopped the high tune and breathed uneven.

The dragon looked still confused and hadn't regained it's compose yet.

So Josh used its distraction.

He pressed Nightlights reins into Kates weak hands.

"Here, take over." "What are you doing?" she asked as he got to his feet. Something crazy. But later you will all say that it was brilliant!" "Really?" "Probably not." "Good luck." He smiled. "That I will need!"

Then he jumped.

He landed hard on the dragons back and he legs automatically closed around its body so he had a safe hold on it.

In the with light of the mist everything looked so unreal.

"It's already late! You should be in bed. How about a lullaby?" It was the only thing he could come up with in such a short time. Josh said and raised his flute again.

The tunes that left the wood were slow and calming yet hypnotizing.

His mom had taught it Josh when he had been old enough to understand its meaning. Josh had sung it every evening for his three little sisters while his mother played the flute.

It wasn't until many years later that he found out about the instruments magical nature. Played right, the music leaving the flute could make a person happy, sad, angry, sleepy, wake him or confuse him.

His mother had taught him all kind of songs when she had seen his potential. But of all this was his favorite. Maybe because it was his mothers and his sisters favorite too. His father of course never agreed on that, saying his only son and heir had to stop this stupid useless hobby of his and concentrate on becoming a great leader and soldier one day.

It was ironic that it was the magic of the flute that saved his live when their village had been raided by bandits from the south-shores.

It had made his attackers fall asleep in seconds.

But by then it was too late to save his family.

They all had died.

He'd been left with guilt and a flute.

Josh shook his head. Now was not the time to think about past mistakes. He had to do something to prevent future mistakes.

He'd promised Hiccup he would help him.

With determination he continued playing and the roaring of the dragon stopped.

It stopped spinning around like crazy. Its wing beats slowed down and it stopped with the roaring.

A little confused and disorientated it hovered in the air.

Josh sighed and lowered his flute. He patted the dragons neck. "There you go boy! That wasn't so bad, was it. Now help me with me friends. Something wrong with them. Well, more wrong than usual."

His little quarrel with the dragon had led him a bit away from his two friends but when they parted through the mist (for reasons unknown to him the dragon obeyed his orders and suddenly was as tame as a puppy) he saw Kate and Nightlight flying next to Toothless and Hiccup.

Hiccup looked better. He wasn't stiff as a lamppost anymore and Toothless wasn't hovering anymore. But they all looked exhausted and when Josh rode up to them it probably was too much.

"Josh? What are you doing?" Kate asked with a very weak voice.

Josh looked down and up again. "Ah…I am not sure I know what you are referring to." "I think she means the dragon." Hiccup suggested though his usual sarcasm was covered by a strange hoarseness in his voice.

Is eyes were bloodshot and he was shaking. Good god what was wrong with them? Josh felt fine.

"Ahm, I'm riding it." "You tamed it?" Kate asked? Hiccup flinched. "I'm actually not quite sure what happened. But yeah, he seems very tame."

"Can we talk about it later? Me for my part would like to crash somewhere and sleep." Hiccup said his eyes dropping.

"Good. I'm sure Zhang can show us the way." "Who?" Kate asked. "Zhang!" "You named that thing?" "You gave your dragon a name. Why can't I?" "You want to keep that?" "It's a him, right boy?" Josh said and added silently. "You _are_ a boy, right?" Zhang luckily roared and did something that could count as a nod.

"Guys, can we settle this later?" Hiccup asked. "Yeah. Sure." said Kate silently and chewed on her lower lip, avoiding his eyes.

Josh frowned but decided to drop it for now.

"Hey buddy" he instead addressed his dragon "Do you know by any chance some nice taverns around here that are still opened in the middle of the night and have a spare room?"

The dragon didn't know any taverns with a spare room.

Instead he darted through the mist, totally confident, the others on his tail.

They soared a few minutes though the mist, before it started to dissolve and the dragon landed with w 'HUMP' in the surf of the island they had intended to land on.

Josh looked around. It was a relatively small island with a huge mountain with a pointy top.

But what amazed him was the white fist that entered through holes in the mountainside and flowed from there in all directions.

At the foot of the mountain the sight was all clear. But only a few hundred meters above them white smoke covered the sky.

Josh turned around when he heard the other two dragons land in the wet sand. "Let's find shelter." Kate suggested and together they rode inland.

They were seated around a big fire. The dragons lay behind their riders, all fast asleep.

Said riders were covered in blankets and slowly ate the stew Josh had hastily put together so they could warm up a bit.

Kate was avoiding Hiccups concerned glances and Hiccup probably didn't really realize it.

The silence was…awkward.

Josh clapped his hands together, which startled the others.

"So…anyone want to share what happened there?" "What do you mean?" Hiccup asked. "I mean those voices in the mist or wherever they came from." Josh said in 'duh'-voice.

Hiccups eyes widened and for a moment his tiredness fell.

"You mean you heard them too?"

"I did." Kate said silently. "I heard Kates. But not…well, mine…" "Yours?" Hiccup asked. "Well, those voices were talking to Kate…" "And Hiccup." "And they affected her." "And him." "And you both show the same symptoms of shock and fear. It's obvious that those…voices…do something to us. But I…well maybe I'm immune." "Or maybe not important enough."

He ignored Kate's objection. He knew she was just scared and didn't know what happened.

"Whatever the case, we can be glad about it. Otherwise I have the feeling we would be dinner." Hiccup said and looked over to the snoring Zhang. "How did you do it?" he asked.

Josh did see his attempt to change subjects. Hiccup clearly didn't want to talk about those voices. Well, he would still have too. Later.

Josh told them about their roaring contest.

"I thought he had lost it completely but here I stand corrected." Kate said. Hiccup nodded. Then he leaned forward and rested his elbows on his knees.

You bonded with your dragon. I did something similar with Toothless. I danced through his drawing after he saw my drawing and I had to avert my eyes to show him I trusted him before I let him touch me. Zhang listened to your music and trusted that you wouldn't harm him. And you trusted Zhang not to go wild."

"I'm actually not quite sure what I was thinking. I was rather instinctually." "Mine too."

Kate leaned against Nightlight.

"But why and how? What's so special about that flute that it puts you to sleep?" she asked.

Josh fidgeted uncomfortably with his sleeves.

He'd never shown one the powers of the flute. Not even his father.

He'd been afraid that someone would steal it and use it for bad stuff.

He looked up and saw Hiccup staring intensively at him. His eyes looked darker in the firelight but so intimidating that he had to swallow.

"You used it before." Hiccup said silently.

"I remember now." Josh cursed. He'd hoped Hiccup wouldn't have realized it. "When you came to rescue me. From those knights in Barn. You put them to sleep with your music." Josh swallowed dryly.

"Yes." he confessed. He pulled out his flute and showed it to them.

"It belonged to my mother. She used to play to me and my siblings every evening to put us to sleep. She…she had the same ability as I have. Magic." He looked down. He expected them to call him a liar. Everybody knew about magic but everyone thought it was something only higher divine creatures could wield.

But nothing happened.

"What kind of magic?" Hiccup asked calmly. "I don't know. But I can affect everybody in every kind with my music. It's…dangerous. I never told anyone before." A few seconds there was silence.

"You did good doing so." Hiccup said after another we seconds.

"You're not the only one with magic."

Josh looked up. Hiccup had his hand extended as if to offer him to shake it.

While still looking at him a little flame suddenly appeared out of nothing on the back of his hand and it grew until it covered his whole hand.

Josh grinned at him.

"So you actually _are_ hot!"

Kate groaned. "That joke is getting old." she complained.

But she still refused to look up.

"Let's continue talking tomorrow." Josh suggested. "Sounds good to me."

Hiccup was asleep in seconds and shortly before Kate followed him, he whispered: "We'll figure it out. I promised you that. It will be alright. Those weren't his words."

"I don't know what you are talking about." she whispered silently before slipping into sleep. "I mean your little crush on our friend here." He said silently. "Don't worry." He added even though he was sure she couldn't hear him.

**AN: I know, three chapters at once, am I ill? That's actually true. Nasty cold and stuff. Well, enjoy!**

**And don't forget those nice reviews! Thanks! You are amazing!**
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Chapter Forty-One: It has happened

Hiccup and Kate felt horrible the next morning. They both still had the feeling of chocking from the mist insides their lungs and mentally they never felt this exhausted before.

Concerned Josh observed them.

"How come that you are running around like normal?" Kate asked as she swept the sweat away from her forehead.

"I don't know. How I said. It's like I'm immune." "Yes, but why?" Hiccup asked. Toothless was licking his head in concern and his hair stood up in all directions. It made looking dignified and in charge of the situation slightly difficult.

"Isn't the question to what I am immune?" Josh asked.

"Those…voices." Kate said. "Yes. They said things…" Hiccup nodded. "I heard." Josh said. He took a deep breath. "Look, I don't know much about you and your backgrounds but what I could hear from the voices talking to Kate, they poked you there where it hurts most or…what you fear…" he hesitated "Am I right?"

Both stayed silent.

"I heard my father. I…I always was a disappointment to him. So I didn't care first. Then I heard my cousin. That was worse. But I was used to his bullying. But then I heard my old mentor. He…he was always the closest thing to a family and a friend I ever had on Berk. And he too…started talking…it…it was so terrible. But…but it got worse." By this tears were streaming down Hiccups face.

Did Josh just imagine or where they milky white?

"Then I heard my mother. But she's been dead since I was three or four. I never got to know her but from what I heard she was truly amazing. But she…she…" he stopped.

Sure enough his tears were the color of milk!

Just like…the mist!

Slowly the pieces fitted together.

"_Ghosts of your past_." Josh mumbled. "Of course."

He looked up.

"I think I know what happened!" Their eyes widened. "Really?" Kate asked. He nodded. "My old Gran told me before she passed away this story about fog-monsters and stuff. I think she just wanted to scare me so I would never wonder off in the middle of the night into the fog. But if those stories are real I think what you met was '_The ghosts of your past'_!" "And?" Hiccup asked. "And according to the legend it's a monster that lives in the fog. And it can detect your greatest fears and dreams and hopes and hurtful parts of your mind and use them against you. If you survive that attack you're either mad or wiser. Most of them are killed and those that get out are mad so the chances are more negative." Kate had one eyebrow raised. "Anyway" he continued "You still look pretty sane." "But there are no fog-monsters!" Kate argued. Now it was Hiccups turn to raise one eyebrow. He pointed at Zhang. "Well, maybe not a monster but a dragon perhaps?"

They all looked at the dragon that happily played with its two new friends outside the cave. "Zhang? The fog-monster? Really? He's like an overgrown puppy!" Josh said. "Well he is now, that he has found his counterpart. His other side of the coin." Hiccup said. They looked at him with blank faces. He sighed and took out 'A Heroes Guide to Deadly Dragons' and opened it at the very ending.

"My ancestor Hiccup the Second realized that shortly before he died. In his notes it says that the history between humans and dragons goes a long time back. He thinks every dragon and human have an opposite. Something that makes them whole. Like a soul mate. That also the reason why dragons live so long. To find their other half."

"You make it sound as if…I don't know…as if they know that too." Josh said. "Because they do. Dragons are no animals. But neither are they humans. They are something more. It's hard to explain. Loki called them creatures of light. They were born from light and they bring light. And light and darkness are the two oldest beings in the whole universe. They are two sides of a coin, counterparts.

I think it's the same with humans and dragons. They are two opposites. But once joined together they are something new." As if to underline his words Toothless came bouncing into the cave and muzzled Hiccup affectionately.

"I mean. Before Toothless and I bonded he was the intimating legend, the Night Fury! The unholy offspring of lightning and death itself! And now look at him."

The others nodded.

"I don't know if Nightlight is my opposite. I got her for my sixth birthday from a breeder." "Believe me. She wouldn't let you ride her if she didn't feel your connection." Hiccup said gently and smiled at her.

She shyly smiled back.

"Good, but coming back to my immunity." Josh said. "I think I know why I'm not affected." He swallowed. "And? Wanna share why?" He sighed. "From what I could gather, your fathers are…disappointed, right? All of your families, because…you are different. Right?" "Understatement of the century." Hiccup snorted. "Well. I think I'm not affected because there is no one left in my live that I could disappoint. No one has any expectations for me. I guess like this I can't disappoint anyone I love. Because they are all dead and nothing can change that."

There was a long silence.

Then Kate got up, walked around the fire and sat down next to him. "I'm sorry." She said. "Don't be. It's been ages ago. I've come to terms with everything."

"But…my mom's dead too. Why…why could Zhang use her against me?" Josh shrugged. "I don't know Hiccup. That's something only you can know."

Hiccup took a deep breath.

"Something like this can never happen again. How can we prevent such things?"

Kate shook her head.

"This is nothing you can fight with a pointy sword Hiccup. I think what has to happen that we…have to get over the fact that our families will never be able to accept us the way we are. Maybe if we, like Josh, come to terms with that, we won't be so vulnerable any more…" she suggested.

But Hiccups face morphed from uncertain to furious.

"You want me to give up hope that my father might ever love me? That I might be accepted? You want me to turn down my only family? I'm sorry but I can't! As much as I want to hate and forget them, I can't! I don't know why it's not so hard for you, but I can't."

With that he got up and left the cave, Toothless right beside him.

"Well done." Josh mumbled. She just threw him a dirty look. "Okay, I'll go and look for him. Geez!"

Josh swatted a few twigs away and fought his way through a bush.

"Hiccup?" he called. Nothing. Great. Now the guy could also blend in with his surroundings.

"Hiccup! You really shouldn't be wondering alone in your condition!" "What condition?" asked Hiccup right behind him.

Josh swirled around. "God above, don't sneak up on me like that." "You were following me." "Look, Kate probably didn't mean it that way." Hiccup sighed. "I know." "She cares for you."

For a moment Josh was tempted to tell him how much she cared for him.

But then he decided that it was Kates' business and not his.

(And they called him insensitive!)

"I know. I care for her too. I mean I feel totally responsible for her." "Even though it's her that always saves your sorry ass?" "Shut up."

"Freeze." Both boys swirled around at the sound of the alien voice.

"I believe I told you to freeze."

Three adolescents, maybe slightly older than Hiccup, maybe Josh's age, stood behind them. The boy in front, who had talked was fairly tall and had platinum blond hair and cold grey eyes. He was dressed in deep blue robes and grey trousers and had a crossbow in gloved hands.

"What do we have here. Two…boys…roaming on our island. Who are you?" "Who is he calling a boy?" Josh growled.

"You only talk when order to." One of the other boys said.
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**AN: Yes I know, it's been quite a while but come on, it is Christmas! I hope you have/had a nice time and got some nice presents.**

**I'll be honest my Christmas sucked. Sometimes relatives can be a real curse. Anyway have some nice rest-days-of-Christmas!**
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Chapter Forty-Two: When things get even worse

Hiccup sighed. This day wasn't getting any better.

Surrounded by some strange warriors in heavy armor and armed with swords and spears, he and Josh were escorted to Hiccup could only guess where.

The Blondie walked in front of the little procession, chin high up and Hiccup fought the urge to punch him.

Just being around this guy made Hiccup aggressive.

Josh walked next to him, looking equally annoyed. "I swear, once we get out of here I smack him till Friday and its only Wednesday!" "If you hadn't opened your big mouth in first place, we might not be in this situation." Hiccup hissed back.

Shortly after Blondie and his friends had discovered them on Misty Island, Josh had let go lose some of his more colorful vocabulary.

It had ended with approximately forty soldiers popping out of nowhere and a very pleased and smug Blondie.

"Can you blame me? That guy is…. I don't know but he…" "Yeah, I know how you feel. I always felt like this around my cousin and his friends. Just try to ignore it." "Easy for you to say." Hiccup just rolled with his eyes.

"But if we get out of here, I promise you, you can hit him as much as you want." He added. "You mean when we get out of here!" Josh corrected. "Right?" Hiccup stayed silent.

"You…you do have a plan, right?" "Does counting on Kate to find us count as a plan?" Josh looked at him with big eyes. "You can't be serious. You have no plan?" "Maybe I can think of something. But only if you give me a chance to think."

"QUIET! Prisoners don't talk." Blondie suddenly screamed in front of them.

Both boys stayed calm.

"We've been talking for ages and you only realize that now? You're not as good as you think you are Blondie!" Josh exclaimed.

Blondie clenched his fists.

He stepped closer to Josh. "Do you want to find out how good I am?" Josh pulled a face. "Sorry, not interested in a Blow-Job. Maybe you can ask one of your boyfriends here if they want to see how good you are."

Hiccup groaned.

Josh too. Blondie had sucker-punched him in the stomach, shutting him up very effectively.

Despite the obvious pain he was in, Josh wheezed: "See: You're denying the truth. Instead of accepting it, you attack people so they can't hurt you. The psychologist within me says…" "Josh, shut the hell up, you are no psychologist. You only make it worse!" Hiccup intervened before Blondie could knock the lights out of Josh.

Blondie regained his composure. "See, your friend already learned it." He looked at them with an icy stare.

"You should learn to respect those above you."

Hiccup snorted. "I hope you don't mean yourself."

Luckily he saw the punch in time and ducked but before he could counter he was restrained by two guards.

Blondie straightened his hair.

"You two, you will spend your stay in the dungeons. And we will forget about you and let you rot there for fifty years before we remember and get you a trail. And then I will have the pleasure to kill you."

He walked away and the group continued their marsh.

"He seriously needs to work on his anger issues. It's not healthy." Josh wheezed. "Josh, shut up, you are not funny." Hiccup hissed angrily.

**AN: Yes, next chapter will be longer. I promise!**
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Chapter Forty-Three: Separated

Kate was mad.

"Boys." She muttered as she picked her way through the trees. "Why do I even waste my time?"

She wasn't pleased at all. First they had gotten stuck in that mist with a dragon that could make your worst fears come alive.

It also had made them sick and weak. Kate hated feeling weak. It was to girly.

Then Josh, Josh of all people, had somehow saved them from said monster-dragon and insisted that he wanted to keep it.

That had all ended in an argument in which Hiccup had walked away from the camp fuming and Josh following after a while.

And now both guys were nowhere to be found.

The nerve!

When the sun had reached its highest peak, Kate had started to get impatient.

She knew Hiccup needed time to cool down but please! Not several hours.

So without further ado she had broken up camp and was now searching with three dragons on her tail her two missing companions.

They broke the timberline and they found themselves at a stony beach. The sudden sunlight in her face hurt her eyes and she shielded her eyes.

When she adjusted to the new light and took in her surroundings, she thought she didn't see right.

"Toothless! I need Hiccups map!"

The dragon in question stopped next to her and she began searching Hiccups saddlebags. She didn't care about his privacy and rummaged through his belongings.

There were cloth, books, pencils, more cloth, weapons, paper, more books, food, tools, paper, and some wooden carvings…hell, where did that boy keep his maps?

Finally she found then and rolled them apart.

Then she scanned the area.

"Jepp, looks like we got closer than Hiccup thought."

She trailed with the finger over the area on the map that was brushed with white paint, symbolizing the Misty Island. Then she trailed father east and her fingers stopped at the outline of Talkin.

Then she looked up.

At the horizon she could make out the outline of said land.

But that was not everything.

"Nightlight, fly me up. You stay!" she ordered the dragons.

Clinging to the saddle she raced through the clouds. It were roughly fifteen Kilometers from the Misty Island to Talkin, but the blurry line of land was not what made her frown.

And her frown deepened the closer she got.

Maybe five kilometers from the shores of Talkin away a row of ships seemed to ring the complete, massive body of the country.

But the ships were nothing like she'd ever seen before. They were gig enough for a cavalry of dragons to land on deck and still there would be enough space for a small village. **(And I am talking not about a fishing-boat; I am talking about ships like the ****USS**_**Enterprise**_** (****CVAN-65) or these huge container-ships! And then imagine those forming a ring around a country the size of Australia! If it helps you getting the image it better!)**

Kate reached for Hiccups looking-glass and scanned the scene from above.

On the deck of the ships men patrolled armed with weapons. Others manned cannons and harpoons, bolas and other nasty war-machines.

On each mast was a flag hoisted. It was blood red with gruesome black paintings of weapons and horrible scenes of men-slaughter.

"What the hell is going on down there?"

She steered Nightlight closer but the moment she broke the clouds there came a sound from beneath her.

She saw people blowing into massive horns and suddenly there were nets and bolas coming her way together with burning orbs and bolts fired from crossbows.

"Nightlight down!" she bellowed and the dragoness obeyed, going into a dive.

Kate pressed herself against Nightlights warm body and shut her eyes as the dragon started spinning, trying to avoid the things coming their way.

She felt something whistling past her ear, missing her by an inch or two.

"Please, please, please!" she whispered. "Please make me get through this alive! Let me make it back to the others."

Nightlight desperately tried to avoid the projectiles but she didn't see the bola coming their way.

Dragon and rider plumed down like a rock and disappeared out of shooting range.

**AN: Yes I know, it's short even though I promised it to be longer, well, deal with it :-D But there is more coming, I swear!**
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Chapter Forty-Four: The calm before the storm

Hiccup was pretty sure things would have gotten more smoothly if he hadn't mentioned the dragons.

Blondie had brought them to some small ships with which they had sailed from the Misty Island to a small neighbor island, only a few hundred meters away, which Hiccup had totally forgotten about.

It was inhabited by a community half the size of Berk and just like Berk it was fishing-village.

They lived from the trade and with Talkin just around the corner they had pretty much everything.

At least according to the maps and the things he'd read about.

As it turned out, the village was just a run-down piece of…junk.

It really looked bad and Hiccup felt a pang of pity in the depth of his stomach.

What had happened?

He'd never seen such a poor village.

Blondie lead them straight through town.

Many of the residents came out or stopped doing whatever they were doing. They all looked weathered and not really happy. They frowned when they walked past and as soon as they were out of sight they picked up their work again.

Hiccup soon noticed that there weren't much young people. Just the really young and the really old ones.

And Blondie with his squad of wanna-be-soldiers.

Blondie kicked the door to the biggest house open and they entered.

It probably once had been an enormous and well-crafted house. Now it was completely run-down and Hiccup couldn't make one step without stepping on a lose floorboard.

Once he'd adjusted to that, he looked up and saw a long table ahead. At its top sat a man that reminded him a lot of his father. Just this man wasn't _that_ vast and blond and only had one eye. Besides that he was dressed in rags of what once probably had been fine clothing. In the belts he had strapped cross his chest stuck several daggers and he was missing his Pinkie and his ring finger on his left hand. Also his shoulders seemed to be on different levels.

All in all this man was a battle hardened veteran.

Somehow that didn't make Hiccup feel any better.

Next to him Josh swallowed hard.

"Chief. The patrol is back." Blondie said loudly and stood at attention.

The chief looked up and Hiccup sucked in his breath.

Something was familiar about that face. He just wasn't sure what…

"And?" the man growled. Now it was Blondie's time to swallow. "We found these intruders on the cursed Island while doing our patrol."

The chiefs' eyes now turned to Josh and Hiccup.

"Ah see." Then: "Bring 'em here." One of the guards punched Hiccup in the back.

Slowly he walked past the chairs on both sides on the table, which were occupied by elderly looking men with suspicious expressions on their face.

Next to the chief they stopped and Hiccup put on a determined face.

"Hello." The chief said calmly.

Both, man and boy eyed each other.

"Hello." Hiccup greeted back.

"What's your name?" "Who wants to know that?" "Me; obviously." "And who are you?" "I am the chief. The name's Hamish." "That's a Viking name." Hiccup noticed. The man laughed. "Very good. Yes. My ancestors came from the north. But that was a long time ago." "Interesting." Hiccup mumbled. "What did you say?" "Nothing."

Hamish eyed him closely.

"So, tell me your name." "It's Hiccup Horrendous Haddock the Third." There were no emotions in the man's' face.

"Interesting." He mumbled.

"What?" Hiccup asked warily. He'd learned the hard way that when people knew who you were before you knew, it usually was a bad thing.

"Nothing. Now tell me, what where you doing on that cursed neighbor Island of ours? Don't you know how dangerous it is? You were lucky that one of our patrols rescued you before it got dark." "Rescued?" Josh piped up. "More like kidnapped us! We were fine on our own." "Hush." The chief said and looked at Hiccup. But Hiccup ignored his question. There was something about this man. Something awfully familiar. Hiccup narrowed his eyes. What was the chief hiding?

"We were just resting. We are on a trip. We were flying for a long time and got lost in the mist so we…" "Flying?" the chief interrupted him and his eyes narrowed down dangerously. "What do you mean with flying?"

To late Hiccup remembered what Will had told him all those weeks ago.

"_But there are places in the world that don't like dragons. They kill them. For fun, in self-defense, whatever. I know they think so in Durgonheim. And in the Archipelago and in Talkin."_

Shit. Talkin was just a stone-throw away. And judging by the man's reaction they followed the same believes. He cursed under his breath.

Hiccup had managed to let the one other nation that disliked dragons know that they were riding them.

And Josh decided to confirm it.

"What, what do _you_ mean? We mean our dragons of course. And guess what, the dragon I'm riding… it's that Misty-Dragon that can make your nightmares come true. Cool eh?"

Oh how dearly Hiccup whished Josh somewhere had a leverage that you could pull so he would shut up. Some sort of mute-leverage.

"What…did you say?" the chief asked dangerously slowly as he got up, as all the other did too.

"Ahm…dragons?" Josh asked silently and looked at Hiccup for confirmation.

"You're in league with those devils?" Hamish roared.

"And there comes the Viking blood forward." Hiccup groaned.

"Sir, I know that you are probably not at best terms with dragons but…" "PROBABLY? SIZE THEM!" Hiccup had no time to finish his reasoning.

He was roughly grabbed and his hands were chained behind his back.

"No, please, you have to hear what we've got to say! It's important." "I don't deal with you lot. You are all traitors! Dragons are beasts! And now get them out of my sight!"

With dreadful finality the iron-bars closed and the guards left.

"For a village in such a poor state they have a good prison!" Josh said. "Everybody has hobbies." Hiccup muttered.

They were sitting in some kind of cages, which, very much to their both dismay, were hanging three meters above the ground.

Not very high but still; it sucked. No matter how much or little you moved, the whole thing just moved with you.

"Is it too early to ask how your brilliant escape plan is coming along?"

Hiccup just shot his a dirty look. "Why don't you help me?" "Already told you. I'm more for fighting. Not thinking." "Just take your flute and make them release us and the chief listen to us." "Sorry mate. But my flute's still with my other stuff and that's probably still back in the other island with the dragons and Kate and…" "Holy mother of Thor! We forgot about Kate!" "No kidding mate!" "What do you think she's going to do?" "You tell me, you've known her longer." Hiccup ran his hands through hair trying to think what to do." "Well, she will know by now that something's off. And I think she will search for us. And she will find this island, probably even the village but…I don't know. If she comes here and asks for us she will be caged too! And when she comes with dragons…they probably will kill them. But Kate

probably doesn't know, so there's…no way telling what will happen, concerning her." "And concerning us?" "We have to make the chief listen. Only then we stand a chance." "Last time you tried make people listen to you, you were marked as a slave. And the time before that you burned down a palest and made a King very angry. You sure we can rely on your diplomatic skills?" "Well, what good have you done for our situation? If you would have let me do the talking we probably wouldn't be here in first place!" "Why don't you just melt the iron and get us out of here?" "So I can give them a reason to shoot me down?" "Whatever." Josh growled and leaned back. Imminently his cage started swinging wildly.

They didn't speak for what felt like hours. Josh was still sulking and Hiccups brain was working overtime.

The sun was already setting as far as they could see through the small windows in the roof, when the door to the prison opened again.

Both boys tried to see who it was and both groaned in disappointment when they spotted Blondie.

"Oh great. What does he want now?" Josh asked through clenched teeth.

Blondie, still dressed in deep blue and his armor, strolled down the aisle and stopped in front of them.

"Hello there Losers!"

Hiccup just groaned and leaned back so he didn't have to look at the guy.

"Go away." He just said annoyed.

"Now look at this." He could hear the smirk in the guys' voice. "Not so high and mighty anymore." Hiccup looked down at him through the bars of his cage. "Actually we're still higher up than you, come to think of it."

As an answer Blondie hit his cage with a long iron pole and Hiccup was thrown from side to side. "Stop it you brainless piece of seaweed!" he snapped.

"Oh, that's not very nice." "Yeah, not as nice as throwing innocent people into jail." Josh growled. "But you're not innocent." Blondie's voice hardened. "Listen Blondie, I give a damn what you think of me. Just go away and annoy someone else." Hiccup advised.

Another blow shook his cage.

"Get yourself a private life." Josh added which resulted in him swinging back and forth too.

"You are so stupid. How you made it this far is a miracle." Blondie sneered. "And it's a miracle your parents kept you after you were born." Josh taunted.

Blondie's face grew hot red.

"Shut the hell up you worthless piece of s***! You know nothing!" Josh rolled with his eyes. "Oh, let me guess, problems at home? As if I care. Just get lost and let us do our job." "Josh. That's enough." Hiccup stopped him.

Josh grumbled something under his breath but stopped.

Hiccup looked at Blondie. "What do you want anyway?" he asked. "You probably didn't come to pay us a visit and entertain us, did you?"

Blondie sat down on a barrel and leaned against pillar.

"I'm curious." He just said. "Curiosity killed the cat!" Josh sang happily. Blondie rolled with his eyes.

"Where are you from?" he asked. "None of your business." Josh growled. "What do you want?" "Classified." Hiccup answered. "We won't go down without a struggle." Blondie said determined.

Both Josh and Hiccup looked at him with equally irritated faces. "What?" they asked simultaneously.

"You and the devils won't get us. We've suspected it for a long time now. We are ready."

Josh looked at Hiccup with one raised eyebrow. "Do you know what the heck he's talking about?" Hiccup shook his head. "No, but he kinda reminds me of Dagur the Deranged of the Berserker-Tribe."

"Just play dumb. I know your true intentions."

With that Blondie left.

Linebreaklinebreaklinebreaklinebreaklinebreaklinebreaklinebreaklinebreaklinebreaklinebreak

Kate was sure her head was killing her.

When she regained consciousness her head throbbed and hurt like hell. Or like that time Nightlight had given her a clout. Accidently of course…

She tried to figure out where she was and what was the matter.

She was lying face down on the surf. So much she could tell by the sand and the wet feeling around her waist.

And she was pretty sure her hair and cloth were a mess.

She also found out that she could barely move.

So she raised her head, which hurt like hell, and tried to see something through the wisps of hair falling in front of her eyes.

"Nightlight?" she asked weakly. Indeed she was pressed against the back of her dragon. She could feel her deep breaths in her back.

With the confirmation that her friend was still alive she fell back into oblivion.

The next time she came around things were clearer.

The sun was standing low and she was cold.

"Nightlight?" A deep comforting purr sounded next to her. "I'm glad you're alright girl." The dragon made soothing noises.

Kate shook her head so she could finally see fully. A bola was wrapped around her and her dragon. And the more they struggled, the tighter the bonds got.

"Great." She cursed. She tried to reach her knives but it was difficult. She had to twist her elbow in a very unnatural angle. Also her fingers were numb and stiff.

She ended up cutting herself badly in the hand but at least she had one of her daggers to use.

Her arms were without any energy and her movements were slow and sloppy and it seemed to take ages before the first rope snapped.

By then the sun nearly touched the horizon.

While cutting the ropes her mind wandered off, trying to remember what had happened.

Images flashed through her mind.

She was flying high above the water.

The outline of Talkin rising in front of her.

But it was surrounded by a barricade of ships.

The people on board had shot her down, before even coming close.

What was going on there? What did that mean?

And where the boys?

The last cord snapped and she rolled away, getting on all fours and carefully she sat up.

She just realized how lucky she was not to have landed in the ocean. They would have drowned.

Clumsy she sat up and turned around.

"Nightlight!"

Though the sun was setting and it got darker by the minute, she could clearly see the dragoness lying in the sand.

Though she was awake she looked weak and it was very likely that she still was hurt.

"Girl!" she called and hurried to her friend's side.

"Where does it hurt?" The dragon mewed and raised her right front paw which looked swollen and was bleeding.

"Oh. Okay, hold on." Kate jumped towards the saddle-bags which, thankfully, had survived the fall.

She grabbed the closest piece of cloth and hurried back to her friends' front.

"Okay girl, this going to hurt but I need to wrap this around your paw until I find Hiccup and he can have a closer look at it, okay?" In respond the dragoness carefully nudged her in the belly and purred.

"Good." Kate sat to work. It was difficult, because she didn't want to hurt Nightlight anymore.

Miraculously she had gotten away with just some minor injuries. Cuts and bruise, maybe a slight concussion and a sprained wrist at the most.

"Okay, this should do it, at least for a while. Now we must find somewhere for you to stay while I search for Hiccup and Josh." A thought struck her. What had happened to Toothless and Zhang? She had told the dragons to stay put but had they listened to her?

Well, it wasn't like Toothless could fly away but what if he went to search for the boys himself? Would Zhang have accompanied him?

And where were the boys? Why hadn't they come back?

As far as they all had assumed the Island had been uninhabited. Had they been wrong? Maybe cannibals?

Kate clutched her head.

Too many 'If's' and questions circled through her head.

One step at the time, she told herself.

So she made mental list in her head:

Find shelter for her dragon.

Find food

Find out where I am

Search for lost friends

Find and kick lost friends in the butt

Shouldn't I come as far to 4. then I should search for the dragons

Shouldn't I find them I'm screwed

She stood up straight and scanned her surroundings.

Behind her rose the sand dunes all along the shore-line.

Behind her was the ocean.

Left and right the stony beach went on.

So she turned around and climbed the dunes.

There was not much. Straight ahead there was mostly flat land, fields of grain with wildflowers in between and a small forest behind those.

To her left there seemed to be a rather large furrow. To her right the land seemed to make a sharp turn and she could only see the ocean and flat land.

So left it was.

She walked over to the furrow. It was deeper then assumed and much narrower.

At the bottom seawater had gathered and it looked pretty muddy. But it seemed to lead into a gorge.

She slithered down the slope and carefully entered the small gorge.

There were many caves but none that was big enough.

She was about to give up when she found a cave the right size. Still small but big enough for Nightlight.

She was about to hurry back when she heard the unmistakable sound of human voices. She froze. So this island wasn't uninhabited.

She thought about showing herself but she decided against it. She didn't know if these people were friend or foe and she still had to care for her dragon-friend.

"Girl! I found somewhere for you to stay but we have to hurry. Can you walk?"

The dragoness heaved herself up and followed her through the sand dunes into the gorge.

Faintly she could make out the shine of torches coming her way.

"Faster!" she whispered, still looking up.

The light was getting closer.

"In there!" she advised her dragon before diving in the next dark corner.

Holding her breath Kate listened to the approaching footsteps.

Soon she could hear the conversation going on only a few feet above her.

"I don't know. But I don't like it. It's been too silent in the last time, don't you think?" "Be glad George. It's not like I'm looking forward a battle." "Their plotting against us! I tell you!" this George guy said. "You are so paranoid." "You are not careful enough." There was a short silence in which the two males walked closer.

"Do you really think it's because of _them_?" "Of course! I tell you, bad things are about to happen." George grumbled. Kate would love to know what they were talking about. "Bad things already happened. How can it get worse? There is the barricade, there are the raids, the taxes, and the uneven politics…No you think those two boys are going to give us trouble too?"

Kate's heart stared racing. Two boys? Trouble? Definitely her two boys! So at least they were alive.

She perked up, not wanting to miss a single part of their conversation.

"Oh yes." George continued with a sneer. "But they don't look like much." The other man noticed. "So did Charles." The other man paused before he said. "But that was different." He said eventually. "Not in my eyes. They are all traitors."

They continued walking and Kate saw herself forced to follow them.

She shot Nightlight one last glance.

"I'll be back!" she mouthed and followed the two men.

The men walked a long time in silence.

Then the other one said: "I'd say we give the boys a chance. We had no problem with the beast for ages. I mean of course there were raids and we had to fight for our share of fish and wild-life but we got along most of the times."

"They're beast and beats will always be beasts. They're no pets." George said venomously. "Then how come the rest of the world gets along with them?" "Not the _whole_ world." "You know what I mean." "They're under a spell probably. Did you never hear of the beasts hypnotizing abilities?" "Those are just fairy-tales." "And the monster from that cursed Mist-Island? And all the other dragons that live there? Are they fairy-tales?" "All I'm trying to say is that you shouldn't take everything for the truth!" "What do you know?" George asked through gritted teeth.

The other man just sighed. "Let's head back." He said and their steppes started to veer away from where Kate was crouched between rocks and tall grass.


	45. Firestorm

Chapter Forty-Fife: Firestorm

Hiccup wasn't sure what woke him. The cries or the sound of collapsing watch-tower next to the prison.

Either way he was awake in seconds, stumbling to his feet, holding on to the iron bars.

In the cage next to him Josh groaned as he got up.

"For God's sake, what time is it?" he asked. "Don't know but it must be past midnight." "Why are they making such a noise out there?" Josh asked before he shouted: "EY! SOME OF US ARE ACTUALLY TRYING TO SLEEP YOU FISH-EATING WORMS!"

Then Hiccup saw the orange glow of fire through the small windows and painfully familiar roars.

Dragon-roars.

Suddenly he felt like swept back in time. He froze.

The sound of running feet on hard ground. Roaring Dragons in the sky. Angry and desperate war-cries. The sound of fighting. The crackling sound of fire consuming everything in its path.

Before He'd taken it all in Hiccup knew what was happening.

He turned to Josh, his face pale.

"Dragon-Raid." He whispered.

Kate:

Kate had followed that George guy and his companion and had found a village. The flags hanging down from the masts just outside the village marked the as property of Talkin. The crest was the same as in their national flag. A badger fighting with a snake.

She tried to remember if she'd read about this village and came to the conclusion….no.

Or? Well she had read about the trade center of the east. A mighty town on an Island before the coast of Talkin. Known as the 'Gate to the east'.

But this run-down fishing village a trading nation? Not really.

And yet she still could see the remains of a fort, there were stone pillars that probably once belonged to a port and some of the houses were too big for a village.

As she crept along the outline of the village she hid in the forest that surrounded the village on three sides.

There were men patrolling back and forth. Every few meters torches light the night.

She tried to make out conversations but the people were awfully quiet and just did their chores.

She crouched behind a moss-covered tree trunk that was lying on its side.

The village was tiny compared to what she'd seen before.

Yet there were remains of real roads and she even could make out street signs. But those usually were common in big cities.

The more she saw the more she felt dread settle in her stomach.

She continued her way around the village, staying out of the guards' way.

A patrol came her way and she quickly ducked again.

Doing so she lost her footing on the wet ground and with a silent gasp she tumbled down into a ravine.

Once the world stopped spinning she got to her feet.

Her head was seriously complaining.

She supported herself on a log and tried to find a way out of the ravine.

Carefully she made a few steps.

Suddenly she felt the ground change under her feet from soft forest floor to stone.

She stepped back and knelt down.

Why was there a stony floor so far away from the village?

She began pushing the foliage and branches aside until she had cleared the ground. The flagstones she'd discovered were clearly made by human hands. They were to smooth to be made by nature and they were all rectangular.

She followed the flagstones with one hand trailing over their surface until her path was blocked by fallen trees.

No…not trees she realized. Those were walls. Broken, destroyed, _burned _walls!

Kate quickly got rid of all the stuff that had grown over the ruins.

Her heart started pumping again. Fear and dread settled in her stomach. She shot to her feet, her head flying around.

There.

She hurried over to the next ruin, hidden by branches, rootage, leaves and moss. It was the same. A destroyed house. She could barely make out the foundations.

As moonlight poured through the leaves of the trees that had grown on those ruins she could make out more vague shapes ahead of her.

As she hurried through, what looked to her like a graveyard, she stumbled across a tree.

But it was no normal tree. This tree had grown next to some stone column but with the time, as the tree grew and was in need of more space, it had started growing _around_ the column, making it look like it was slowly eating the column.

But with the light streaming down from the sky, Kate was still able to make out the carving inside the stone.

_From north, south and west they shall come,_

_to here, where our all history once begun._

_United we shall stand, united shall be our lives,_

_the earth as our mother and the sea our wife,_

_with light form the sky and love from the heart;_

_this shall be one part._

_Evil, beware the greatness of mankind_

_Beware the wonder and strength a true heart can find._

_Here, at the roots of fate,_

_Port East shall stand against the hate,_

_So our children may live one day,_

_In a world where light forever will stay._

_I give this to my kind._

_Your strength hides inside._

_H.H.H. II_

Kate thought she would be sick.

This was it. Port East. The 'gate to the East'.

A town once known for its greatness, reduced to a village, hidden from stares.

Why had this never reached the other six nations?

What was going on?

Her fingers moved of the signatory. _H.H.H. II_

"What is going on? How could this have happened?"

Her question was answered when flames light up the sky above her and the screaming started.

Hiccup:

He felt sick. A dragon raid. It had been so long since he'd experienced one.

And in the last one he'd shoot down Toothless, embarrassed himself in front of the whole village and had gotten into another argument with his father.

But also he'd been younger, inexperienced, stupid you could say.

He was shocked how little difference it now made.

Fear clouded his mind.

This was different than home. _Was it?_ A little voice asked in the back of his mind. He shook his head.

"This is bad, right?" Josh asked. "Yes, yes it is!"

Hiccup tried to see what was going on. Occasionally he could make out a scaly body flying overhead and spears and nets and bolas flying through the night.

Also he saw fire.

And the desperate look on the people faces, trying to fight the dragons and keeping the fire from destroying everything.

"We need to help them!" Hiccup said determined. Josh looked at him incredulously. "Have you lost it? No way, I'm helping those people. They want to leave us here to rot! They can perish in the flames for all I care!" Hiccup shook his head. "No we cannot! We're going to die along them eventually." "What do you want to do? Train all those dragons that are attacking?" Hiccup shrugged. "Basically." "That is madness." "That is our only chance to prove that dragons are no brainless beasts with evil intentions!" "Good luck with that mate!" "Josh! We somehow have to get them to listen to us!" Josh rolled with his eyes. "Alright alright I'm coming. But if we die, I'm going to blame you."

Hiccup smiled.

"Thanks old friend." "Yeah yeah. Don't get sentimental. Just get going."

Melting the iron bars was piece of cake for Hiccups fire-powers.

A they burst outside, they both froze for a moment.

"Holy mother of Loki!" Hiccup whispered.

It was a mess. Everything was on fire. People ran around like headless chicken. Burning sheep were hunted by a squad of dragons. Other dragons attacked the villagers, sometimes picking one of the up, randomly, and dropping them again.

Hiccup flinched at the sickening sound of a body smacking on the stone pavement. Josh looked equally horrified.

"Okay. We too have problems with dragons but usually they just steal our cattle of accidently burn something down or something like this. But they really rarely attack. Only when the feel threatened or when you're too close to their nests!" he whispered to Hiccup.

Hiccup agreed.

In Berk the dragons only attacked their animals too. And when the Vikings started to attack them they of course fought back but never they…slaughtered them. Unlike the Vikings.

Something cold settle in the pit of Hiccups stomach.

With a very weak voice he said: "Josh?" "Yes?" "Something is horribly wrong here!" "No kidding." "No, I mean it. This…this not proper dragon behavior! I mean…it's not a dragon's nature to kill humans!" "What do you mean?" "Remember what I told you about dragons and humans being two parts of the same coin?" "Yes." "A dragon chooses his rider. Not the other way around. For a dragon killing a human is like you killing your own siblings." Josh flinched. "It's not normal." "So why can humans kill dragons so easily?" "I don't think it's easier for them. I mean I couldn't when I met Toothless. I think they just don't realize how hard it actually is for them. Above all, dragons are far more intelligent and sensible on a whole different and new level." "So and why are these dragons killing people anyway?" "Because something's wrong with them."

Hiccup could feel the truth in his words.

They didn't have time to talk any more.

"Hey! What are you doing out of your cages…How did you even get out?"

They turned and found themselves nose to nose with Blondie. Though his hair was more grey from dirt and ash and his cloth were shredded.

"We're here to help!" Hiccup said. "Yes, to help the dragons. Sorry to tell you but their doing a good job without you already. Now get back into those cages before I run you through! I deal with you once the raid is over." Before any of them could do as told, there was a roar from behind them.

A Monstrous Nightmare attacked them. "Down!" Josh bellowed and grabbed Blondie by his color and dived into safety. Hiccup just closed his eyes and felt his body be engulfed by the flames.

Once the flames died down Hiccup grinned up at the Nightmare.

"Bad dragon." He tossed out his hand a fireball shot toward the dragon. It exploded in its chest and the dragons was catapulted backwards with such force he went down in the ocean.

Hiccup winced a bit. This was about dispelling the dragons for now.

He turned around to his two companions.

"You alright?" he asked. Blondie staggered to his feet.

"You should be roasted meat!" he said accusingly. Hiccup shrugged. "Do you want our help or not? I promise you can lock us up afterwards! And we won't try to flee!" Blondie snorted. "Try to help if you want. You will be killed. You have no idea! And I'm not worried about you escaping. They sat our boats again on fire. We're stuck here."

With that Blondie disappeared between burning houses.

Kate:

Kate threw all cautious in the wind and ran for the village. But it was difficult. Many times she tripped and fell.

When she made it to the village, everything was on fire.

She stumbled through two houses onto the main road. It was a scene from a nightmare.

And the fact that a Monstrous Nightmare was cutting a cutter through the village, heading her way, didn't help.

She dived behind two barrels.

Looking around she froze.

There they were.

Hiccup and Josh! Talking with a person before said person took off into some smaller street.

She wanted to run over to her friends and huge and punch them for being alive and well but between her and the boys were several hundred meters as well as burning buildings, dragons, crazy unknown people with weapons and burning cattle.

She took a deep breath and grabbed her knives.

She saw a Nadder coming from the left and she dived again before its claws could grab her.

She got to her feet and ran.

The dragon screeched and began to chase her.

What was happening? Kate had never experienced something like this!

She jumped into a small ditch and pressed her back against the walls.

A few moments passed which felt like ages and when she looked again the Nadder was gone.

She sighed with relive.

That moment something closed around her upper right arm and yanked her upwards.

It was the Nadder.

Involuntary Kate screamed and tossed around, trying to free herself.

"No, NO!"

The Nadder suddenly screeched and let go.

Kate screamed again as she fell but instead of landing on the hard ground someone caught her.

"I got you!" an unfamiliar voice said.

She turned her head towards the voice and looked into a rather handsome but cold and dirty face of a boy, maybe Josh's age, around eighteen.

"Thank you." She whispered. "No problem." The boy eyed her while setting her down on her feet.

"Who are you?" he asked. "You…you don't seem familiar…" She opened her mouth to say something but somebody else was faster.

"KATE!"

The next second she was tackled in a fierce hug.

She stumbled a bit before she wrapped her arms around Hiccups neck.

She felt him breathing heavily. Despite the life-and-death situation butterflies were filling her stomach and everything was forgotten for a second.

"Oh gods of Asgard! Kate! We were so worried!" "You were worried? What do you think I felt like? Left alone in the woods!" Hiccup stepped back sheepishly grinning and said: "Sorry but this guy here had us kidnapped." And pointed at her savior.

"Really? Well, he just saved my life." She said. Hiccup raised an eyebrow. "Really?" he asked skeptically.

"Wait, you belong together?" her savior asked, sounding strangely harsh. "Yes." Kate said.

Before anyone could say something Josh tackled them all to the ground and a Zippelback nearly missed them.

Hiccup was the first up and help out his arm again.

When the Zippelback again tried to burn them his stream of flames crashed midway into Hiccups flames.

Irritated by that it stopped and got caught by the flames erupting from Hiccups hand.

It screeched and flew away.

"Well done Hiccup." Kate muttered.

Hiccup shrugged. "The twins once said: "Fight fire with fire."* Kate didn't know what he was talking about but she could always ask him later.

But before that the desperate cry of: "Fire! Too much fire! Desert the village!" "NO!" came a loud roar back.

Kate turned around to Hiccup. "Can you do something about the flames?" He looked uncertain. "I…I don't know."

He stepped to next closest burning building and touched the licking flames. He concentrated and then…it seemed like he absorbed the flames in his hand until the house wasn't burning anymore.

All three of them stared at him. "Hiccup…that was amazing. Can you do it again?" Hiccup nodded and raised his arms.

From all over the place the flames seemed to lift from the burning objects and cattle and flew towards hiccup and conflate with his body until he was glowing.

When the last bit of fire had entered his body there was a small moment of silence.

Then, all of a sudden, all the dragons rose into the air and disappeared in the night, heading in the direction of Misty-Island.

Silence returned once again, disregarding the cracking of the flames and the moans of the wounded.

A heavy, bulky men appeared.

He pointed with his mighty ax at them.

"You." He was breathing heavily "You have some explaining to do!"

**AN: Yep, expanding Hiccups powers a bit. Thought would be nice. But don't worry. I won't over exaggerate! And yeah, they are reunited and now *drum roll* we come to something big! **

**Next chapter: Mysteries are going to be reveled, explanations are made, old friends reappear and above all…someone falls in love.**

**I know the chapters are not so good in last time but I'm a bit down at the moment, don't know why. But thanks anyway for reading!**

**Love, Kate**

***: Defenders of Berk, Zippelback Down**


	46. Dream a dream

**AN: to 'Guest': The twins are always blowing stuff up. I figured they did something similar already, so why not pretend? :-D**

**Oh and: Happy New Year!**

Chapter Forty-Six: Dream a dream

With cuffed wrists they were thrown in front of Hamish. He towered over them with a fresh gash on his forehead that was still bleeding.

"I would really like to know what is going on here!" he growled. "First of all, you are supposed to be in cages. Second you supposed to be two, not three, where did you come from?" he said, directing his words to Kate. "And most of all, what was that fire-display you just made? Magic? Here? I haven't seen such things in quite a while! Now talk! Before I make you!" he shouted.

"Told you he wouldn't take it well." Hiccup hissed at Josh. "Well, he's also not going to like what you are about to tell him!" he whispered back.

"SILENCE!" Hamish roared.

Blondie, who had cleaned up, stood behind him, grinning smugly.

Hiccup was annoyed.

"Sir. I'm sorry. I tried to talk to you but you wouldn't hear me…" he started but Hamish interrupted him. "So now it's my fault?" he growled. "Well, it certainly isn't my fault that the dragons attacked." Hiccup hissed back.

"Of course it is. You North-people attract problems like light attracts moths." "Us North-people? I'm sorry but I don't know what you're talking about."

"Don't play stupid on my boy. You're not the first Horrendous Haddock to come here. And you are like pest! The first time you came here, you brought us dragons!" Hiccup groaned inwardly. Great. Another dude who couldn't stand him thanks to his family.

"Can somebody please explain to me what we Vikings did to set you all off so badly? Because I have no clue whatsoever!"

Hamish growled.

"Then let me enlighten you, _please_!"

Hamish swirled around and sat down in his throne/chair. He raised his hands and pointed outside where men and women and children were picking up the debris of the previous nights fight.

"Don't you see what they do to us for generations? Port East was destroyed because of them! The balance of power was interrupted centuries ago when that blasted Hiccup Horrendous Haddock the Second showed up here like some kind of Messiah! He claimed to bring peace to the world by uniting men and dragon again.

But all he did was incite them against us.

He killed the chief in the past, married his wife, disowned his step-sons and founded his own line of heirs and took over control of Port East!"

Hamish roared the last sentence and there was madness in his gaze.

Hiccup shook his head. "No. He wouldn't so such thing."

"And yet he did."

Hamish's face was deep red. "For centuries his dirty blood controlled this part of the world. Until maybe forty years back. Do you want to know what happened then?" Hiccup didn't move. His face was blank.

"My father, a descendant of the original blood of chieftains, killed him and restored everything to its original way. But do you know what happened then?" Hiccup just stared at him.

"Your ancestors had on last trick up their sleeve." Hamish's breathing was hard and his face looked like swollen strawberry.

"Once my father had killed the last of his blood, something happened with the beasts. With no apparent reason they started to attack us at night. Tried to kill my father, my mother, my siblings; they tried to kill me." Hiccups own heart was beating fast.

"And should I tell you why? Because Hiccup the second knew that the true heirs one day would reclaim Port East from his dirty Viking hands! So his children cursed us all! They controls the beasts. You control the beasts! You Haddocks are power hungry, selfish, immoral and dirty people."

"They only wanted to help!" Hiccup shouted. "Help with what?" Hamish roared back.

"To defeat the Darkness! The Evil! To prevent bad things from happening!"

Hamish jumped to his feet.

"ENOUGH! THAT WAS JUST WHAT HICCUP THE SECOND CLAIMED TO DO!" "Because he was on the same mission as we are!" "LIES!" "I tell the truth! Midgard will fall if you don't overcome your anger and grief and listen to what I have to say!"

Hamish backhanded him in the face and he struggled to stay on his feet.

He could hear Kate and Josh hiss in anger.

He remained calm.

He had to.

"Please. We can help! We don't ride dragons for nothing! I'm sure we can figure out what's wrong with the dragons and bring you peace!" He tried to sound convincing but Hamish's glare was freezing his insides.

The chieftains hands were clenched into tight fists and his breathing didn't sound healthy.

"You little bastard! I knew I should have killed you. But don't worry I won't make that mistake again!" Hiccup felt a pang of panic creeping up in him.

"I did nothing wrong! Please, you have to let us go and do what we must! I can promise this all will stop if you let us go! We need to get to Talkin!"

"LAIR! Everybody knows Talkin is on lockdown! I know what you really want! You want revenge!" Hamish roared.

"Revenge for what? And what lockdown? I don't know any of that!" Hiccup shouted back, desperate now about the chief's stubbornness.

Hamish leaned down to him.

"You will regret the day you were born. You will regret it all!" he whispered so only Hiccup could understand it.

Then he shouted: "Bring them back to their cages. Tomorrow evening, when we have fixed the damage he has done, we will have them executed in the name of my blood! Every last bit of treacherous Haddock Blood shall be extinguished from this world and I'm more than pleased to do it myself!"

"What damage?" Hiccup shouted as he as dragged away by his arms. "I haven't done anything!" "I wouldn't say that." Hamish said coldly. There was something in his gaze that made Hiccups insides jolt around.

"We only tried to help." Josh shouted. "A great help you were." Blondie sneered.

Then the doors closed and they were dragged back to the prison.
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"Well, this sucks!" Kate stated, once they were alone.

Now all three of them swung softly back and for, three meters above the ground.

"No kidding." Josh mumbled.

Hiccup said nothing. Too much went through his mind.

Kate groaned and burrowed her face in her hands.

He frowned concerned.

"Are you alright? What happened to you? Your cloths are torn. Were you attacked?" "You could say so."

Kate told them what she had seen from Nightlights back. "That would explain what they mean with 'lockdown' I guess." Josh said. "But what for?" Hiccup asked.

Nothing made sense.

Kate shrugged. "I don't know but it must be serious stuff because they shot us down with a bola…" at this words Hiccup flinched badly.

Worried he slid closer to the bars in his cage.

It titled to the side and he banged his knee against the bars.

"Are you alright? Were you hurt?" "Just a really bad headache. Some cuts and bruise. I was lucky. But Nightlight was hurt…" Again Hiccup flinched and asked: "Not bad I hope?" "Just the paw. I actually wanted you to look at it but now…" she trailed off.

"We'll get out of her." Hiccup promised and gave her a smile. She smiled back.

"Ahm, guys? This reminds me, what about the dragons?" Josh asked. Kate shrugged. "I left Nightlight in a cave for protection. She won't leave it. At least not as long as I'm not back or she is really hungry or in danger. But I haven't seen Toothless and Zhang since I was flying out to look for you."

"Toothless will look for me. He'll probably follow my smell. He eventually will find this place. I can only imagine what will happen then. But I'm sure he'll find me." "So he could break us out?" "Maybe. But…I don't know. Something's fishy about this place and the chief. Something happened here their not talking about." Hiccup mumbled.

"Maybe I can help." Kate said. She told them about her founding's in the forest around the village and her conclusions.

Hiccups frown had deepened by the time she'd finished.

"But…this makes totally no sense!" he argued. "I know dragons. They wouldn't do this." "Well, they did." Josh said. Hiccup closed his eyes. "The last time they acted like this was back on Berk." He said. "But that is thousand of miles away from here. How can there be a connection?" Josh asked. "I don't know." Hiccup was exhausted.

Kate saw that too.

"Sleep Hiccup. There is still plenty of time to think about it. But a sleeping brain won't bring you far. Sleep. We will keep watch and be here when you wake up."

He smiled at her.

"I'm glad your back. I'm glad you're alright. I missed you. I was worried." He mumbled and stretched his hand through the bars. She reached out too and squeezed his hand too.

"Me too. Now sleep."
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In his dream Hiccup was back in a familiar cave and as soon as all came into view and the world stopped spinning around he was tackled by a flash in brown.

"Gods I've been trying to contact you for ages! I never got through!"

"Illiona?" "Of course it's me stupid. Come and sit. Are you hungry? You haven't eaten in a long time!"

The young girl dragged him over to a fireplace.

Everything was exactly like last time. Tapestries on the walls, the big one in the back had gotten even longer and Illiona was still wearing that brown dress and the jingling bracelets and necklaces.

She pushed him down on a colorful pillow and pushed a bowl with stew into his hands.

"Eat!" she commanded. "Yes mother." He said but took a spool-full. It was delicious. Eagerly he ate more.

She sat down across from him and began to tend the small fire.

When he had finished he sat the bowl aside.

"Why am I here? Another vision? You didn't tell me much about the other one." "And I won't tell you more. It's with you to figure out its meaning." Hiccup rolled with his eyes. "Being cryptic again, are we?" She glared at him but he couldn't take it serious.

"No really, why am I here? Is something wrong?" For a moment he thought he saw panic and fear in her eyes but she shook her head and smiled and it was gone.

"Well, not yet. It's just…oh Hiccup I saw bad things coming. Really bad things this time!" She was shaking really badly and he edged closer to her.

He put one hand on her shoulder and she leaned into the touch.

"Hiccup I'm afraid. You…you're running low on time. I…I couldn't see anymore. It was all consumed by darkness and…and…"

Hiccup pulled the little girl into a gentle embrace.

"Hey…sh…it's alright." He whispered.

Normally he would've felt awkward because he'd never done such things before but it was different. Illiona, in a kinda creepy way knew him and he also felt like he knew her. It was strange but he knew he could trust her and she was only a kid.

She relaxed slightly.

"Hiccup, no matter what happens, please never doubt the decisions that were made, okay? And please don't be angry at them. Please believe me when I say it's all meant to be like this!" He looked at her. "What do you mean?" "I told you bad things will happen. I don't see the actual future or the actual results but I see part of the way that lead to the future. Sometimes I even see the past to understand the future. That was when I realized that you still need to know. You need to be prepared. You will think they lied to you. But they only did what was best for everyone, okay?"

"I don't understand." Illiona opened her mouth but Hiccup suddenly felt like a wall of bricks had hit him full force.

He saw Illiona scream in horror but he already felt himself being pulled back into a black hole.

He hit hard cold stone face first and all breath was pushed from his lungs.

Coughing he came to all fours.

"Pathetic."

His head jerked up. He couldn't make out where he was. There was only the stone floor on which he knelt and a circle of light but otherwise…there was just darkness.

Something hit him again and he fell back.

"Weak."

The voice seemed bodiless. And it was deep and taunting and it cackled. Hiccup jumped to his feet, arms up ready to defend himself.

Again something hit him, this time in the back.

"Useless."

Hiccup groaned as he stumbled back to his feet. "Where are you? What do you want? Who are you?" he shouted and tried to see something.

Again, humorless laughter. "The question would be: _What_ am I?"

"Okay. _What_ are you?" "Oh, I'm known under many names. Satan, devil, evil, chaos or jinni. To you…well to you I can be Darkness. Not 'the' Darkness please. Just Darkness."

Hiccup shivered.

"You are right to be afraid of course. Only a fool is not afraid. And I have the feeling you're not a fool. But let us talk about that later. Now let's see…"

It trailed off and Hiccup had the surreal picture in his head of it walking in circles around him, eyeing him, judging him with his eyes.

"Well, is this all? I must say I'm…confused and a bit insulted too. You are the one they all make such fuss about? You're nothing more than a toothpick! A walking talking fishbone, a…" "Thanks, I can get the image myself and if I wanted to be insulted I would ask Kate. Or better, my father and my cousin."

Darkness laughed.

It felt weird to address something like that as if it was a person….

"Oh no dear Hiccup, I'm not a person. I just am. I'm a state of mind. I'm everything. And I am nothing." "Are you reading my mind?" "Not exactly. But I can feel your emotions, your very soul. They tell me a lot about you. Oh…and I see beautiful things there. I see destruction, pain, loss, sarcasm, oh and death! I didn't know you were such a…many-sided personality. And I certainly didn't think you were so dark. I thought you were just like the others. All good and all humble and modest and so on." It paused. "No. You are more than that. Aren't you Hiccup?"

"What do you want from me?"

"Oh, I just came to chat. I wanted to get to know you a bit. Such a shame. You seem like a quite interesting person. I hate killing the interesting ones. The other ones are just boring and have nothing to offer to entertain one nowadays."

Hiccups teeth chattered but he pulled on a brave face. His voice only quivered slightly when he talked again.

"We will stop you."

"Oh not again that speech. I heard a thousand times. _'You can't win, we're stronger, we have the dragons, we are a unit, we have the love, we are in favor of the gods, you understand nothing about us' -jadda-jadda-ja_!"

Again something hit Hiccup and he fell backwards. He wanted to get up but something invisible pushed him down.

"Let me tell you something, _Hiccup Horrendous Haddock the Third_. Trust is something fragile. Just like loyalty. They're not absolute. Everything comes with a prize. And what will you do, if you can't pay that prize anymore?"

"What…" Hiccup stared but he was thrown across the floor.

"If I was nice, I would kill you right now. So I could prevent all the disappointment that is about to come. But I'm not nice and besides" its vice grew bitter "That little seer-friend of yours is chanting a protection spell. You may want to keep an eye on her in the future. Ore otherwise something might happen to her. And to be honest I quite like it when people suffer." There was a silent, private laughter as if it was sharing an inside joke with itself. "Goodbye Hiccup the Third. But be assured. I will meet you soon enough. In one way or another."

As Hiccup felt himself being pulled back again, he saw something loosen from the shadows. It was a vaguely human form and only for a second he could make out a face.

Fangs like lion. Pitch-black holes for eyes, no expression at all, wet-grey skin and spines around its head like a crown.

Then he was engulfed by light.

He shot straight up. His breathing was hard and uneven. Sweat covered his forehead.

It was still dark outside but his internal clock told him that sun was just about to rise. He hadn't slept long and he felt more exhausted than before.

"Hiccup? Are you alright?" He turned his head to see Kate sitting up with a bleary face. "Yeah. Just…just a dream. Go back to sleep." "You sure." "Very." "Okay."

He wasn't sure he'd be able to fall asleep again but as soon as his head touched the floor again he was gone.

This time he was standing in a giant golden hall. In front of him led several steps to a mighty golden throne. In said throne sat a man with white hair, an eye patch, dressed in grey and blue armor. In one hand he held a staff, the other rested on the arm of his throne.

He sat there straight and with his one grey eye he looked coldly around.

It was then that Hiccup realized he was standing next to Loki.

His friends' armor was shredded in multiple places, silver blood flow from minor cuts and his hair, usually flawless in a braid or loose, was a mess.

Thor stood next to him and he didn't look any better.

Both gods had clearly been through rough battles.

Hiccup looked around. There were many people; none of them seemed familiar to him.

He spotted Heimdall but that was it.

Though he could guess who the big fella on the throne was.

Odin, the All-father. King of the Gods. Father to Loki and Thor.

They seemed to be in the middle of an argument when Hiccup 'arrived'. He groaned. "Oh let me guess. It's again one of those dreams where I can hear and see everything but you don't know I'm here?" he sighed and listened to the argument.

"What tells us that he's not going to betray us?" Odin asked venomously. "My word." Loki said though his voice sounded somewhat desperate and annoyed.

"Oh, that settles it of course." Someone sneered.

"Shut up Magni." Loki growled.

"Look I know you don't like this…" he continued but Odin interrupted him. "Don't like it? That's the understatement of the century." Loki rolled with his eyes. "If you would just let me finish my sentences I could…" "None of that Loki. Watch your tong. Your task was so simple! Now, what have you accomplished? You set a boy of that blasted blood on this mission and all he did was to endow more problems than there already are!" "But he…" "He's of treacherous blood." "He's an entirely different person." "Nonsense. I saw him. I will not put our fate and that of the world into the hands of a _boy_. Call him off Loki, **now**."

"I can't. I met the oracle. She told confirmed his path. He is the right one. Please father.

You have to trust and have faith!"

"Darkness will not be stopped by a boy!" "He's not a boy anymore!"

"His mind is too easy to corrupt! Who knows what's really going on inside his head?" "Hiccup is not like his ancestor." "Of course he is!" sneered Odin.

Thor stepped forward.

"Please father. As hard as I find it to say: Loki's right." There were gasps.

"Excuse me dear brother, could you repeat that?" Loki asked. "Don't be so pleased. The rest of the time you're a complete fool." Thor growled.

"Loki found the real Hero. He stood up against the bonds of Darkness when he defeated he Red Death with nothing but his dragon and his wits.

He freed the dragons of the north from the chains of corruption und the spell of Darkness. He is the right one. It may not look like much what he accomplished up until now. But fate always finds a way. His previous success shows that eh ahs the ability to free them all.

So I am sure" at this part he swallowed hard Hiccup noticed "That he can do it. Because, who else is there? He's the last of his kind. There is no other heir. Besides, he has started his mission. You can't honestly think you can stop him now. What about his friends? And he can't go back, if you ask me. What would he do? I say we stay close to him and guide him as best as possible" he swallowed again "and learn from past mistakes."

Odin eyed his two sons.

"I sense trouble. A lot and I sense betrayal and mistrust. By all means, keep it going. We will see who's right in the end. Council dismissed. Go back and defend our city." All the gods bowed.

Odin raised his staff, brought it hard down on the ground and everything exploded in golden light.

Hiccup slowly opened his eyes.

Sunlight came streaming through the windows together with a cold sea-wind.

He shivered.

Underneath him he heard a door creak open. Shortly after, his cage began to descend. Slowly he sat up.

Blondie (what was his name anyway?) and two friends of his stood before him.

"The chief wants to speak to you, maggot." Blondie said coldly.

"Good morning to you to Blondie. Please, lead the way."

**AN: So what do you think?**

**Oh and sorry for not updating sooner. I just had to get the following chapters perfect. Especially the next one! Gods above I nearly went crazy because I couldn't find the best way to put it. I hope I have now.**

**Any questions, anything not clear? Good, because it gets a whole lot more twisted and confusing and way back in time now!**

**Next one will be up in a few hours, I promise!**

**Love**

**Kate!**


	47. When the past is revealed not everything

Chapter Forty-Seven: When the past is revealed not everything is alright

Hamish sat alone at the long table when Hiccup was brought in. He was scribbling on some papers and without looking up he said: "Leave us. Stay by the door but I want to talk to him alone an undisturbed. Anyone who wishes to speak to me shall come back later, do you understand?" The other two guards nodded and said: "Yes Sir." Blondie hesitated.

"But Sir, what if he starts shooting fire again?" "He won't. Those cuffs bind his powers. Now go George."

The guys name was George? Poor fella. No wonder he was always so uptight and angry.

They left the room and Hiccup was left alone with the chief.

He just stood there and waited for Hamish to start.

But the chief continued writing his papers.

Fire cracked in the hearths. Wind whispered through the broken wood.

After a few minutes Hiccup got annoyed.

"Look" he said "You want to execute me by sundown. The time until then I could use for better things than standing here and watching you writing your shopping list."

Hamish stopped writing and looked up.

"That's a loud mouth you've got there. But I wouldn't expect anything different from one like you." "One like me?" Hamish ignored his question.

"Tell me the truth. Why are you here?" "I told you. We are on our way to defeat the Darkness. Something my…" "…Ancestor started but never finished, yes I know. I know too well. In fact I don't know anybody who doesn't know better than me."

Hiccup stopped. "How did you…" "Know this? My dear boy, you are not the only one in this world that knows of the darkness existence and knows that those stories are more than just fairytales to tell little children before they go to bed. My family has known for generations about the evil out there. But that doesn't matter. What matters, are you. You and the other dragon-riders and your dragons." "What…?"

"And your laughable try to _unite_ the world. And yes, I know who you think to accomplish the task ahead. Unite them once again just like eons before.

Wake up boy. Humans are not made to be united. They have to argue. They have to fight. It's called natural selection. Survival of the fittest!"

"What?"

Hiccup was downright confused. What stories? What uniting eons ago? Legends and fairytales? And what did he know about darkness?

He shivered remembering his dream.

"What do you mean how darkens came here in first place?"

"So you do believe me! You know I'm right!" Hiccup yelled. "Never said you weren't but back to what I was saying.

What do you think made darkness take form?"

"I don't know." The reply was dry, bitter and full anger.

"Humans." "Excuse me?"

"There were always good and evil, light and dark. There can't be the one without the other. Counterparts don't exist without each other. You know what they said. Chaos grows from order but order rises from chaos.

Anyway. Counterparts. They can't really fight each other. They are two poles. The nature of live and creation balances on a thin line tightened between these two poles.

Usually these two sides can maintain a certain balance. Because they will be affected too if something is wrong. They will interfere from time to time to keep things going.

So, back to the humans.

Humans, as you may know, are a rather odd creation. You are familiar with the shades of live?" "With what?" Hiccup asked.

This history lesson started to go somewhere he was sure he didn't want to go.

"I take that as a no. What I'm talking about is the natural dark side in every one of us. We all have a dark and a light side inside us which makes us neither one-hundred percent good or evil but rather gives us the ability to wander between the two sides in a kinda grey-area and decide of ourselves which path we follow. And we all have a tendency to one side."

Hamish stopped. "Questions so far?" "Yeah, why are you telling me this crap?"

"I'm getting there. And it's important." Hamish sneered.

"That light/dark-thing made it easier." "Made what easier?"

"I told you humans cannot unite, right?" "Yes. But you haven't really told me why."

"Because of their dark side." "Come again?"

"It's human's indecision. Their inability to agree with each other, their constant bickering, their stupidity, their jealousy and their weak minds made it easy for the evil to corrupt them, their minds and little brains and become powerful!"

He paused and let the information settle in Hiccups brain.

He stayed impassive but inside his thoughts were racing.

But Hamish continued.

"Of course that created a major disruption in the scales of good and bad.

So that is why the gods interfered." He paused again.

"They think they are so mighty. They think of them as Represents of the good, as the mightiest and most divine beings there are."

His voice was bitter and hard and he laughed not amused.

"They called the dragons from the heavens. They are creatures of light and truth. They cleared the humans' minds from the fog of submission and foiled darkness's plans. Together men and dragons fought the darkness."

"See. And that's what has to happen again. That is the union I'm talking about."

"I wasn't finished." Somehow Hiccup _really_ didn't like where this conversation was headed.

"After the war was fought, it was assumed that dragons and humans would part again.

And so it was. For centuries there were no dragons seen on earth and only humans and animals remained.

And live went its way.

Eventually stories became tales, tales became fairytales, fairytales became myths and for years the battle of darkness was forgotten.

But of course the absence of darkness didn't mean the absence of conflicts! The world is once giant conflict, one battle of interests and that's good. That means change. And live is all about changes. But" here the wicked/mad gleam returned to Hamish's eyes "Only as long as it doesn't get beyond control! Well. It got beyond control but not because of Darkness. It was defeated, weakened for eons.

No. The dark side in us remained. It's part of our very being Hiccup.

Even though we don't like to admit it, we all have our own darkest thoughts, deepest wishes, most secret desires. Even thoughts we do not dare to tell out loud. Maybe those we even are ashamed off.

But everyone who ever tried getting rid of them will know…that's hard. Impossible even.

Because they make us who we are. Along with our other qualities.

So, back to the fighting.

Humans grew even more apart, became more different, developed new whishes and dreams. Conflicts began to occur more often, battles got wilder and bloodier. Human kind became what it still is today. A ruthless mass of power-hungry murderer.

This, again, set off an imbalance.

But don't forget, Darkness had nothing to do with it. Not yet at least.

So the gods saw themselves forced to send the dragons back to stop the fighting. Again.

Mankind would've been extinguished otherwise. They would have killed each other until there would be only one last person standing.

Well. The humans didn't like the 'help' very much. Up then, the stories of the old had been reduced to legends and fairytales, as I already told you.

No one believed it. Well, a few selected did. Anyway.

Humans thought the gods punished them. So they started to fight the dragons and each other. To say it bluntly, they all became enemies."

A smug smile that didn't fit with the story he told Hiccup, Hamish put his elbows on the table.

"And here comes the big mistake. As soon as that first fight between human and beast started, the old bond between human and dragon was destroyed.

War clouded Midgard. And it has been like this for centuries now.

It only got worse. With hate, depression, anger, jealousy, pain and death rising from the world, it soon reached the last crumpled bits that had remained of Darkness.

You see, you can't really kill or destroy it because it's part of all of us. It's all and it's nothing."

Hiccup shivered as Hamish used the same words as Darkness in his dream.

"So darkness rose again. It fed of the human's mistakes.

It was and is delighted by the fact that those two that eons ago fought together and sent it into the abyss, are now arch-enemies and enabled its rise to full power."

"There has to be a 'but' in the story!" Hiccup yelled. He wished he could pretend not to believe what Hamish said but the dread in his stomach said otherwise.

"Indeed." Hamish sneered.

"There were those few that remembered the old stories.

They formed a truce, an alliance, with the dragons. They became riders again.

Of course" he said in a matter-of-fact-voice "They got shunned out as traitors and had to leave and hide. They should have listened to the riders. It would've been better for them." Hamish taunted. Hiccup frowned.

What did he mean with that?

"Well, the riders couldn't do anything but hope and pass their knowledge on. They were far too few to build up an army and fight. They were hunted and executed for treason."

Hiccup felt something hurt in his chest.

"Why didn't the gods do anything?" Hamish laughed.

"They long had lost the control over the situation. Dragons are as old as the gods. They are no creations. They belong to the first life-forms in the universe with the gods.

But I'm wandering from the subject.

The dragon-riders. Oh, they were magnificent people back in the old days. Not so stupid little pony-rider like they are nowadays in Derandolia or" more snotty at him "Like you." Hiccup hide his cleaned fists in his sleeves. "

"They were traitors of course, but none the less were they magnificent.

Even though you are a traitor riding a dragon, one cannot deny the bravery behind those actions. Whatever the case, they were annoying.

Luckily there were only few of them.

But you know the saying: 'Just because something's small doesn't mean it has no effect." Hiccup chewed his lower lip in anticipation.

"The dragon-riders maintained a certain balance and together they fend off every evil Darkness threw at mankind.

I wish I could say they were very good at it but it would be a lie. If you only have a handful people to protect mankind form its own stupidity, then you don't need much to take them down.

Darkness of course laughed its butt off at their attempts. Still their work was like a protective shield against the evil and for a long time humans lived protected from the actual threat.

Because the riders were living in constant danger they passed down their knowledge secretly form father to son, staying in touch with other riders all the time, trying to learn and shared everything they knew.

And then the impossible happened."

Hiccup hold his breath. He was sure now the good part had to come.

"Your ancestor was born. Under the impressive name of _Hiccup Horrendous Haddock the Second_ a small Viking boy was sat into this world with a great destiny and a bitter ending."

There was also a bitter taste in his mouth.

Why, oh why did this sound so true and not made up?

"Up until then, the Horrendous Haddocks were a well respected family in the North.

But trouble-makers too.

Hiccup the **First** was an astonishing scientist and intelligent man with a remarkable talent for peaceful politics. He was also against this whole slave-business and made quite a few enemies. He also came from a long line of dragon-riders and was taught the truth you might want to call it.

And when the time came, he passed his knowledge on. His son Bork wrote the first book of Dragons with him." Hamish reached into his pocket and took out a pipe and tobacco and started filling it, while continuing his story.

"And Bork was Hiccup the **Second's** _father_ and taught him everything he knew from his father, Hiccup the **First**.

But Hiccup the Second wasn't satisfied with the way they had to live. He certainly didn't like the idea of keeping it all a secret.

Then Hiccup the Second did the big mistake."

Here he paused and ignited the pipe.

Hiccup felt as if all blood had left his veins.

He had to think about his dream with the gods argument in the halls of Asgard.

"He firstly convinced other dragon-riders, friends of his that it was time to put step out of the shadows and make a change. He told them with each passing second where there was no unity and no peace, Darkness would grow stronger and stronger until there would be no way of stopping it. It was then that he made it his goal to archive this peace.

Infected with his enthusiasm his friends agreed.

He was warned that it wasn't the time yet but Hiccup the second wouldn't lsten. Too long his friend and family had been hiding. He meant good, I'm sure he did. But fate is so cruel."

Hamish looked down and shook his head. He nearly looked sad but Hiccup knew better. "What happened?" he asked in a shallow voice.

Hamish looked up, a smirk plastered on his face.

"He tried to convince the other Hooligans to stop the fighting.

After more than four generations of keeping it a secret, this one man destroyed a precious shield of protection.

The Vikings didn't like it a bit when he told them all about dragons, the balance of the world, the Darkness and so on.

Besides the fact that they thought he was complete nuts they were very mad.

Everybody thought the dragon riders had been eliminated.

And there is nothing people hate more then when they are proven wrong.

They started to hunt his friends and him. Hiccup of course tried to warn them. He was the only one who made it out alive.

He swore to carry the knowledge on and teach others in the world the truth. And prove the Hooligans wrong in their believes. So he went away.

He traveled the world, trained the dragons in all the different nations, solved conflicts, made friends and enemies alike, wrote the book about training dragons; bla-bla-bla, etc-etc-etc.

It was a good plan but good plans have to be executed at the right time. Sadly that time wasn't back then."

He gave Hiccup an ominous smile which didn't foretold anything good.

"So: He trained the dragons wherever he went. Some nations appreciated it, some didn't.

All in all the ancient anger and conflict settled down a bite.

It wasn't perfect yet but like in Baratellum today they weren't archenemies anymore and tolerated each other to a certain maximum."

Hamish drew a long breath from his pipe.

"But even with all the happiness, what was never forgotten was that Hiccups had never forgiven the Hooligans and had never forgotten what they'd done to his friends and family. His desire to prove them wrong turned into a feeling of revenge.

He returned to Berk and attacked it with an armada of dragons.

If the gods did have hope back then that it maybe was time for the great change after all, he crushed it with one single command.

He became treacherous and eventually was no better than any other man in this world.

He meant good, as I said before. Just his dark side was the side he felt more drawn too."

Hiccup shook his head but he was too weak to find the right words to protest.

"The Viking-Tribes of the North eventually defeated Hiccup the Second and killed him, erased his name from the history-books, but it only made matters worse.

Darkness began to rise more and more.

After that nothing happened. The gods retreaded, defeated and angry at mankind and disappointed at the dragon-riders. Each nation went its own way. Occasionally they would fight but nothing major.

Hiccup the second was forgotten, his teachings were forgotten. Man and dragon returned to fighting each other, the original dragon-riders died and those, who kept practicing Hiccup the Seconds ways forgot about their purpose and Dragons were reduced to farm-animals."

Hamish blew out some of the smoke from his pipe.

It swirled through the air and Hiccup caught the sickly sweet smell and tried not to gag.

"And then again the impossible happened. Everybody though the imbalance Hiccup the Second had created was too big to be cured. But fate decided different. It decided to give us one last chance. And isn't fate artistic?" He smiled.

"_You_ were born, despite every odd." He sounded amused but also mockingly.

"A tiny replica of Hiccup the Second. Well, nobody probably knew back then, but I'm sure they could feel you were trouble. Fate made you Hiccup the Third. And from that day on boy, you were doomed. You were supposed to make right what the man before you wronged." He smiled wickedly.

"It's the only reason you were born and it's the only reason you're still alive."

"Why?" Hiccup hated how weak he sounded but he couldn't do anything against it. This story had shaken him deeply.

"Why what?" "Why tell me all this?"

Hamish narrowed his eyes down and instead of mocking he growled.

"To show you that you cannot win. What does it matter that you arose from a mighty bloodline, that in your veins flows the blood of heroes, warriors, dragon-riders, chieftains and adventurists, if you aren't even told the truth behind this suicide mission.

And whose fault is that? I can tell you. It's the gods fault. They knew all along. They don't trust you because of whose blood is also flowing in your veins. They are afraid. They don't trust you. For them, you are just a puppet that is used and when it has done its purpose it's thrown away to the other toys."

Hamish's tone changed yet Hiccup wasn't sure what it was.

"I understand that the world expects so much form you, yet you have nothing to help you. You were thrown in harsh world where you just couldn't fit in. Just like your ancestor Hiccup the Second. He didn't fit in either. And it all happened again, sort of. History repeated itself. Fate tried again and again it failed."

He almost sounded regretful.

Hiccup suddenly had to think about his dream with the gods again. Odin having doubts, Thor telling them to just use them, Loki's nearly none-existing protests.

Hamish put the pipe aside and slowly stood up and came walking towards him while still talking.

"As I was saying, you were born and put into action, without any help. You think you can save the world, just like Hiccup the Second before you thought. But you are not naïve or stupid Hiccup, you are intelligent."

Hamish grabbed his chin hard and forced him to look into his eyes. "Maybe you should consider that the world is beyond any saving. Other dragon-rider saw this long ago. It's time that even your _great_" he spat the word "Line realizes that! This is a battle you can't win."

Hiccup freed himself from the man's grip. Anger boiled in his chest.

"And what exactly did you want to achieve by telling me this?"

Hamish seemed amused. "Don't get yourself killed in a mission that is destined to fail. As I told you, there can't be harmony in the world. It's against nature. We have to say yes to change. But to the right kind of change. Stop while you still can. There are so much better things you could use your talents fore."

Something in his voice had changed. It wasn't cold anymore. It was softer, hypnotizing and Hiccup felt doubt rise in him.

Wasn't Hamish right? This whole journey had seemed kinda out of place. And what had he archived anyway? He was a slave, he had abducted a princess, he had caused trouble wherever he went, he got a friend of his killed for being around him, a group of Outcast was after him and no one would help him.

What if Hamish was right?

He had heard the gods. They didn't believe he could do it. And wasn't it his ancestors fault in first place that they all were screwed? Why pretend any longer? He was a looser. He'd always been one. He couldn't save the world. He saw that now.

_No Hiccup that's not true._

The voice in his head was awfully familiar.

It cut through the thick fog in Hiccups brain that Hamish's story had put there.

_Those are the reasons why exactly you can do it. As he said. In your veins runs the blood of several generations. Each of your ancestors was a great man and they passed this greatness down to you. Their full power, their heritage, is combined in you._

He hadn't heard this voice so clear in a long time.

_Sometimes you first have to make sacrifices and loose things dear to us to reach victory. We have to make mistakes. It's the only way we can learn what is right. But that don't make you weak or anything. They make you stronger._

"Stronger." He muttered while staring at his hands.

_Doubt is something you can't prevent or escape. Everybody has doubts and everybody is doubted at some point. Nobody's perfect._

"Not…perfect."

_Hiccup. Please know that there has never been any doubt in your destiny. And in my eyes there has never been anyone more capable doing so, then you._

"Me."

_Don't let him device you Hiccup. Have faith. Those close to you will stand by you. That is all you will ever need._

"All I will ever need."

"_That's right my darling boy. I love you so much. Don't doubt that either."_

The clouds in his brain dissolved and he realized what had happened.

Hamish still stood before him but Hiccup could see uncertainty in his eyes for a moment.

He shook his head and backed away.

"No you're wrong. I don't know what you just did but I can tell you, it doesn't affect me anymore. And no, I won't give up!"

"This is suicide." Hamish said.

"You think my life will be wasted? It won't. Hiccup The Second did not fail his mission. He just didn't complete it. But he laid the steps for me to finish it. I was born to complete what generations of my family before started. They always fought and it wasn't always easy. But in the end we always get up and do our thing. And I don't care if I die doing so but you won't stop me."

He took a deep breath.

"And I don't understand why you would want to stop me. If you know that Darkness is about to consume everything, why would you want me to stop me? You are as much affected as I am. Maybe it has higher reasons I don't know.

I don't understand why you are so bitter. And I don't understand why you told me all this about my ancestor but I know one thing for sure. My ancestor Hiccup the Second was a great man, despite his mistake. He was only one human and for one human is what he did an incredible accomplishment. He left me a heritage. And I'm destined to finish it, no matter what some may say. I don't care what you think. You have lost hope. You could never understand." Hamish turned away from him and walked back to the wall and starred at the tapestry.

"No, you're right. I don't understand." He turned back at him. "I don't understand how you can be so foolish." "Foolish? The only one foolish in this room is you if you think that this will just pass you by. You will die if you don't let me go!" Hiccup shouted, now very angry.

A dark chuckle came from Hamish. "Oh, it will pass me alright! I made sure of that."

He turned around and Hiccup gasped.

Hamish's eyes were pitch-black. His teeth had grown in to fangs. His skin had turned a grayish color.

"You…you're…you support Darkness!" "Of course I do. After all, we can't be all good. And I usually side with the winning party."

"But…but why?" "I finally will get the power I was born to have!"

Hiccup looked at him confused. "You…you are willing to sacrifice everybody's live on this planet for _power_? Are you serious?" Hamish grinned and his face morphed back to normal.

"I told you Hiccup. Your kind ruined everything.

My family ruled over this side of the world for generations. Port East was the Centrum of the world! But then your ancestor came along and ruined everything. I despise you. I despise everything you stand for. I want back what is mine and this way I get it. You will not leave this island as long as I'm here! You will fail like your grandfather before you and I will make you watch as Darkness tears this world apart and consumes everything you tried to save."

Hamish laughed loudly. It echoed through the room.

Hiccup was horrified.

And then the spices clicked into place.

"That's why the dragons attack your village; that is why Port East was destroyed. They were only trying to stop _you_."

Hamish just laughed again. "Clever boy. Yes, they do it exactly of what you said. After my father killed the last line of direct ancestors of Hiccup the second, the dragons sensed it. They sense everything. Of course they try to stop me. But I'm chief. I can tell my people what I want and they take it for gold. So no one will ever know. I just keep telling the villagers how evil dragons are and that it is all your fault and it pokes their anger further and makes Darkness stronger!"

"You're monster!" Hiccup spat but a few tears also swam in his eyes. "All these people. _You_ killed them." "They are dead because I know the truth. I only do what is right."

"You call this right? Killing innocent people for revenge? That is not right that is wrong." "But what your ancestor did was right?" Hiccup was fuming mad. "So what did he actually do?" "I told you:" Hamish spat. "After he killed the old chief, he married his wife and disowned the sons, making his sons with their mother the true heirs. One of the disowned sons was _my_ ancestor. And we all swore that one day thing would return to normal."

Hiccup gasped. "You mean…" Hamish looked at him coldly. "Yes. We are related. Sort of. In a difficult way." "How nice." Hiccup said weakly.

Hamish snorted.

"Only the strong can belong Hiccup. You should know that by now."

"Then you should know that I'm very strong. Despite every attempt to kill my line, we Haddocks, always interfered with Darkness's plans. And that won't change now!"

With that he went into action.

The talking-time was over.

It was time for actions.

He drove his knee into Hamish's groin and pushed him away, then bolted for the doors. Hamish was taken by surprise but he managed to yell: "Guards! Size him!"

The doors flung open and heavily armored guards grabbed Hiccup.

He fought but it had no use, his hands were still cuffed.

While being carried away he screamed: "This will end! I will fight and I will defeat you!"

The doors closed behind him and Hamish chuckled.

"No my little friend. You won't."

While walking away he laughed silently.

With that the shadows consumed him.

**AN: Confused? Quetsions? Something not making sense? Let me know. Hope you like it! Review! Please! **
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Chapter Forty-Eight: The Man

He was just the man.

He needed no name.

He had one, yes.

But names are dangerous on the job.

And if he ever told someone his name, it was not his real one.

With a grim look on his face, that hardly ever went away, he scanned the outline of the village on the small neighbor-island that once had been connected with the bigger Island. But years of dragon-raids had brought this mighty city to its knees.

And the city with its rich culture that once expanded over both islands once, was reduce to… _this_.

Not that the man cared.

He'd never been here in its time of glory.

Like many other people he'd just heard stories.

Not that he had believed them much.

He needed real information.

He made sure his boat was tied tightly to the landing post before he walked fast towards the village.

Halfway off the landing base a blond boy in blue cloth, hardly older than eighteen, stepped into his way.

"Stop. Declare yourself. Who are you, where do you come from, and what do you want stranger? Hardly anyone sets foot on Port East anymore." He asked suspiciously.

The man sighed.

_Of course nobody came around anymore_, he thought sarcastically. _You made sure that only rumors got through. You cut yourself off the rest of the world. So of course you were forgotten. No one has heard from you in like twenty or thirty years. _

_Longer then you have been alive son._

But he decided to play along.

"My name is Harold. I'm a fisher from an island a few days from here. And to be honest I don't know where I am. There was a terrible storm a few nights ago that set me off course. I lost my maps. So I decided to sail until I find land s I can ask the people where I am and find a way home. I don't want to bother you. But I have a family and I need to get back fast."

He hesitated. Of course he wasn't afraid of getting caught. There were so many Islands in this waters that it was hard to keep an eye on all of them, so his story wasn't too hard to believe.

Besides, he _had_ been born on one of these Islands. But that was a long time ago and a different live.

And storms hit everywhere at this time of the year.

The cold wind of the Archipelago in the north would travel fast west and mix with the dry win of the great desert of Kinkal and hit the ocean of the east.

"You said I was in Port East? Wow. I've heard so many stories!" he exclaimed. He was professional, he knew how to keep a face.

The boys face hadn't changed much.

"Which island?" "Ethereal. Ever been there? It's wonderful for raising a family." "Can't say so." The boy's eyes had hardened a bit. "It belongs to Derandolian Island-Colonies, doesn't it?" It was a trick question to put him off.

But he was a _professional_.

"Oh no. Many think so because the Colony is near us, but we actually belong to the Triangle-Companionship."

It was the official term for huge group of island that all lay closely together and traded amongst each other under different terms than outside.

The boy nodded.

"Right. Always get that wrong." He smiled and the man smiled back but both their smiles were fake.

"I assume you will want to talk to our librarian than. He has a collection of maps. I'm sure he'll sell you one. I will bring you there." "That would be very nice of you."

As they walked through the village the man tried Small-Talk. Not that he wanted to but he had a character to keep.

"So, you said Port East. Wow. I'm surprised, it was bigger in the stories." The boy glared at him.

And then he said something that sounded like a well trained lie that would have worked on anybody else but not him.

"No, the actual Port East is on the other side of Misty-Island. We're like the backdoor of Port East." He said and forced a smile. "You'll have to sail around both Islands to get there. Then you'll be surprised." He added.

_Yeah. Surprised to find nothing but wilderness and be eaten by wild dragons or other nasty things._

"Ah!" he only said.

As they walked on the main road, two guards past them. They were hauling a prone figure between them the direction they had just come from.

A boy, maybe sixteen of seventeen, with reddish brown hair and green eyes.

He had a look of shock on his face and just stared ahead as he was dragged along.

The blond boy that led him, sniggered.

"Bet the chief gave him a piece of his mind and a shock of a lifetime. God, I will enjoy tonight."

The man watched as the boy was brought into a small house with no windows, except for two in the roof.

"Poor lad, what's wrong with him?"

The blond snorted.

"Oh, that's our runt Hiccup. He's insane, always talking about stupid things. Well, he is stupid so he can't do anything else. He's a delinquent and a bastard too. Don't know why we keep him. I guess every village has its own idiot."

The man just nodded.

Hours of unnecessary pretending and mad studying and spending way too much money on a map he didn't need, he was back on his ship.

As he sailed away he threw one last glance back.

The house with two windows in the roof was like a beacon to his eyes.

He only deemed it safe enough to speak when the island was only a tiny speck on the horizon and the sun had lowered itself already to the sea.

"He's there." He told the shadows.

"In a house with only two windows in the roof. He looked unharmed. I don't know about his two companions."

There came a grunt from the shadows. "It's all I've got. Live with it. Get him out." Another grunt and something moved in the shadows.

"Right. So I assume you'll be going now." There was no direct answer. Only a loud splash and seconds later a shapeless shadow swam back to the island he'd just left.

The man allowed himself a smirk.
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Chapter Forty-Nine: Thaw-weather

Astrid never got cold feet. Never. Not in the deepest of winter and not if anything big and dangerous was ahead of her.

Never.

Because she was a warrior. She was fearless Astrid Hofferson. One day her name would ring all over the barbaric seas and beyond.

Well, except for now. Now she had cold feet. Now she wanted to do nothing more than backing down.

But she couldn't and she wouldn't.

She wanted this. This was her wish. This had been her wish for month now.

But now…the actual waiting _before __**IT**_….was killing her.

She paced her parents living room up and down and tried to calm her nerves by imagining a nice hunt in the woods. Lost of weapons, lots of fun…

Her mother entered the room.

"Oh darling. Don't be nervous. I know how you feel. I felt the same at my wedding day! But there's absolute nothing to be afraid of. Just don't forget to say yes. Alright?"

"Not helping mum." Astrid said through gritted teeth as she passed the mirror again.

"And tell me why again am I wearing this?" "The bride-grown? Because you're getting married." "Yes I know that but why not in my normal cloth. I look like doll!" "You are my baby doll. Besides, your cloths are hardly appropriate on your wedding day!"

Astrid sighed as her mother went on and on about the importance of this day.

It was spring.

Berk had gotten well over the winter.

No casualties to morn about, everybody had survived. A baby had even been born.

And now the snow was thawing and the first flowers broke the surface f the earth and the sun came out again.

The perfect time of a marriage.

Astrid fiddled with her engagement-ring. Gods, she was nervous. She'd already prayed to all goddesses but nothing helped.

She found herself wishing that Hiccup was hear.

He'd a calming and relaxing aura, he always had. He was peaceful soul.

"Yeah. And he's been dead for five month now. Get over it Hofferson." She muttered. "What did you say?" her mother asked. "Nothing."

The door opened again.

Her father stepped in.

"It's time he said smiling brightly.

(…)

Astrid knees still shook, even now hours later.

She was a married woman, sitting at the big table in the great hall and was being celebrated. Her husband sat next to her, holding her hand while villagers came forward and presented them something they would need for their new life as husband and wife.

Pots, frying pans, furniture, food(lots of it), clothing, carpets, curtains and many more things Astrid had never thought she would own, much less need.

Screw that, Stoick had given them their own house to "start a family".

Her cheeks were still red from embarrassment.

Tarin kissed her cheek.

"You're doing wonderful, do you know that?" "I do?" she asked and smiled at him.

"Oh yes." He kissed her sweetly on the lips.

On their table Stoick rose to his feet, his mug in hands. Everybody went silent.

"Well, there is no much I can say" Stoick began. "Nothing but I wish these two Viking son behalf of both, the Hooligans and the Bogglers, the best for their future. Getting married is a great thing and by uniting two great tribes and two great families I am sure any heir you will have will be a fine warrior and will make not just his parents but also his villages proud. I also welcome Astrid Hofferson to the family. And let me tell you this, I want grandchildren!" he said in a mockingly threatening voice and everybody laughed.

Astrid too but she could see it behind Stoick's eyes. A hidden message, a hidden pain.

_Because otherwise I will never have._

Astrid nodded at him shortly and he smiled.

"Well" he shouted "Then let's raise our tanks to Tarin and Astrid. May the gods watch over your bond. Let the party begin. The last Viking standing was the one who did I right tomorrow!"

The all shouted loudly and the feat began.

Astrid enjoyed the evening immense.

And when Tarin carried he rover the doorstep to their new house she couldn't help but grin.

Good thing she hadn't listen to her cold feet.

It probably had just been the cold ground and nothing else.
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Chapter Fifty: Over

Hiccup only realized he was back in the cage with Kate and Josh dangling next to him when the door of his cage shut close with a loud 'BANG'.

His hands were shaking with outrage and fear and he hated it.

He clenched them into fists and tried to calm down.

"Hiccup?" He turned towards Kate's soft question. He just looked at her.

"Are you alright? What happened?"

He just looked at her, looked at Josh.

It was all his family's fault that they were in danger.

Worse, he had endangered them even more.

When he looked at them, he felt hate and self-loathing rise in his chest.

His blood was a trail of destruction.

Worse, it was the origin of all destruction.

Frustrated and desperate he cried out loud and punched the metal bars of his cage with all his might.

He didn't feel any pain.

Just the metal vibrating under his skin.

Kate and Josh looked shocked.

"Hiccup? What happened? What did you do? What did Hamish do? Did anything happen?" Kate asked, getting up.

Hiccup was fuming mad.

"They're idiots!" he growled.

"Tell us something new!" Josh said, also getting up.

"I don't mean them." Hiccup spat. "I mean the Vikings."

Josh and Kate exchanged looks.

"Why?" Kate asked tenderly.

"Stupid stubborn sea-weed-brained, barnacle-crusted, bad-mouth-smelling, hairy morons!" Hiccup cursed.

"If they'd only listened! What is so difficult with getting over your pride and listen to the voice of reason? It could have saved so many lives! Why, oh why, is it always them?"

Josh leaned over to Kate.

"Do you know what he's talking about?" "I have absolutely no clue."

Hiccup kicked against the metal bars and his cage swayed dangerously. Again he felt no pain. Just rage. Hot burning rage in his very soul and heart.

"When this is over I will give them e big piece of my mind, I swear!" he growled.

He started tearing at his shackles but it was useless.

Only the gods knew where Hamish had gotten magic-restricting shackles.

"Hiccup stop, you'll hurt yourself!" Josh said in a stern voice that didn't quite fit him.

Hiccup just shot him a dirty look.

"Shut up." was all he said. Then he added: "We have to get out of here. We stay any longer we'll die."

(Line break)

It was early evening when outside the first activities for this evening entertainment were readied.

Hiccup stood in his cage and felt a bit foolish. It didn't help that Josh made comments all along.

"I don't think this will work! I mean, come one, they could be anywhere by now." "No. At least Toothless cannot. He can't fly without me steering his tail and I doubt that he's swimming the way back. And Zhang has made a bond with you so my guess is that they are hiding somewhere or searching for us. And Toothless is smart enough not to attack the village all by himself. And Nightlight is, hopefully, still at that cave where Kate left her. Besides, I've been playing with this thought for months now. And I'm sure it'll work." "And what will the villagers think? And Blondie? And Hamish?" "They already think I'm nuts. Besides, what do we have to lose?" "Our heads, duh!" Josh reminded him. "Not if this works." Josh snorted. "By all means howl into the wind like a love-struck wolf under the full moon."

"At least he's coming up with a plan. What do you have?" Kate asked, sitting in her cage with folded arms.

Josh looked at her annoyed. "Do you always have to take his side?" "Afraid so." She answered.

Josh sighed. "I just don't see why we can't smash their head good-old-fashioned." "Because they will bind our hands together and dragged us to where-ever they are going to execute us. I really don't want to take on the whole village with bound hands and the odds of three against one hundred." "One hundred of which ninety percent are old folks and children." Josh argued. "Yeah and the other ten percentage are well trained warriors. No offence Josh but if we want to get out of here I preferred to be alive and unharmed." Kate said in a matter-of-fact-voice.

"Ah shut up." Josh said defeated.

Hiccup couldn't suppress a grin.

"Don't worry. You get to kick asses soon enough."

He looked up the window through which he could see the clear evening sky and through which the outside noises were carried in on the sea-wind.

He took a deep breath.

Despite what he had told Josh he wasn't sure at all that this would work.

Best case scenario Toothless would hear him and come and rescue them. Worst case scenario he made a total fool out of himself and got his friends and himself executed in a few hours. A promising win-win-chance so to speak. Not.

Hiccup took a deep breath and then let out his best imitation of a Night Fury's holler.

The sound echoed over the village and Hiccup heard the people shutting up outside and even heard some gasping and whimpering: "Dragons?"

He nearly felt sorry for scaring them.

Then again they prepared a feast to celebrate their execution so he didn't feel so sorry anymore.

Another three times he called out for his soul-mate before the doors banged open and Blondie stormed in.

"WHAT THE HELL DO YOU THINK YOU ARE DOING?" he asked fuming with a red and swollen face.

"Didn't I tell you? I'm all into theater and musicals. I want to be an actor one day. I'm doing my daily vocal-training and practice my vocal-cords." He said dryly. "Don't worry, it's just the warming up for the higher tunes."

"Cut the crap. Those were dragon calls. You're calling the beasts for your rescue. You coward."

Hiccup rolled with his eyes. "I'm not a coward. And I'm not calling the dragons. Just a special one."

Blondie raised his spear. "I should run you through right where you hang!" "Then why don't you?" "Chieftains orders." "Try not to get stuck in his ass, you're already pretty deep in."

"Hiccup, stop provoking him." Kate said harshly. Gods above, Hiccup hadn't been the same since he'd gotten back from his talk with Hamish hours earlier.

He was downright angry, something she wasn't used too.

Hiccup didn't spare her a glance.

"I bet behind your big mouth your mama's little boy, aren't you?" he taunted. Georges face was twisted in anger and his fists were shaking.

"Shut up you worthless piece of shit or I swear I come up there and beat your cockiness out of you." "Uh, now we're getting somewhere."

Hiccup faked a yawn.

"Bet you don't have it in you." he said. "Coward." he added silently but loud enough for George to pick it up.

"That's it!" the older boy growled and Hiccups cage began sinking down to the ground.

Kate and Josh watched in horror as George drew his sword and put the spear aside.  
>"Now we will see what your stupid mouth has to say when I run you through!"<p>

Just before the cage hit the ground, Hiccup winked at Kate and Josh.

They saw it in his eyes.

_Chill, it's all part of my brilliant plan._

George tore the door of Hiccups cage open and grabbed Hiccup by the color of his shirt and dragged him out.

Hiccup 'fell' to his knees.

"Die scrum." George sneered and brought down the sword.

In the last moment Hiccups arms shot up and crossed above his head. The blade connected with the rings around his wrists and they fell to the ground, cleanly cut through.

George staggered back a few steps. Hiccup looked up, grinned and said: "Oops. Not according to plan I suggest?" before a, relatively, small fireball exploded from his hand and hit George square in the chest. The boy flew backwards from the impact into some barrels and was knocked out.

Hiccup grinned. "Score for the dragon riders!"

He turned around and lowered the others in their cages down to the ground.

Kate glared at him.

"Have you lost it? You can't just kill people with your powers, it's wrong!" she hissed hysterically.

"Whoa!" he said, raising his arms. "Relax Kate. I didn't kill him! Look!"

Indeed. George was just cold out. The front of his shirt was burned but the skin beneath was just barely scratched.

"See, no harm done. It was all part of the plan. Making him angry, reckless and then knock him out so we could get away. I actually wanted them to hear my dragon calls. I didn't intend Blondie to come, anybody else would have been fine too." he explained. Kate couldn't help but feel relieved. So it was all just a façade. Good. Hiccup was too sweet to act so…mean and…cold.

Hiccup grabbed the spear. "Alight guys. Let's head out. But remember, low profile!"

They caged George in open of the cages and left the prison.

Moving through the shadows of the houses they managed to get to the outskirts of the village.

The sun was only a hot red ball over the water and blinded them slightly while they made their way to the beach.

And then the alarms blurred. Shouts filled the evenings peacefulness.

All three teens' heads shot up. A scaly body shot over the top of the trees, followed by more. Hiccup cursed. "Not again a dragon-raid."

He pushed his friends into the entrance of a shovel as outside the roaring of the dragons grew louder, fire rained down from the sky and villagers ran for their weapons.

"Why now?" Kate whispered. "The sun is still up!" "But not for much longer. Look!"

Indeed, the sun was already halfway gone, swallowed by the sea.

Hiccup took a fast look around. Dragons were everywhere. Tearing down houses, setting the woods on fire and chasing the humans around.

But as he looked closer Hiccup saw that they weren't really targeting them. Sure, they flicked them aside with their tails, nudged them over, chasing them but to Hiccup it looked more like they were trying to…_herd_ them away from the village!

_They are trying to protect them_, he thought disbelievingly.

And then he saw from what.

Hamish, standing in the middle of the plaza, sword and shield in hands, screaming like a madman, sliced at everything in his reach.

He shook his head amazed.

"Hiccup! Let's go! This is the distraction we need!" Josh urged him and Kate tugged at his sleeve. "No! We can't go now!" he said.

Hamish had to be stopped. This madness here would end once he was gone.

"We have to stop Hamish!"

"Hamish?" his two friends asked buffed. There was no time to explain everything to them so he just said: "He's in league with Darkness. That's why the dragons have been attacking Port East of all these years now! They're trying to stop him. He's the portal for Darkness to the mortal world! Come on!"

They looked dumbfound but caught themselves quickly. Kate grabbed his shoulder. "Hiccup you just can't run up there and duel him! You'll die!"

Hiccup looked desperate. "But this might be our only chance!" he argued.

Suddenly Josh grabbed both of them and jumped with both them under a carriage in front of them.

Not a second too late.

A massive firewall had burned down the very spot they had been crouching on second ago.

He cursed when he raised his head and saw guards and a very angry George running up to the fuming mad Hamish.

"They must have realized we're gone." Josh muttered. "Then we should hurry." Kate suggested but Hiccup shook his head. "Guys we can't!" They looked really desperate. "Hiccup! We can always come back but right now we have to reorganize, find our dragons and make a plan! Please!" Kate said. And Josh nodded too. Hiccup sighed. He couldn't work against them, he couldn't boss them around. "Alright." he said.

"Let's take the rout through the woods. If we continue down to the beach and into the ravine where I left Nightlight we will be in plain sight!" Kate whispered urgently.

"She's right." Josh said. "The woods are on fire and crowing with wild dragons." Hiccup whispered. "It's saver to use the general chaos and just make our way as fast as possible out of here." "But when they see us they will try to catch us like last time. Hamish already thinks you command the dragons. What do you think he will do when he sees you running down to the beach?" Kate asked rhetorically. "He will assume you have ordered them to attack so you can flee!" Josh finished her thought. "The woods are still saver and we can stick to the outskirts, close to the village. That way we won't get lost!" Kate whispered pleadingly.

They sounded so sure Hiccup wanted to believe them but he shook his head.

"I really don't know guys. I say we split up. You two take the rout through the woods; I make my way down to the beach the other way. We rendezvous somewhere there, okay?"

"No. We're not splitting up again. You won't go by your own!" Kate hissed and Josh nodded. "She's right man. This is enemy territory. They will kill you on sight! You need back up. Besides we have no weapons to defend us. Bette stick together."

Hiccup gave him the spear. "Here, now you have a weapon. Go! I'll be fine!" Kate's face was red. "When will you finally get it? We're a team now. We're in this together!"

"Indeed you are!" someone said from behind them.

They swirled around.

Forgotten were the enraged dragons, the fires burning just a few feet away with ferocious intensity and the screaming and shouts were reduced to a faint dull noise.

Hamish and five guards stood there, swords drawn, ready to charge.

Hamish looked at Hiccup and for the briefest second his eyes turned black.

"You really should've considered my offering boy. But alas, it's a great more pleasure to run you through."

Anger boiled in Hiccups chest. "Give me that spear Josh. This is my fight. This son of a b**** will not know what will hit him!" he growled.

Josh looked uncertain. He locked eyes with Kate and she shook her head slightly. He understood.

"No Hiccup. Together." Just for a second Hiccup averted his gaze from Hamish and looked at his two friends. They couldn't win this, he knew. Not without a miracle. Yet they still stood there; ready to give their lives in this last struggle for freedom.

"Together." he agreed.

Then they charged.

To be fair and honest they didn't really have the chance for a real last-stand-fight.

Mid-charge something black, heavy and winged landed on top the five warriors and familiar blue flames sent Hamish to the ground face-first.

"TOOTHLESS!" Hiccup exclaimed loudly.

It was indeed the Night Fury.

And by hells fires, he was furious. The dragons' pupils were slits, the usually soft green of his eyes was more like poison and he growled a deep threatening sound in the back of his throat.

Hamish's eyes were the size of plates.

He scrambled backwards through the dirt.

"It cannot be! That beats was killed! Years ago!" he whispered. Hiccup didn't know what he meant with that but he couldn't care less.

"Hamish" he said coldly "Meet my buddy Toothless. He doesn't like people like you. People that threat to kill me and kill dragons. He's not a brainless beast of farm-animal. He's much more. He's light. And you are a dark soul. And he doesn't quite like that."

He squinted his eyes.

"Darkness, I now speak to you. In my veins may flow the blood of traitors and murderer and cowards. But also of heroes and kings and leaders. And I will only tell you this once. Fuck off!"

With that he thrust the spear forward into Hamish's heart.

The chief gasped and stared at him in shock. His face twisted and suddenly a stream of Darkness erupted from his mouth and disappeared in the blue sky.

Hamish fell to his side and stared with hate and pain in his eyes at Hiccup.

"This" he coughed, blood flowing down his chin "Doesn't change anything!" "You're wrong. It changes a lot!" Hiccup said.

Hamish managed one last growl, then his eyes widened, his breathes became slower, until they stopped.

His glassy eyes stared into nothingness.

A flash of light…and his body was gone, disintegrated into ashes.

Hiccup turned around to his friends. They looked grim but nodded at him.

It was then that Hiccup realized something.

It was silent.

Not a single sound was there.

They looked up.

The dragons and the flames…had disappeared.

People stood there frozen in irritation and confusion.

Hiccup doubted anybody really understood what just had happened. Hell, he didn't know either.

But it sure was a miracle.

In the sudden silent his voice seemed to ring out louder than usual.

"Now we can go." he said.

**AN: Yeah, if it only was this easy. Next chapter will be awesome. I think. I hope.**

**Tell me what you think. Reviews are loved!**
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Chapter Fifty-One: One more time

In the end it was ridicules easy to get out of town and down to the beach. Kate let the way, knowing exactly where they had to go.

Hiccup jogged behind her, making a mental note to start his work-out again, once they were away from this god-forsaken place. He had the stamina of a ninety-year old woman with back-problems and only one leg.

Okay he had only one leg too. Still.

"This way." Kate said and went sliding down a very narrow hillside in the dunes. When they reached the bottom they were covered in mud from head to toe.

"Yikes!" Josh exclaimed. "Couldn't we have taken another way?" "This is faster." Kate said and let them into the small gorge.

Uha, he had to think about George every time he thought 'gorge'.

"Nightlight? Girl? Are you there?" Kate called carefully.

There was a soft purr from father down the path and they headed towards it. "Nightlight!" Kate exclaimed happily and hugged the dragons neck.

"Oh I am so glad to see you again!"

She immediately turned to examine the dragons injured paw.

But it was alright. Not infected, not swollen, nothing. It had closed and was healing on its own.

Nightlight could even put weight on it.

"It's looking very good. One or two days and she'll be back to her old self." He proclaimed and petted her head. She purred and licked her rider's cheek.

"Wow!" Josh exclaimed. "We were gone for good a week. How did she manage without food?" he asked.

Hiccup shrugged. "Dragons don't necessarily need to eat every day. Depending on what type of dragon they are they can survive without food from two weeks to several years. But that generally appeals to the really big nasty ones that live in the ocean of slumber for eons before they wake up and decide they need to eat again. Besides, dragons do hibernation. So they have no problem with not having food or water." he explained shortly and patted Toothless' shoulder. His friend rubbed his head against his shoulder.

Gods it was wonderful to have Toothless back. It was like new energy charged through his body, new confidence, new hope and new ideas and plans.

"Astonishing." Josh muttered. "So, where's Zhang?"

The next moment he was flattened by said dragon who had landed right on top of his rider and was now busy licking his head.

Hiccup and Kate laughed loudly. "Does that answer your question?" Kate asked amused.

Josh shot her a dirty look and got up.

His hair was sticking up to every side and dragon saliva dripped down on his shoulder.

"Man, what happened to the scary fog-monster? He's more like a love-struck-puppy!" Kate chuckled. "Just like you?" Josh asked. "Shut up."

Hiccup smiled at Kate's embarrassed face.

"Somebody I know?" he asked and folded his arms in mock-pouting. "And here I thought I knew everything about you!" If possible Kate's face got even redder. "None of your business and no, you don't know everything about me!" "Oh Kate, I'm hurt!" Hiccup mocked her. "I bet it is George." Josh said. Kate rolled with her eyes. "I may don't care much for my title as princess but please, I have certain standards."

Josh elbowed Hiccup. "Heard that? Bet I fulfill more of those then you!" Hiccup rolled with his eyes. "You wish."

"Guys, can we talk about my love-life and my standards later? I really want to get out of here now!" Kate said, still a little embarrassed.

"Alright. Let's mount up." Hiccup said.

"**Not. So. Fast."**

Hiccup closed his eyes and groaned, one foot already in the stirrup of his saddle.

"Gods, what did I do to endure such punishment?" he whispered before getting back on the ground and turned around.

George (who would have guessed it?) stood there, seething.

His sword was drawn, ready to duel.

Hiccup unsheathed his own sword from his saddlebags.

The 'Stormblade' reflected the silver-moonlight above them and looked even more wicked and sharp then usually. It felt damn good to hold it again.

Hiccup stepped forward.

"It's over George. Go home. We freed you. Now we're leaving." He said and stared at the older boy coldly.

"You really think this is over Haddock? You're wrong. This only just begun. Did you really think killing my uncle would give you anything? You may be bought time. But that's it!"

"Your uncle?" Hiccup asked confused.

"Okay, I'm confused here. So that's how you are so mixed up in this. I only thought you were serious arse-licker." Josh said to George. George growled.

"My father was supposed to become chief before he was killed in a dragon-raid. Hamish, my uncle and my father's younger brother, overtook. Though he's not _really_ my uncle. My father is one of _your_ ancestor's descendants." he said looking at Hiccup.

Hiccups brain worked overtime. This was so confusing.

He finally looked at George and said slowly: "So…we are related?" "Over many corners, twists and years…yes. But believe me; I like that as much as you do." "Can't we get…divorced or something like that?" Hiccup asked. Kate rolled with her eyes. "You're not married. Just distant cousins of second grade." "Thanks I feel so much better." Hiccup said.

"Yeah" George sneered "Back to business."

He advanced on Hiccup, sword up.

"You're not leaving this island alive. Being who I am, a descendant of the oh-so-great-Hiccup-the-second made my life a living hell! From the moment I was born I was labeled as bad blood, a bastard. No matter how hard I tried, I could never please anyone. I think everybody was happy when my father died. My mother killed herself when I was twelve."

Hiccup felt a little sorry. He could understand how George felt.

"Listen, George. I know what it feels like to be an outcast, okay? We all do, because we all were outcasts in our tribes and families. But I ask you, what good will it give you when you kill me? Hamish's dead. Who is there for you to please?"

In George's eyes was a mad glow.

"Myself."

With that he lunged himself at Hiccup and their swords collided.

George was good but Hiccup knew he was superior. He didn't want to hurt or kill George. Hell, the boy just had a bad past. He was angry and determined and twisted with hate in his head but he was still so young and had done nothing wrong.

You don't choose the family you are born into.

Hiccup parried his thrusts and only played a defensive game. Let the boy out-power himself and then make a run for it.

But the boy only got angrier and his attacks got wilder and harder.

"George, stop it now! Otherwise I will have to fight you." He warned him. George snorted. "I'd like to see you try you walking disaster."

Hiccup lunged forward, a hard series of offensive movements raining down on George who managed to duck aside to parry them.

The sound of steel hitting steel was loud in the night.

"Hiccup, George, cut it out! You'll kill each other!" Kate barked and wanted to dismount Nightlight but Josh held her back.

"Don't you interfere now you'll be sliced to bits." He said in a low voice. "Let me."

From the bags on Zhang's back he drew his little flute.

"Josh, I'm not going to repeat what I'm about to say so listen closely. You are a genius." He shrugged. "I know babe." "Don't get over yourself boy." "Yes Miss."

He set to play but it didn't seem to affect the two opponents at all.

They continued fighting in the sand and the surf. Sand and water swirled up and both boys were breathing hard and sweat ran down their foreheads, trying to beat the other.

Desperately Kate watched as Hiccup swirled around in a deadly arch and his sword hit George in the upper arm.

He hissed loudly as blood began to drench the fabric of his shirt.

But letting his guard down was not wise.

Hiccup already made his next move, knocking the boys' blade out of his hand. With a strong kick he sent him sprawling in the sand, sword heading towards his throat.

"HICCUP, DON'T!" she screamed horrified.

Hiccup didn't know what happened to him.

It was as if he was on autopilot. His movements weren't his. Or were they?

All he knew was that he was angry, frustrated and annoyed. When he began fighting he channeled those feelings in his attacks but it soon became something more.

His mind was clouded and he no longer thought. He'd lost all pity for the boy in front of him who was struggling to keep up with him.

And at the same time he felt strange.

There still was a small rational part in the back of his head that screamed: "Something is seriously wrong!" but as usual the rest of his brain ignored the small voice.

It felt good to be better than someone else. It felt good to hold such power.

There was nothing else but his opponent and their swords.

It was as if they were in their own little bubble far away from anybody else.

_Kill him, he deserves it._

Hiccup aimed for Georges unprotected side and hit his arm. Seeing the blood made him feel excited.

_Yes, make him bleed. Cut him, kill him!_

**Yes.** No, this is wrong! Stop it, scolded his rational side, this is not you. **But it feels good.** Hiccup!

And then a different voice, father away. "HICCUP, DON'T!"

The funny cold feeling that previously had dominated his actions was now gone as fast as it had appeared.

And not a second too early.

When he regained his senses and actually realized what he saw in front of him, he backed away fast.

He stood over George, the 'Stormblade' pressed against his throat. A small tickle of blood oozed from a small cut in the thin skin.

He back away back to Toothless who sniffed concerned at his hair as he sat down in the moist sand.

"Hiccup…what the hell?" he heard Josh ask from Zhang's back.

He felt sick.

And he promptly emptied his stomach next to him.

"Ah, Gods, Hiccup!" That was Kate. She sounded close.

When he looked up se actually sat next to him but his hearing was dulled.

_Wasn't that fun little Hiccup?_

**Wha…?**

_Don't strain yourself. You'll be sleeping now. But I can only repeat my words. There is beautiful darkness in your soul, waiting to be unlocked. This was a little taste of what it could feel like._

**Dark…ness…what…**

_Shh little boy. Rest. The gods know you'll need it._

And with that blissful darkness consumed his eyesight and he knew no more.
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Chapter Fifty-Two: Number four

Coming back around the first thing Hiccup saw when he opened his eyes were the green leaves of a willow.

He was lying in soft grass and sunlight streamed through the tree tops in golden rays. A bee tickled his nose.

The sudden change of location irritated him that much that he shot to his feet, heart pounding and his head shot from side to side, taking in every last bit of information there was.

There wasn't any sign of the sea anywhere near but he could still hear the faint sound of waves crashing on the shore and the wind that blew softly around him smelled of salt and fish. Next he smelled burning wood and when he turned around he saw a small campfire burning a few meters to his right.

He saw Josh sprawled next to it, deep asleep with one arm draped across his forehead and two sticks sticking out of his nostrils. Probably Kates' doing.

He smiled a bit and shook his head.

His gaze then fell on a mountain of scales, paws and tails all huddled together under a big pine-tree. Toothless lay on his back his artificial tail draped across Nightlight back who had her head resting on Zhang's tail.

Relieve flowed through Hiccup.

For a horrible second he had thought he'd been separated from his fried again. But seeing his scaly friend sleep filled him with ease.

He sighed and smiled.

So, their provisions and equipment check, dragons check, Josh definitely check (that snoring was hard to ignore) but where was Kate?

Worry started to spread in his chest and he tenderly took a step forward.

He then realized the lack of boots and shirt on himself and frowned.

"What did I miss?" he wondered silently.

"Hiccup?"

He turned around. Kate stood there with her arms full of wood. She dropped it unceremoniously next to Josh who didn't even flinch and hugged him.

"Are you alright? You fainted with no reason. We had to drag your ass somehow into safety." Hiccup frowned. "I didn't faint. I'm not a girl. I passed out." Kate rolled with her eyes. "Whatever." She said. "So, how do you feel?" "Surprisingly well."

He went with one hand through his hair and cringed when he felt how greasy and dirty it was.

"On second thought, I feel dirty."

Kate laughed. "Yeah, I know what you mean. I just had a bath. I feel like reborn! Go ahead, there is a small sweet-water river not far from here. Just follower your nose, you can't miss it." He smiled widely. "Did I tell you that you sometimes are amazing and that I sometimes wouldn't know what to do without you?" he asked and spontaneously kissed her cheek. He never had a sibling but he figured that Kate was the closest thing to a sister he ever had. And she certainly could be annoying enough to be his sister.

Kate blushed a deep crimson. Probably engrossed, he thought and smiled.

"See you in…Actually I don't think about leaving the water anytime soon!" he decided and gave her a little wave before running towards where she had said the river would be.

The river, which actually was little clear brook of water, was not really warm but it didn't matter to Hiccup.

He quickly took his cloth off and watched his reflection in the water.

His gaze went from his stiff but otherwise unharmed body to his head.

He flinched when he noticed he was still wearing the piece of Josh's tunic around his forehead and the ugly truth he oh so blissful had forgotten, came back.

The slave-mark.

Carefully he unwrapped the bandage from his forehead and his hand carefully touched the wound.

Amazingly enough, it didn't hurt the slightest. It had healed nicely, was closed in a few weeks it would be just another scar, like his left leg.

He sighed. He needed to get his mind off it.

A bath was the right thing for that.

He dived headfirst into the clear blue and felt the dirt the sweat the sand, the blood and ash loosen from his body, feeling like every cell of his body was cleaned by the water.

For a while he just relaxed before he began scrubbing his body and washing his hair clean.

He could see the trail of dirt flowing downstream and shivered slightly.

When his hands and feet started to wrinkle and look like the skin of an old man he decided to get out of the water.

He quickly dried himself before changing in the only not dirty set of cloths.

He sighed when he saw which cloth they were.

His old cloth he'd worn back on Berk.

Hic brown breeches, the green tunic with a brown waist-belt, a brown fur-waistcoat and his black fur-boot.

Looking at his reflection he couldn't other than feel said.

Those were the cloth of the young, slightly naive boy, who'd loved to invent stuff and watch the clouds for hours trying o find pictures.

It hurt to admit that he wasn't that boy anymore.

He brushed through his, now long hair again. When had Loki cut it?

Four months ago?

It felt like eternity.

Back then he'd been annoyed by the god's prank.

But he could see why he'd done it now.

Back then in the cave Loki had told him the short hair made him look older and less boyish.

And that his old live lay behind him and that he had to loosen every last tie.

He sighed again.

Then he took the knife and began cutting his hair.

As much as he sometimes wished to go back to his old live and self he knew that it was impossible.

Because this was his true self.

As soon as the last streak of hair was cut, Hiccup gathered his stuff and walked back to where Kate and Josh had set up their camp.

Already from afar he could hear them argue and smiled.

Some things would never change. But he was glad for it.

"No no no! You're doing it all wrong. You have to go with the feathers. That way it's easier." Josh said annoyed.

Josh telling Kate how to do something right? What happened?

"And don't forget to take out all of the bones. There are small ones that sometimes are hard to find. So be careful, you don't want to choke on them, do you?" Kate said in a scruff voice.

_And once again the balance is restored to nature_, Hiccup thought.

He broke through the tree-line and asked grinning: "So, what's for…" but he stopped through the sentence noticing that a third person sat on the ground next to Josh, holding something that looked like some kind of bird.

That someone was tall and unbelievably blond and dressed in deep blue and black. Even though his cloth were torn and dirty you could still see the fine fabric and a crest on his chest. A badger fighting a snake.

George sneered at him and said: "So you're up then. About time."
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Chapter Fifty-Three: Painful news

Hiccup just looked at George before he turned towards his two friends.

"Care to explain what in the gods name I have missed while I was out? What is _HE_ doing here?" he asked irritated and dropped his dirty cloth on his sleeping place.

Josh shrugged.

"You'd be surprised but it was Toothless who insisted that he'd come with us." Hiccup looked at George doubtfully. "Why would he do that?" he asked.

George growled. "I don't know. I just know that your damn beast wouldn't let go off me and carried me off into the night."

"Carried you off?" Hiccup asked. "Who steered his tail?"

"That would've been me." Josh said and grinned.

"We had to strip you to Zhangs back so he could carry you and there was no room left. We also figured that you wouldn't like it very much if we'd leave Toothless with this maniac behind." Kate explained shortly while pointing at George.

"How do you know how it works?" Hiccup asked astonished. Josh shrugged. "Well, I didn't. Not really and it wasn't as smooth as when you're flying him but when I was still flying with you on Toothless, I saw how you steered the tail and kinda memorized it." He explained and brushed of some limpets off his cloth.

"It was one hell of a ride." George complained.

"We may or may not have nearly crashed a few dozen times." Josh admitted and grinned. "It was awesome."

Hiccup shook his head.

"You never cease to amaze me." He mumbled before he sat down.

George looked at him annoyed.

"So why did you kidnap me?" he asked angrily and clenched his fists. Hiccup noticed he was unarmed. Apparently George didn't like that.

"_I_ didn't do anything." Hiccup mumbled and pocked the dirt with a stick.

"So why did your beast kidnap me?" George asked through clenched teeth.

"I don't know and I'm as happy about it as you are." Hiccup said bluntly before turning away from the older boy.

While they were bickering Kate had continued cleaning the bird they had caught and was now roasting it over the campfire.

The smell of food was suddenly so overwhelming that Hiccup shortly forgot George and wondered when the last time was that he properly ate and not just the bitter tasting cabbage that Hamish had served them.

"Oh my goodness, what is that?" he asked and eyed the bird hungrily.

Josh laughed. "That my dear friend is a pheasant. A delicious bird! Don't tell me you've never tasted some!"

Hiccup shook his head.

"Never seen them before. On Berk we were more in sheep and yaks and chicken. Sometimes rabbits and deer too, and fish of course."

George snored.

"You barbarians and your ignorance. Pheasant is probably the most delicious thing in the whole world."

Hiccup rolled with his eyes. "Thank you. If I wanted your opinion I would have asked."

He swept a few bangs of hair aside and moved the logs in the fire with his bare hands.

He heard George hiss and looked up.

His eyes were even harder and colder. His mouth twisted into a snarl.

"You're a slave? That makes things even better!" he laughed darkly and stood up. He eyed Hiccup from head to toe. "You will bring me back this instant! And after that I will sell you to the Slave-Lands." George snorted again. "You, a slave, want to save the world? People like you are there to clean stables but not to travel the world. Let alone have any power."

He'd barely finished when Josh had a knife pressed against his throat and hissed: "Be careful what you say next maggot! This is my friend we're talking about. My little brother! If you don't want to end as food for the wild animals you better shut your mouth right now!"

Kate looked equally furious.

"Why are you defending him? According to the international convention concerning slaves he is the property of whoever claims him first. I claim him if you don't."

With an anguished war-cry Kate pinned him to the ground her curved hunting knifes only millimeters away from his twitching eyes.

"One more word useless and I take your eyesight!" she hissed.

"Kate let it be. Let him get up." Hiccup said calmly. She didn't look happy about it but she obeyed.

George stumbled to his feet. "How can you listen to him?" he asked disgusted.

Hiccup slowly rose.

"Because they chose too. They didn't bother that someone burned some stupid sign into my forehead. Nobody has the right to play down the worth of someone's life, especially not, if they don't know that person.

And I honestly don't understand how people can assume that one little mark can take somebody's will to live and his thirst for justice." He paused. He pointed at his forehead. "This is not a burden, this is no curse. This is a chance. A chance to show that nobody is worthless. It could have been you, who could have been marked by two enraged strangers."

His tone was icy cold and calm.

George looked as if his head was going to implode any moment. His neck had swollen to twice its usual size and he growled: "I've never heard more bullshit in all of my life!" "Maybe. But I certainly won't bow to a fate that was decided by airheads hundreds of years ago."

He sat down back again and said: "Let's continue eating."

George stayed surprisingly quiet the rest of the early afternoon while they ate.

After lunch Hiccup lay down all his maps and the three friends bowed their heads over them. George sat across from them under a tree and watched them.

Hiccup ignored him. He would think about getting rid of him later.

"Alright" he said and took out a pencil and marked a small island that belonged to a group of islands "We are here." He marked the place with a little cross. "And here is Port East." He marked the island that lay like abandoned in the vats ocean the only next coast being Talkin.

Around said nation Hiccup painted a circle and wrote the word '_barricade_' before he sat back down on his heels.

"Talkin, Durgonheim and Kinkal are the last nations to visit. But from what Kate said Talkin will be…difficult." Hiccup mumbled and his eyes danced across the map.

"Very hard. It's like they want nothing to do with anybody from the outside." Kate said, shuddering when she remembered her crash with Nightlight.

George snorted.

The three teens looked up.

"Got something to say?" Josh growled.

"Actually yes." George got up and walked over to them. "You can forget your little peace-talk with Talkin. No-one's been there for ten years now. They completely shut down. Getting out is difficult. Getting it is impossible. Those ships you saw Kate, they are forming a ring around the whole nation. They are made from very light but fire-proof metal and they are armed to their teeth."

"But why?" Hiccup wondered.

"As if you don't know." George growled and sat down with crossed legs.

"No, we don't." Kate said. "Please, enlighten us."

"The revolution. Don't say that didn't reach you!" He now sounded really surprised. Again they shook their heads.

Georges glared at the map.

"Those bastards. They actually managed to keep it a secret."

"Keep what a secret?" Hiccup asked, trying not to sound impatient.

"Ten years ago, when I was seven years old and had just started my training, three big ships from Talkin came to Port East and recruited every available young man. With them good friends of mine. They told us there were some harmless conflicts but that they would need more men to keep it down and restore order again. We didn't think much about it. It wasn't the first time such things happened."

George slowly touched the line Hiccup had drawn.

"Two weeks later we saw huge clouds of black smoke rise into the sky. And the next morning the fisher spotted the barricade. Those stupid enough tried to get close to find out what was happening. They were shot and their ships destroyed as soon as they were in shooting distance." Then he added more quiet but without any emotion: "I never knew what happened to my friends. They could be still alive, they could be dead." He looked up at their anticipated faces.

"And how do you know what's going on over there?" Kate asked.

George laughed humorously.

"One actually made it out. He cleverly tricked them into believe he was now working with them on the ship. Then one night he stole one of their underwater-crafts and fled.

But he died a few weeks later in Port East because of all the stress he had. His heart just couldn't take it anymore.

But he did tell us so much: The late King Harry was killed by his oldest son Andrew when he decided not to give him all but only part of his Kingdome to rule when he died. The rest of Talkin should go to his younger brother Edward.

Well, after he had killed his father Andrew of course tried to take his brother down but he fled and hid together with those he could gather around him.

Now there is a full blown civil war going on between the two brethren. The barricade keeps anyone from interfering and anyone from leaving. It was Andrews idea.

We don't know how bad things are over there and what actually is happening and we always hoped someone would interfere at one point. But judging by what you said no one has the slightest clue what's going on." He sounded bitter.

Hiccup eyed him sharply.

"There's more to it, isn't it? This isn't the whole story." He guessed. George looked at him annoyed. "It is the whole story." "But something's bothering you." "What are you? A mind-reader? I said that was all." Hiccup just raised an eyebrow.

George sighed annoyed and said. "Well, there's this one thing no one understands." "And that would be?" Kate asked.

George looked at her.

"Andrew always was a kind-hearted person. He couldn't hurt a single living breathing thing. He loved his family more than anything and he even said himself that dividing the Kingdome would be a good idea. So no one understands why he killed his father all of a sudden and is now hunting his little brother." "Sounds like you knew him." Josh observed. "Not really. But we met. Before things went bad."

There was an uneasy silence.

"Why didn't you do anything? Called for help for example?" Josh asked critically.

George glared at him.

"If you didn't realize it dragon boy, we are stuck on that island. We have no boats, the beasts always destroy them when we make new. And we can't fly ergo there is no way of communicating with the rest of the world."

"I'm sure you had certain visitors over the years!" Kate said. "I know people from my land had plans going to Port East."

"And how many of those have come back?" George said coldly. "These are dangerous times and dangerous waters. Those who make it here are few and they usually are killed or are lost or what-not. So no, no communicating with other nations. Most of them knew we had a few problems and decided to leave us alone with it for a while. And after a while people started to forget about us." Kate looked at him doubtfully.

"How can you forget something like Port East?"

"It's Darkness." Hiccup suddenly said, interrupting their conversation.

He's been thinking about Georges story for the last minutes and tried to fit the puzzle-pieces together.

"What?" the other three asked in unison.

"It's Darkness, I'm sure. Hamish told me that it'd been influencing the world of men for years already. Planting dark thoughts in their brains, waking their deepest desires and biggest fears." He shook his head.

"Those weren't Andrew's actions. At least not his alone."

"Hiccup, just stop for a second and start from the beginning. What did Hamish tell you? Are talking about your conversation when you and him were alone?" Kate asked.

Hiccup nodded and told them everything. From his dream-meeting with Darkness(though he again let out the part about Illiona) and his conversation with Hamish as well as the horrible truth that Hamish had been a bad guy.

When he finished there was a moment of stunned and horrified silence.

Until Josh broke it.

"Just wait a second. You and the chief were related?" Josh asked.

Hiccup faced him with an exasperated face.

"Is that all you remembered from what I've just told you?" "No of course not. The chief was evil, that's why the dragons were attacking and it's your ancestors fault that we're on this mission right now. Now tell me, were you two really related?"

Hiccup groaned. "Yes. Hamish was named after his uncle Hamish the First who is my great-great-great-great-grand-something-father, who was Hiccup the Seconds brother and became chief instead of him when they banished Hiccup the Second. Well, we're not really related seeing that Hiccup the Second wasn't really Hamish's ancestor. He was the step-dad of one of the original sons and gave them new names when they were still babies before he had his own children, who inherited the right to rule…but that's all pretty complicated and not really important right now!"

"Well, I think it's important. You never find new family every day." "Josh please, let's concentrate on the really important things now and on my crazy far-away extended family later!" "Okay."

George spoke up.

"That is impossible. I've never heard of such things. You're making this up. You're just as nuts as your ancestors."

Now it was Hiccups time to look annoyed at him. He hated it when people called him a liar.

He put one hand into the blazing fire. "Well, suck it up, because this is supposed to be impossible and nuts too and yet I'm doing it and my hands not crispy meat."

"Hamish wouldn't do that. He just wanted justice for what was done to his family." George denied and glared at Hiccup.

"You have no right to accuse him of such things!" "I have every right because it's the truth!" "Proof it!"

Hiccup sighed. "I can't. He's dead, we are gone and Darkness has retreaded somewhere were not even the gods know what it's going and planning."

"Then I won't believe a single word of yours."

"I never said you had to. It's your choice. I won't tell you what to believe. I can open your eyes for the truth. But if you actually see and agree with it, is up to you."

He had enough of Georges face for one day.

"He turned to look at Kate and Josh.

"Do you think we should risk it?"

Kate looked uncertain for the first time.

"Hiccup…last time I crashed and Nightlight was hurt. Besides, where is the point in talking to them about war if they have their own war to fight? Who would even listen? And what if we are stuck there too? I'm sorry Hiccup. Usually I'm all about dangerous and risks but not this time." She said truthfully and looked down, afraid to look into his eyes.

He smiled slightly.

"Kate, look at me." She did. "That's why I asked. So you can say your personal opinion. And there nothing wrong with it. You have to stand behind what you say and not be afraid of it."

He looked at Josh.

"And you, _big brother_?" he joked.

Josh sighed. "To be honest, I don't like it either. I share Kates opinion. But" he smiled a bit "if you go there like a headless chicken I would probably follow just to make sure you're save."

Kate nodded. "Yeah me too. And then, when I'm sure you're safe, I would kick your ass." Hiccup nodded and got up.

"I'll go for a little walk." "Don't go alone. We don't know what's out there." Kate warned and wanted to get up too but Hiccup shook his head and whistled.

Toothless, who had just awoken from his nice nap, got to his feet and lazily walked over to Hiccup.

He scratched the dragon behind his big ears and Toothless got a blissful expression on his face, his mouth slightly open and eyes rolled up.

"What do you say about a little walk through these woods bud?" he asked the dragon.

Eagerly like a little puppy Toothless started to jump up and down and ran ahead before turning around giving Hiccup a look that could say: _"What are you waiting for slowpoke?"_

Hiccup looked at Kate. "See, the perfect bodyguard." She nodded. "Just be back before it stars getting dark." "Yes mom." "Shut up!"

Laughing Hiccup walked away, giving them one last wave with his hand.

(…)

There were mostly pine-trees on the island, so the thick smell of pine-needles and resin. The day had been nicely warm but the heat was trapped underneath the thick tree-tops.

Their steps were muffled on the thick floor by moss and pine-needles.

Hiccup breathe the air deeply and tried to remember when the last time was that he'd smelled pines this intensive.

He couldn't really remember.

Al that had happened on Berk seemed so far away all of a sudden. Nearly sixteen years he'd spend there and now he couldn't even remember details. He knew what the village looked like, his house and his room, Gobber forge but the faces of the other villagers slowly blurred together. He couldn't even remember what his aunts' eye-color was.

He sighed and kicked a stone away.

Even his fathers' face started to lose its sharp appearance. He'd been gone for a while now. The picture of Stoick the Vast slowly disappeared in the mist and left his only son with a headache when he tried to remember.

He hadn't always been a bad father. But to be honest back then his mother had been alive or Hiccup hadn't turned into a runt yet.

He sighed. He wanted to remember. They were one f the reasons why he kept going. Even if they had made his live a living hell very often, there were also people like Gobber for example who had tried at least to make live better for him.

And no one on this planet deserved it to be killed or overthrown by Darkness.

Hiccup leaned against a tree and stared ahead. He could see the sea through the maze of trees. Like a thin blue line behind white-sand shores.

"To be honest I wish I could just quit and never bother with this again. I mean, come on. We can't go to Talkin, Durgonheim doesn't like dragons and Kinkal is a desert without any dragons. What are our chances anyway? I've achieved nothing. Odin was right." He told Toothless as he picked up a fir cone and threw it away.

Toothless gave him a bump in the shoulder and shook his big head.

"You think?" Hiccup asked and looked into those green orbs.

Toothless nodded.

Hiccup sighed.

"I sometimes really wished I could talk to you. Hiccup the Second could. Lofin gave him the ability to understand you guys. At least that's what King George told me." Hiccup shook his head. "Another guy names George. Does it run in the name that those guys always mean trouble and are thickheaded idiots?" Toothless did his version of a laugh.

"But I can't even be sure about that" Hiccup continued, staring ahead of himself "I mean, he didn't tell me anything about Hiccup the Second, what he did and so. He left me in the dark. Literally."

Toothless nudged him in the side and growled.

"Okay okay, no more dark thoughts for today, I promise!"

As he got up again he petted Toothless head.

"You know. I think I understand you pretty well, even without knowing your language."

They continued walking, when suddenly something hit Hiccup in the head.

He flinched and mumbled: "Ah!" It was a fir cone.

Where had that come from? It had not fallen from a tree, he was sure.

He picked it up and looked in the direction from where it had come from.

Tenderly he threw it back and waited.

He didn't have to wait long.

The very same fir cone he'd just thrown away. He was sure.

"What the hell?" he whispered and looked at Toothless, who looked equally surprised.

He turned his head in time to see another fir cone coming his way.

He caught it with his hands and frowned.

Big mistake.

If Toothless hadn't pushed him aside, he would have been hit by volley of fir cones.

They both dived aside.

"Whoa!" Hiccup exclaimed and peered around the tree. "What was that?" Toothless made a noise that probably meant: "Hell if I knew…"

Hiccup again peered around the tree-trunk and tried to see who was 'attacking' them.

There was nobody. Not on the ground, not hiding behind tress and not in the trees.

He stared harder, trying to find something and then…he saw something move in the bushes about ten meters away.

It didn't look too big but Hiccup knew that you didn't have to be big to be dangerous. (See terrible Terror and Tuffnut)

And then the thing jumped out of the bushes.

Hiccup nearly laughed when he saw what it was.

"It is a Terrible Terror." He whispered to Toothless.

Said Terror was flying just inches above the ground holding anther fir cone in his front paws. "But how does he throw them?" he wondered.

The question was answered when he peered to far around the tree and the Terror spotted him.

He squawked but it sounded delighted and with its tail it hit the fir cone out of its waiting hands and it sailed through the air and nearly hit Hiccup in the head if he hadn't ducked.

"Okay, so that's how he is doing it. But why?" he wondered and picked up the fir cone.

The Terror squawked again and jumped up and down.

Hiccups eyes wandered from the Terror to the fir cone and back.

"Oh…ahm, alright." He said when he understood and tossed back to the little dragons.

The little dragon caught it and threw it back.

Now it was Hiccups turn to catch and throw back.

It probably went like this for another three times and the Terror seemed delighted.

"Of course, I remember!" Hiccup exclaimed as he caught yet again the fir cone. "It's the terrors way of socializing. They throw thing! I read about it Hiccups the seconds book." He told Toothless who just looked at him with an expression that clearly said: "You've lost it completely, haven't you?"

Suddenly the Terror stopped throwing the cone and came flying over to him.

He hovered in front of Hiccups face before he gently dropped the cone in his lap and even more gently…bit into Hiccups nose!

It didn't hurt but Hiccup was so surprised he fell backwards and the little Terror landed on his chest.

The dragon purred loudly and starred at Hiccup with huge eyes.

"So biting into each other's nose is also a way to say you're my friend?" he wondered and carefully picked the dragon up and held him in front of him.

The bright yellow and blue little dragon looked at him expectantly.

Hiccup understood and looked at Toothless.

"Please tell me he doesn't want me to bit his nose!"

Toothless eyes were the size of plates and Hiccup had the strange feeling the dragon tried to hide a grin.

"Stupid dragon." Hiccup growled before he very carefully bit the Terrors nose himself.

The small dragon squealed in huge excitement, flatbed with its wings and settled down on Hiccups head and burrowed its claws in his hair.

A bit unsteady Hiccup got to his feet.

"Great, looks like we have another member." Hiccup sighed as he realized that there was no way the dragon was going to let go of him.

"Since you're going to be part of the team you should have a name. So I will call you…Cone. To honor who we became friends." He said dryly and nudged Toothless in the shoulder. "Come on buddy, let's get going again."

Hiccups neck stiffened more and more as he walked through the wood, parallel to the beach. Who would've thought that Terrors could be this heavy?

But it had something strangely calming.

When the sun was just over its highest point Hiccup decided to walk back.

He took his boots off and walked through the sand.

He kept his gaze down so he heard it before he saw it.

"Suck it up you lazy maggots or I'll have your heart as dinner tonight!"

The voice was rough and bellowed with a strangely familiar accent.

He dived behind the trees and Cone squawked indignantly as he was rudely awoken from his nap on Hiccups head.

Toothless too had followed his rider and now three sets of eyes looked at what lay ahead of them.

A ship had been dragged ashore by the tides and a group of people stood on the beach with their gleaming war-axes in hand and flushed faces, looking like they were ready to jump at each other's throat.

Hiccups heart and throat tightened.

And Toothless growled low and dangerously.

"Get going you worthless nutshells! Or I'll feed you to the sharks!" A man with a hook for a hand bellowed again.

He'd barely changed.

Black beard and hair, all stiff with dirt and uncombed. Scars all over his face, nearly eight feet tall and as broad as a bear. Hands the size of Hiccups face. Only his cloth had changes. Gone were the bear-cap, the long tunic, the chain-mail and the vast belt. Instead he wore plain breeches and a very wide black shirt and boots.

You couldn't possible tell what nationally he was, until he spoke.

This rough and harsh talking and the swallowing of sibyls could only be found on Outcast-Island in the Archipelago.

It was Alvin the Treacherous.

Hiccups heart pounded wildly. He'd known all along that he would bump into the Outcast-leader again.

But now was a really bad moment.

"You go and look of anything to eat on this godforsaken island. And you keep working on the ship. And you will make something to eat right now!" commanded Alvin through gritted teeth.

As he moved his right hand with the hook instead of a hand, the sun reflected in the polished metal and blended Hiccup in the eye.

He fell backwards into some bushes and the rustle was loud enough to attract the Vikings attention.

"Check that out. Maybe it's something to eat. And if it's some stupid native, kill him." Alvin growled.

Hiccup panicked. He grabbed Cone, jumped on Toothless' back and hissed: "Go Toothless, run!"

Toothless didn't need any encouragement. He started running and to Hiccups big dismay he heard one of the Outcasts behind him shout: "Yo! It's that dragon boy. It Stoick's runt and his dragon!"

Hiccup cursed and urged Toothless to go faster.

He burst back into camp, shouting: "Grab your stuff, the Outcast are here and they saw me, hurry!"

He slid down from Toothless' back and started throwing his stuff into the saddlebags and threw water over the fire and dragged Kate up, who was still sitting confused by the fire.

"Hiccup, slow down! Who is here?" she asked as he dragged her over to Nightlight and shoved her belongings into her arms.

"The Outcasts. Alvin. The ship I sat on fire, you remember?" he said breathlessly and picked up shoved Josh over to Zhang.

"I'll explain later but they could be here any minute! Mount up!"

As if to strengthen his point they could hear loud shouting coming from the woods.

Kate rolled her eyes as she jumped onto her dragons back.

"Only you could manage to get into trouble on a deserted island. Is there anybody in the whole world who isn't mad at you?" she asked as she adjusted the reins and straps of her saddle.

"You?" Hiccup suggested with a small grin.

"Don't bet on it Haddock!" she said and gave Nightlight the signal to fly.

Zhang already hovered over the ground.

George was the last one standing.

Hiccup didn't like him. He really didn't but that didn't mean he would leave him to Alvin's mercy.

"Come on George, what are you waiting for?" George shook his head. "You can't honestly believe that I let you abduct me again, do you?" "I'm offering to save your live you idiot. Now come on!" "No!" "George if you stay Alvin will torture and kill you just for the sake of it! He will want to know what you have to do with me and where I'm going. And he won't believe you if you say that you don't know! They are Outcasts for a reason." He hissed and extended his hand to help George up.

"Now are you coming or are you not?"

George took a step back and said: "No! I can fend for my own!"

That was when the first cross bolt hit his upper arm.

George cried out in surprise and pain and stumbled backwards. Hiccup cursed and pulled Toothless upwards and out of the cross bolts reach.

He saw George on the ground, trying to get up but another bolt had imbedded itself in his calf.

Outcast now nearly had reached the clearing.

Hiccup saw another one raise his cross bow.

"Toothless dive!" he screamed and the dragon plunged down head first with the wings pressed to his side.

In the last second he opened his wings again, caught his fall and Hiccup managed to grab Georges color and heaved him in one swift motion on Toothless back.

"Hang on!" he screamed and switched the tails position into upwards and they shot straight up.

George hung on Hiccup for dear life, shouting profanities into his ear that would make Gobber blush.

But the rescue had gone perfectly fine.

Once they were flying above the ocean, Hiccup straightened up and slowed down.

George too managed to sit down and hold on to something different then Hiccups shoulders.

Zhang and Nightlight joined them on either side and Kate glared at them. They both flinched.

"What was that?" she asked. Josh just grinned. "Dude, that was intense!" "It was reckless!" Kate argued. "It was mind blowing." Josh shot back." "It was stupid."

"And it was exactly what we needed." Hiccup interrupted them.

They just started at him but he dropped the topic and explained what had happened.

Cone just curled himself around Hiccups shoulders and went back to sleep.

The sun was already rising again when Hiccup was sure that that on the horizon was not a very big and dark cloud.

They'd been flying non-stop since the early evening of the previous day, leaving the shelter of the Southern Sea and the great big East behind, crossing the equator the first time, since his not so subtle flight with Kate from Derandolia, and were now headed for the driest place in all of Midgard. A supposedly dragon-free area.

"Ladies and Gents, welcome to Kinkal." He said darkly.

"How much further do you think it is?" Josh asked, squinting his eyes. Hiccup shrugged. "Hard to say."

"We won't make it there before early noon. We might as well just go down and search for somewhere to rest. I think we made a good distance between us and those Outcasts!" George suggested. He probably wouldn't admit it but he looked ready to drop.

During their flight Hiccup had helped him treat his wounds but they probably still hurt like hell.

"Over there." Kate said and pointed at an island no bigger than the one they'd fled from. It seemed to be just a rock in the sea but caves could be found anywhere.

"Let's go then." Hiccup told them and went into a dive.

George would never admit it but he felt lost.

And hurt.

And cold.

He'd never been away from home and as much as he hated it there most of the time; now being so far away in a part of a world he'd only heard about, made him homesick.

His leg and arm throbbed and it was cold.

Also something he didn't understand. They were a stone-throw away from the hottest and driest place on earth and yet it was freezing cold.

They had found a cave and that stupid Haddock had made a fire out of nothing. Now they all curled up under the wings of their beasts and ate whatever that Josh guy had made out of what head found in his bags.

George sat aside from all this and just starred at them.

They joked around like good friends, despite what had happened hours earlier.

Hiccup was also reading in a thick book and had his maps all around him while his black devil purred like an overgrown cat.

He rubbed his arms.

Damn he was cold.

But of course he didn't have the chance to grab his belongings when he was abducted by that beast.

Suddenly there was someone standing in front of him.

It was Kate. She smiled tenderly at him and he tried to smile at her too but his face was too cold.

She held a blanket and a bowl in her hands and said silently: "I thought you might want to warm up a bit." "Thank you." Kate sighed and looked back at the fire. "Look, I know you don't agree with us and what we do, but why don't you join us at the fire. It's a lot warmer there." "No thanks. I'm not going anywhere near your beasts." She sighed again. "Well, you can always come." "I don't think they would want me with them." George said stiffly and nodded at Hiccup and Josh, who were throwing small stones at each other.

Kate giggled.

"Hiccup wouldn't have saved your live yesterday if he wouldn't want to give you a chance. That's the great thing about Hiccup. He gives you a chance."

"I didn't ask him to save my life and I certainly didn't ask him to try and befriend me." Kate shrugged.

"If that's how you think, then I won't try to change your mind."

She stood up again and her reddish-blond hair gleamed in the fire-light. Her green eyes looked were soft as grass.

"But I can tell you he will try to become your friend. It would be at least so like him!"

She started to walk back to the fire and George didn't stop her.

Instead he ate and then curled up against the ride of the cave in the blanket and tried to get some sleep.

**AN: Hey guys! First of all I want to give you a huge thank you for the amazing reviews you gave my story. It's just incredible who much you seem to like it :-D**

**Well, there is still something I have to say and that would be:**

**I have to do a really big big big project for school that counts as much as one assignment in my biology high levels. So that means I will be doing lots of school stuff and probably not so much writing so don't wonder if you don't hear so much from me in next time! I'm sorry but you have to agree. Right now school comes (sadly) before writing.**

**Especially since I'm graduation next year. **

**Scary thought to be honest.**

**Well, see you around, **

**Love Kate**
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Chapter Fifty-Four: Problems

Wet feet.

There is nothing that wakes you up faster than wet feet.

And there is nothing more disgusting and uncomfortable than wet feet.

Wet feet make you feel cold all over and the squishing sounds your shoes make when you walk can give some people the creeps.

All in all George didn't like having wet feet.

Now he woke up with wet feet.

How? They were in a cave for god's sake!

He peeled himself off the cave floor and then realized that it weren't just his feet that were wet. Everything was wet!

The ground, his trousers, the blanket Kate had given him, his head and arms.

Some water dripped down his neck under his shirt and he shivered.

Admittedly, the water wasn't cold but it certainly wasn't pleasant.

He looked around and with a yelp he was on his feet.

The whole cave was ankle-deep filled with water.

Who could he not have realized that sooner? He normally wasn't a deep sleeper.

"Ah, so you are up at last." He turned around. That Josh guy stood not far away from him, packing a bag.

He others were nowhere to be seen and so where their dragons.

"Where is everyone?" he asked. Not that he cared.

"Out finding a new cave to stay. They told me to wake you and pack up things." George threw one glance at the already packed bags. "And you decided it was too much fun to let me participate in it?" he asked with raised eyebrows.

Josh shrugged.

"I never actually planned on waking you. I mean, you slept trough Kate's screaming when we first found out that the cave was filling up with water! I just wanted to let you drown or at least abandon you. Wouldn't have worked probably seeing Hiccup would not agree with my plan but you can always try."

Gorge growled. Then he said: "At least you're honest." Josh shrugged again. "It's no secret I think we should feet you to the sharks but hey…I was over-voted." "You actually had a vote?" "No, Kate slapped me across the head and told me to shut up so I guess there was no real vote."

George shook his head. This boy had to be retarded or something.

"No not retarded." Josh said as if he was reading his thoughts, making him flinch. "I just see things differently."

"Good to know."

Josh gestured over to the bags.

"Well, are you going to help me or do I really get to abandon you in this cave. Because you will drown if you stay."

For the first time George directed his attention towards the entrance of the cave.

Outside the sky was black.

Maybe because it was still night; maybe because even if it had been day, the light would have been blocked by the massive black storm-clouds that were still visible against the sky.

The sky had a purplish tint, thunder rolled over the sea and lightning crackled through the air. The wind piled the water into waved the height of houses.

Rain poured down from the heavens and sadly into their cave. And because the water could flow nowhere, it had begun to rise.

"Alright alright I'm coming." Josh made a sour face. "Hey, I'm not more excited about this then you are!" he growled. "No, it's not that. It's just that I bet with Kate about it and now I own her five bucks." "You make bets about me coming with you or facing certain death?" "It wasn't certain death. And Hiccup said the same like you." "Oh did he?" "He did."

They were interrupted by a dragon breaking through the thick curtain f rain and landing inside their cave.

It was Kate with Nightlight. She was drenched, her hair stuck to her face and she had trouble holding onto the leather saddle. The rain made the material slick and hard to grab on.

She swept away her hair.

"You guys finished? Hiccup found a place to say. It's further inland. I think we underestimated the size of this Island but it seems to be uninhabited.

And the cave is somewhere closer to the ground. He's checking it out for possible threats." They both nodded.

"We're nearly finished. Just one more bag." Josh said.

"I'll take those. You two take the rest on Zhang." Both boys were about to protest but Kate already had given Nightlight a command and the dragon flew away with some of the bags in her claws.

Josh climbed on Zhangs back. "Well, you're coming?" he asked the disgruntled George. "Yeah yeah."

George climbed behind him onto the dragons back.

By now he'd flown often enough to know that it seemed relatively safe but he didn't like flying. Not at all.

Dragons were filthy. They smelled of sulfur and their eyes seemed to hunt you.

Besides that they made strange noises and flying was a nightmare. That up and down that whole time, the insecurity of nothing between you and the ground except for a scaly body that could breathe fire and had a mind of its own!

No, George didn't like dragons. And flying. And the people that rode them.

Still he had no options left but to hold on onto both Zhang and Josh as the flew through the storm. The dragon's wings fought hard against the forces of nature and the rain whipped so hard around them so that they could barely see.

His heart was beating too fast to be healthy.

Within seconds they were drenched and he shivered. The water was warmer than expected but then again with the wind it was freezing cold.

George's fingers felt like they would fall off any moment.

It seemed to take ages to reach the new cave.

When they landed Kate had already dismounted and was lifting the bags over at the war wall.

Hiccup stood in the center of the cave, making a fire-place.

With one snap of his fingers a big fire burned, throwing bizarre shadows against the walls.

A small bit of warmth seeped through Georges cold bones.

They were all shivering, drenched and George was sure the others felt miserable too.

"Alright." Hiccup said and rubbed his hands together. "Change cloths, if we stay any longer in these ones we'll catch our deaths. They we need something to warm up. Josh, you think you can make some of your infamous broth?" Josh nodded. His teeth were chattering to bad to answer properly. "Kate, if you and Josh could make the beds that would be great. Then I will care for the dragons and dry our cloths."

She nodded and Hiccup looked at him.

"Why do you plan me in? I'm not staying." "For the moment you are. And while you're at it, you can be useful." Hiccup said calmly and turned around and walked over to his dragons.

The others did too and Kate disappeared somewhere inside the cave to change more privately.

George still stood there shivering and anger boiled inside his chest.

He didn't have anything to change.

He had nothing; he hadn't planned on being abducted by these muttonheads.

They probably laughed at him right now, hoping that he'd die from hypothermia or similar.

His dark thoughts were interrupted by Josh saying:

"Blondie! Think fast!" and something soft hitting him in the face.

He caught it and enfolded it. They were cloths.

Confused he looked up at Josh.

"They maybe won't fit properly but Hiccup thought the length should be right and their better then what you're wearing."

With that he disappeared again and George stood there, holding the cloth.

"Thanks." He mumbled.

Whatever Josh had cooked from his provisions; it didn't look appealing. Thick and grey with orange bites.

Skeptically George eyed it.

"Better not look at it too closely. It tastes better than it looks, believe me."

He flinched when Hiccup sat down next to him, his own bowl in hands.

He too made sour face but smiled slightly at him before he took a bite.

George put down his bowl.

"Why are you doing this?" he asked angrily.

Hiccup stopped eating.

"Why do I do what?" he asked, sounding honestly confused.

"Being so nice, dragging me along, feeding me, giving me cloths…We are enemies! We should kill each other!"

Now it was Hiccups turn to put down the bowl.

He turned around so he could face him directly.

"Listen George, we maybe didn't have a good start together…" "Understatement of the century." "But you are not my enemy. And I am not your enemy." He ran his hair through his hair and again George could see the Slave-Mark on his temple.

"Why do you think so?"

"I know who my enemy is, okay? And it's not you. We all are not enemies. We all have a common enemy. Most of us just don't know. It's my job to tell them you could say." His voice sounded slightly bitter. "And yes, it's as easy as it sounds."

"Who are us? And what kind of common enemy could there be. I've never heard of such thing before."

"I'd be surprised if you have." Hiccup said and took another spoonful of his dinner.

"Ever heard of Darkness?" "Darkness?" "It doesn't really have a name. Well, it is darkness so I guess it's only naturally that you call it Darkness."

"And what exactly _is_ it?" George asked doubtfully.

"Everything evil there is. It is corruption, it is hate, it is envy, it is dread and despair, it is your darkest, most secret wish, your biggest fears, your imbalance."

A shiver went down Georges' spine. Something in Hiccups voice…

"It was banned eons ago by humans and dragons together. But humans unknowingly have given it chance to rise again. Now humans again have to stand together and fight side by side with dragons to ban it yet again." "And let me guess, you have to do the uniting stuff?" "Yep." "You're not very good at it." "Thanks, I got that myself."

"Why did you drag me along?" Hiccup poked the fire with a stick.

"Honestly?" "Yes." "I don't know. I mean, you've been a total jerk and everything but…it feels right."

George snorted. "Could you be more of a girl? It feels right?" Hiccup shot him a murderous glance. "Hey, I have learned to trust my instincts."

George couldn't argue with that.

"Whatever. The next time we find civilization I want to go back home." "So you can do what? Pretend none of this ever happened? Continue your grudge against my family? I'm sorry for what happened but you can't hold me responsible for something a guy did, I never got know!"

He sounded very angry and got up. "If you want to leave, fine, do it. I'm not holding you back. But I would honestly consider your options."

With that he stalked over to his dragon.

**AN: Hello! I'm back!**

**Finally finished my long course-work and now I'm back into business! I really missed the writing!**

**So, first new chapter. I know its short but I needed to post something so here is the something.**

**Review please!**

**Love Kate!**

**3 **
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_An: Hello guys! Thanks so much that you keep reading. I know it's been a while. Just some basic things: _

_I too noticed that the story is twisting and complex with who doesn't like who and who is whose ancestor and in what kind of a relationship this person and this person are and so on so I just thought I give you a quick overview again!_

_So we have Hiccup, whose ancestor Hiccup the II was one of the first chosen by the gods to stop Darkness from rising. Sadly he failed that mission when his old vendetta against Berk got the best of him because of what they did to him and his friends._

_So the gods of course are reluctant to send another Haddock into the field when the last one succumbed to Darkness and even made it stronger._

_Hiccups job is it to try and convince the six nations (Archipelago, Derandolia, Durgonheim, Talkin (which Port East belongs too), Kinkal, Baratellum. I think I said something about seven Nations in the beginning? Well that's wrong, sorry) to stop fighting the dragons and instead fight with them because of the old history they have together._

_Hiccup is traveling with Kate (Princess of Derandolia who has a little crush on the oblivious Hiccup), Josh (Runaway from Baratellum who sees Hiccup as his first and only best friend), in some of his dreams he's visited by his seer friend Illiona (who makes unhelpful predictions about his future and gave him a stupid prophecy that is not really helping him much and which he already forgot again) and of course George (average citizen of Port East/Talkin with a huge grudge against him and his family)._

_We also have Alvin the Treacherous hunting him, together with Kates' dad. _

_Hiccup was branded with the Slave-Mark but is pretty easy going about it, well most of the time._

_Georges uncle, Hamish, has led a bitter live because his family was the right heir for the throne of Port East (back when Port East was __**the place to be**__) but when Hiccup the II made his appearance, it all ended with the old chief dead, his wife married to Hiccup the II and their children getting the throne. The children of the old chief(Hamish's ancestor) are condemned to a poor existence alongside their step-siblings. _

_Until Hamish's father can't take it anymore, kills the last chief-descendant of Hiccup II, takes back the throne and now condemns his half-siblings to an unhappy life. (Confused, yeah me too)._

_Shortly after that they have, for the first time in centuries problems with dragons, raids and stuff._

_Hamish grows up hating dragons and Haddocks. Bad for him, when both of them crash on his island. _

_But he already is in league with Darkness who manages to rise further and further every day. Hamish is totally insane and nuts but nobody really cares._

_In the end he's killed and Hiccup is left with the dreadful prediction of Darkness that he's not a hero and that things will be bad and that Hiccup shouldn't fight who he is._

_Also he had George to worry about whom they for no apparent reason decided to drag along. Georges father was a Hiccup the II descendant but he hates his bloodline and always dried to please his uncle Hamish. _

_Now our heroes are caught up in a storm on an island on the coast of Kinkal where (apparently) no dragons live. They know it's a desert but they don't know what to expect. _

_Kate has a crush, Josh's being an idiot with hidden talents and George is making everybody's live a little harder._

_As for the dragons there are Toothless, Nightlight (Kate), Zhang (Josh) and Cone whom Hiccup found on the one island. George doesn't like dragons so none for him…for now…_

_The gods are not really helping as they are fighting their own battles in Asgard to keep Darkness at bay for as long as they can._

_And by the way, Hiccup's running short on time._

_Back at Berk: Stoick's married, Astrid's married too, Snotlout isn't that much of an ass but don't be afraid that'll change, there are no dragon incidents anymore (gee, wonder why…) but they still are aware of them and don't like them._

_I hope it helps a bit to remind you so you don't have to search the whole story for details._

_I'm open of ideas, requests and again I apologize for mistakes._

_Now for the actual chapter!_

_Have fun reading,_

_Love Kate_

Chapter Fifty-Five: Freedom?

Illiona put the shuttle aside and stared at the picture. Hiccups familiar figure stood there.

He was standing on a cliff-top looking at the setting sun, sword in hand and his dragons by his side.

She looked down the long row of fabric that curled through the cave.

The afternoon light made the colors glow brighter and she imagined the figures were actually moving.

Suddenly, without any warning, pain split through her head like a lightning strike.

She groaned and her hands flew to her temples.

Her breath was shallow.

Again pain flared up, this time a picture cam with it.

Fire, lots of fire.

She groaned and against her will her hands clawed into the rough stone floor, her nails scratching in the stone.

Another wave of pain. Again fire, this time she also saw dragons flying through the flames with people on their backs.

Splitting pain. Her eyes hurt.

A hand reaching out from above for another hand, grapping it firmly and then yanking it upwards.

Her hands moved like crazy over the floor, she couldn't control it.

Faintly she felt pain in her hands.

Her heart was beating so fast the thought it would burst out of her thin chest any moment.

More pictures, faster, less clear.

People running, dragons flying above, broken shackles.

Gasping for breath she tore her eyes open.

She sat hunched over on the ground. She felt something warm run down her fingers.

Her nails were torn, together with the skin from scratching on the floor.

But it weren't her hands she stared at.

It was the one word she had scratched in her delusion.

_FREEDOM_

She didn't realize she was shaking until she sat back on her feet.

Her whole body was shaking.

What did that mean?

Even hours later she was still unsteady on her feet, her eyes always looking back to the old rag she had put over her the latest result of her curse.

These kinds of thoughts were forbidden.

She was born here and she would die here, just like seer before her. She would always wear those shackles and she would always be helpless.

She tried to focus on the soup that was cooking over the fire.

She needed to talk to Hiccup soon again.

She had the bad feeling that the fire in her vision was connected with him. But not in near future….

She clenched her fists.

No she couldn't. And she wouldn't. He would think that it was the only reason she ever contacted him.

Taking a deep breath she tried to calm her troubled nerves.

She carefully stepped into the entrance of her 'home'.

Below she could see the glistening green valley, the blue lakes and houses.

It seemed so far away.

A growl came from below.

She looked down.

Nothing to see but rocks.

Yet she knew better.

"Sorry. I just needed fresh air that was it."

She stepped back from the entrance and out sighting distance.

She looked at the ominous orange glow at the horizon that surrounded her on all sides.

Bitterness swelled in her.

Back in her gloomy cave she walked into a small separated part. The sound of metal chains rustling over the ground followed her as she sat down on her bedstead and played thoughtless with her blanket.

The short moment of peacefulness was interrupted by a loud voice echoing through her cave.

"Illiona! Where are you dearest?"

The voice was male but high and breathless from climbing up here.

She got up and smoothed her dress down.

"I'm here Milord."

She stepped out into the main cave with the tapestries.

Three men stood there. Two of them were guards, dressed in armor with suns carved into their breastplates and flowing white capes. They were spotless with their polished boots and correctly tied gloves, freshly washed trousers and blinking helmets.

Illiona had always thought they looked ridicules.

But their swords were sharp and their crossbows always ready to shoot.

The other man was fat and bald. His eyes were baby blue but almost disappeared in the many layers of fat.

She didn't know if he had ears, she never saw them.

Head and shoulders seemed to fade into each other seeing that he had no neck. Or at least a very short one.

He was dressed in yellow robes with white stripes and a thick chain-belt that tightened around his enormous midsection and black boots and black gloves.

His face was read, his breathing short and he walked like a duck.

She bowed and said:

"Looking good as always Milord. How can I help you today?"

She hid her hands behind her back.

No need for him to see what she did.

"Actually yes, there is a way to help me." The fat man said.

He licked over his cracked lips. "Bring the lord a refreshment girl." One of the guards ordered her. She bowed and picked up a pitcher and a cup.

She handed the water to the fat man.

He took it with no thanks and down the water went.

"More." The other guard ordered.

She did as told.

After several cups of water the man finally tossed it aside and looked at her.

"I was told that you again stood at the entrance. You know you are not allowed to. Someone could see you!"

She looked down, avoiding his eyes.

_Yes, and might free me if he knew what you are doing here_, she thought bitterly but just kept looking down.

"I'm sorry Milord."

"If they knew about you, they might come and take you way. And you know then I will be very cross. Not only them but also with you." He said as if she was a small baby.

She nodded, shuddering remembering the last time someone had found out.

She shackles around her ankles felt heavier.

If he knew about her connection with Hiccup…

"I know Milord. I'm sorry. It won't happen again. I just needed some fresh air."

"No, you don't." he said harshly and snapped with his fingers.

One of the guards stepped forward.

"And because you disobeyed me, I will have to punish you."

He nodded at the guard who bend down and started to cut out a huge piece of the chain before clicking the two pieces new together. Then he took another pair of shackles from his belt and put them around her wrists and connected them with the ones on her ankle.

She could still move her hands far enough as she needed but her mobility was narrowed down by far.

Now she couldn't reach the entrance anymore and more weights pulled her down.

She suppressed her tears.

"There, much better don't you think?" the man said smiling brightly.

"Yes…indeed Milord. You are so clever." She said with a heavy voice, still keeping her gaze down.

He stepped forward and kissed her forehead.

"Now go back to whatever you were doing he said loudly before bending down and whispering in her ear: "And don't forget you are mine."
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Chapter Fifty-Six: Remembering the past

_Over 1000 Years earlier_

_Namhera knew he was going to die. The forces of Darkness had struck him hard and he felt the live leaving is body with each drop of blood that dripped from the ugly and deep wounds in his chest._

_The usual strong beating of his heart was decreased to a weak flutter. _

_He shifted uncomfortably but every movement hurt even more._

_His wings were broken. There was no way of escape._

_Oh how he wished to know who the battle had ended. If it had ended at all. _

_The sand in which he laid got between his scales and it made him even more uncomfortable._

_Why, oh why had he been so careless? _

_Had he just stick with the others, thinks might have gone differently. He'd be unharmed and fighting side by side with his brothers, just like he should._

_Exhausted he laid his tall head down. He tasted blood in his mouth. A lot of his teeth had been knocked out and broken when he crash-landed face first in this god-forsaken place._

_He couldn't see anything but sand. Everywhere. There was just sand._

_His heartbeat sounded loud in his own ears._

_Maybe it's better like this, he thought. _

_Just as he was about to give up, he saw something ahead of him._

_In the evening heat, the sand flickered and everything was blurred and out of focus._

_But surely, he saw something coming his way._

_A wild animal perhaps?_

_Normally nothing would dare come near a dragon of his kind. But he was dying, inured, the perfect prey, the perfect meal._

_But as the silhouette got closer, Namhera realized that it wasn't an animal._

_No. It was a human._

_Humans. They were an odd bunch. A strange creation. He wasn't too fond of them. After all, they were the reason why they had to fight and because of that they probably were the reason why he was injured. _

_He'd seen some of his friends let them ride their backs._

_Namhera had been hesitant. He wasn't a horse._

_What was this human doing here?_

_Had he fallen like he had?_

_Had he been fighting at all?_

_The human had gotten closer now._

_He was tall with sharp features yet Namhera was sure he hadn't seen too many winters. He had a dark skin; smooth like they all had. No protection at all!_

_The cloths he had wrapped around his body were dark too. _

_He had one of these pointy silver sticks hanging from his midsection and another, longer, thing over his back._

_He stopped in front of Namhera and his calculating eyes drifted over his bloody body. _

_These eyes were the color of the full moon and stood clear against the dark face and the dark skin._

_Namhera growled slightly._

_He knew humans couldn't understand their language so he didn't bother trying to talk to him._

_So his irritation was doubled when the human in a smooth voice said: "I saw you fall. I'm here to help you." and the word came perfectly clear out in the tong of the dragons._

"_You…can understand me?" Namhera asked silently._

_The human shrugged._

"_Yes. I don't know why. Others can't. But I do." He again inspected Namhera. "What happened to you?" he asked. _

"_I fought. That's what happened." The human moved closer and knelt down next to the wound._

_Namhera growled._

"_What are you doing?" "I'm trying to help you. I'm the tribe's healer's son. I know a few things about dressing wounds."_

"_Why would you help me?" _

"_You're joking right? They won't let us fight in this war, so the least thing I can do is care for those who do."_

"_Who won't let you?"_

"_The village elder, the chief, everyone. They say we have nothing to do with the other nations and that it's not our fault that its war."_

_Namhera snorted and winced because it hurt so much._

"_That's a stupid reason." He panted._

"_That's what I said. I said we are all one big tribe. We're all humans. But they don't care about what a simple boy has to say."_

_Namhera heard the bitterness in his voice._

"_And you want to fight?" "More than anything else. It's my destiny."_

"_Your destiny?"_

"_That's what the golden man said." _

"_What golden man?"_

"_I don't know his name. But he was huge, had dark skin like myself and golden eyes and giant sword. He said I had to fight. That being part of this war would be my destiny. And that my legacy would be needed again."_

_Namhera looked at the human. _

_All pain had faded to the back of his mind. _

"_What's your name human? Mine is Namhera of the Whispering Deaths."_

"_My name is Brave."_

Hopes eyes flew open, he breath caught in her throat as she trying to calm her wild beating heart down.

Outside horns sounded, signaling that something was happening.

She threw her covers away and stumbled out of her tent, blinking into the rising run over the desert.

From her position on top of the dune where they had built their temporary camp, she could see three large and four small black figures staggering through the sand.

She had a sluggish feeling in her stomach as she hastily ran back inside her tent and got dressed.
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**AN: To answer an often asked question: What use is it to run away if you never come back? Or: Somehow we always end there were we once started **

Chapter Fifty-Seven: Are you in for a surprise?

Hiccup was fastening the last buckles on Toothless' saddle and was checking for any torn straps or weak-spots when next to him someone said: "You're moving into dangerous waters my dear brother."

Hiccup had kinda expected this to happen at some point so he was proud that he didn't flinch.

He didn't feel like flinching.

He felt cold when he heard the voice.

"Oh, am I? So Port East was just a pet-zoo? Since when do you care if I do something dangerous? You're never there to warn me and you're never there to help me when I need you. But…oh, I forgot, you're too busy keeping secrets from me and arguing with your family about trustworthiness!"

There were a few heartbeats of silence in which he moved on to checking his backpacks.

"How do you know?"

"Know what? It's never been a real secret if you consider all the people that know! Hamish, my dear uncle over ten corners and a few generations was so kind to tell me what my so called heroic-ancestor did. Then there was Darkness telling me how pathetic I am and that I will too bow down to me dark side. And then there's you and your father arguing about whether I should remain doing what I am doing or not and that I'm of 'blasted blood'!"

Hiccup didn't know he could sound so cold and harsh.

There was a deep sigh next to him.

"Gods this is all so messed up."

"Yeah, no kidding."

"Hiccup I'm sorry, okay? But I couldn't tell you. I didn't want you to think that we chose you to clean up the mess your uncle left you. I never wanted you to know what he did."

"What, is that suppose to make me feel better?"

"It was in your own interests."

"How would you know, what's good for me? You don't know me!" Hiccup shouted and swirled around, facing Loki for the first time in weeks.

The god looked uncomfortable but not ashamed or regretful.

"I wanted you to be proud of your bloodline after all! You were so down because of your family, I wanted to give you a hero, someone to look up too!"

"And how do you think I feel now?" Hiccup shouted and made an angry step forward.

Loki took a deep breath and just managed to keep his voice even.

"Hurt. That's how you feel. Hurt and betrayed. And you have every right too. But try to see the bigger picture in here!"

"The bigger picture? Loki all I do is trying to see the bigger picture! But it's damn hard if everything is working against you!"

"Never said it would be easy."

"No you didn't but you promised me help. So far, good job, only nearly died a few dozen times."

"Did you ever die?"

"No thanks to you."

"Hiccup I have a job to do too!"

"I know that, you told me often enough. But the last time I heard from you in person was when you spoke to me through the flames on the 'Horrible-Death-Lands'."

"And what do you want me to do?"

"If you decide to pop up at random times, don't waste time with the obvious and tell me whatever it is you want to tell me!"

Their shouting match had been going on for so long; they hadn't realized that the others had come to see what the commotion was about.

They had no clue who the stranger was, where he'd come form and why they were having a shouting match but it ended abruptly when they were spotted.

The man straightened up, his ager vanishing from his face, making room for a sad soft smile.

"I have to go."

He laid one hand on Hiccups shoulder but the boy refused to look at him.

"You have all right to hate me right now. And all I can do is hope that you'll forgive me. Hiccup we can't afford to be at each other's throats in times like this. And you're not alone. I will try to visit and help more often. But I can't promise you it. Things have changed. I've come to tell you two things. One: The desert is a dangerous place. It can play with you mind and make you see things. Be careful. And take as much water with you as you can. The second thing is: The winds turning. It hasn't decided yet where to blow us but everything's getting colder. We're sure it will choose northwards. Its blowing us all home."

Hiccup nodded but still didn't look at him.

Loki sighed, gave him one last squeeze on the shoulder and said before vanishing: "Fare well brother. Please try to forgive me."

Hiccup was in a bad mood the rest of the time till their departure in the afternoon.

They all had tried to get him to tell them who that was and what he'd wanted.

He only told them so much that it was Loki and that they had and argument.

All three, even George, were stunned to have stood in the presence of a god. Hiccup just shrugged it off.

He'd practically lived with Loki for nearly two months during his recovery.

One could easily forget that he was a god. He acted very much human form time to time. And there was nothing godly about acting like a total ass.

He knew Loki was right and he knew he was sorry but Hiccups pride and anger stood stubbornly against the gods' words.

He threw their water skins at George and said moody: "Fill them to the brim and drink as much as you can now and fill every other available container with water. And make your dragons drink just as much. Loki may be an ass from time to time but if he says we need water then we will need water."

They obeyed because they all, even George, knew better then to anger Hiccup in his current mood.

When the sun had reached its highest point and further Hiccup gave the command to mount up.

His mood visibly brightened once he sat on Toothless' back.

"The sea's calm, no cloud in sight, wind's coming from behind us and it's not too far to go. This should go smoothly and fast." he said before giving Toothless the signal to ascend. The others followed, George sharing the space on Nightlights back both Kate, his hands firmly around her waist.

Something he noticed with great interest didn't seem to bother her greatly.

He shook his head and steered Toothless next to Josh and Zhang.

"What do you think will expect us?" he asked. Josh shrugged. "I heard deserts are filled to the brim with sand and gets hot." Hiccup nodded. "I heard the same but can you imagine? Only sand as far as you can see? Seems a bit over exaggerated, don't you think?" Josh shrugged. "The only sand I know is what lies at the beaches." "Yeah me too." "I guess we're in for a surprise then." "Probably. Let's just hope it's, for once, a nice surprise." "Don't jinx it." Josh said jokingly.

"Me? Never. Come one, race you there."

With that he changed Toothless tail and the dragon shot forward.

"Hey not fair!" Josh cried out and leaned forward. "Come on Zhang. We won't be bested by a cheater!"

**AN: Hey guys, yes it's been a while; again, but…I have no reasons. Anyway here's the next short chapter. I know, I don't like it either but between the good parts of the story you have to write the connecting parts so it's a good story and that sometimes suck if you know what I mean. **

**Anyway, to the desert!**
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Chapter Fifty-Eight: What lurks beneath the water -Part 1-

When they touched down on the shores of Kinkal the first thing Hiccup noticed was the hot dry air. It came with the wind that swirled hard around them, pushing them around and pulled at their hair and cloths.

He dismounted and walked a few feet through the hard gravel beach. The water looked metallic grey.

He shielded his eyes and looked upwards.

"Any suggestions how we want to get over that?"

In front of them, stretching along both sides of the beach, a giant, very upright practically vertical mountain range rose up into the clouds.

There were no trees. It was just a wall of stone at which the winds broke, scratched along and had, over the eons, formed its surface.

The beach was only a few feet wide and nothing but broke stones decorated it.

Hiccup put his hand against the smooth stone, slick from algae the tides. The water-level rose high above his head.

He imagined how the water rose up the wall when the flood came. Anything and anybody on the beach would be dragged into the sea and would drown.

And nothing could possible climb these walls.

What a cheery thought.

He turned around and looked at his friends. And George.

"Fly along the wall and see if it breaks somewhere?" Kate suggested. "Just fly up and see how far it is to the top and just go over it?" George said.

Hiccup was irritated. Had the guy actually made a suggestion how to _solve_ their problem?

Well, there's always a first for everything.

"I don't know. What gives us the guaranty that this wall doesn't just continue? The flood will be here soon and if we don't find any shelter until them we'll be in trouble." Then he added: "This land is like a giant bath-tub standing in water. Nothing gets in and nothing gets out when the water comes."

"So we fly up their?" Josh asked, referring to George's suggestion.

"With those winds blowing over the top? If you want to die we can try. They will most probably smack us against the stone and we'll crash land on the beach."

"So what is the plan?" Kate asked and scratched Nightlight behind the ears. The dragoness purred and flapped her wings.

Hiccup looked back at the wall.

"What is the plan indeed?" He mumbled to himself.

He looked back at the sea and then said: "We maybe have two, with luck three hours until the flood has swallowed the whole beach. I say we split up. Josh, you take the left side and look for possible ways through or caves that are high up. Kate, you take George with you and you do the same on the right side." They nodded. "And what will you do?" Josh asked.

"Me? Oh, I'll go and kill myself. I will fly up there." Hiccup said and pointed skywards and to where the wall was swallowed by the thick clouds and where the wind raged with the forces of the ancient times.

A stupid idea? Yes. A reckless idea? No doubt there. Suicidal? Most definably. Necessary? Sadly.

The higher Toothless rose the more they both had to fight.

The prosthetics flattered in the strong currents of wind and Hiccup had trouble controlling it. Every so often they would make and involuntary left turn or plum down a few meters until they had caught themselves again.

To say his nerves were on edge would be an understatement.

They were thrown left and right and had a few close calls with the nice rocks.

He steered Toothless back down saying: "Not our case bud. Let's wait for the others."

He was standing knee-deep in the surf and skipping rocks, when he suddenly froze.

He couldn't tell whether he just imagined it or if it really had happened.

But then he saw it again.

A dark shade underneath the surface out in the open, gliding fast and agile through the water. Some kind of animal? A whale maybe? Or a shark? Or some kind of water-dragon?

Whatever it was, it sent shivers down his spine and he dropped the stones he was holding.

He shadow suddenly jerked around and headed his way.

He waded hastily back to the dry land.

When he turned around the shadow was gone.

"That was scary." He muttered.

Then the screams started.
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Chapter Fifty-Nine: What lurks beneath the water -Part 2-

Toothless was way faster than lightning.

At least Hiccup felt like he was as the dragon shot only inches over the ground towards where the screams had come from.

He still thought it was too slow.

The bad feeling in his stomach made him sick.

Another helpless scream, high and familiar yet Hiccup had never heard it before.

Toothless shot around a corner and reared back. Hiccup hold onto the saddle and the dragon landed with a heap.

The sight in front of him burned itself into Hiccups brain.

The beach was a mess. The sand was churned; parts of the cliffs lay all around. The sea seemed more restless.

But it was the dark shade that just as Hiccup arrived disappeared under the water and the sight of Nightlight and George standing fire-spiting and with his sword drawn over something in the sand which, as Hiccup realized with great horror, was Kate.

He was off Toothless's back before the dragon had settled down and rushed next to Kate's side.

She was lying on her side, clenching her left shoulder.

Hiccup felt the blood leave his face when he saw the blood that covered her arm, her shoulder, her chest and about everything of her.

He pushed her hair out of her face and made soothing noises.

Her eyes were dilated and glassy. Sweat covered her brow.

"Kate…Kate! Can you hear me?" he called frantically.

She made strange strangled noises in the back of her throat and her eyes rolled wild in their sockets.

Carefully he moved her hands aside to see the real damage.

He felt the sickness rise in his stomach but he forced it down. Kate needed him.

The wound didn't look like much at the first gaze.

Three puncture wounds arranged in a triangular, blood oozing from them.

But it was the green substance that came out with it and he couldn't judge how deep they were.

Without thinking Hiccup tore stripes off his tunic, wrapping them tightly around the bleeding shoulder.

He threw a glance over his shoulders at George, who was still standing with his sword drawn a few meters behind him should the thing decide to come back to finish what it had begun. "What happened?" he asked with a slightly shaking voice.

"I'm not entirely sure. It went all very fast. One moment we were inspecting this pass and the next second something shoots out of the water and tackles us. All I know is we go down and then I hear Kate scream. Nightlight was shooting fire when I got up. I ran to help Kate but she was already down." "What attacked you?" "I couldn't see it clearly. But it was huge, black and really, really nasty." "Is that all?" "I just saw how it lunged itself at Kate. What's the matter? Is she alright?" "She's bleeding. I think whatever attacked her bite her. Help me get her onto Toothless."

For once the two boys didn't disagree. Mutual concern for their wounded member and friend pushed all differences aside.

Within seconds Kate was seated in front of Hiccup and he had laid one arm protectively around her. "You have to take Nightlight. Think you can manage that?"

It wasn't a real question. He would leave George here to get Kate into safety and they both knew it.

George swallowed hard but nodded, his eyes darting back to Kate.

"Okay. See you in a few." Hiccup said, already rising up.

Halfway back he met up with Josh. He too had heard the screams but it had taken him longer.

His eyes widened when he saw the bloody Kate in Hiccups grip and his hard face.

"What in God's name happened?" he asked silently as Zhang turned sharply and now flew next to Hiccup.

"Something attacked Kate and George. She's hurt. Please tell me there is some kind of safe cave where we can tread her!"

Josh looked uncomfortable.

"It's only a hole in the cliff-side and on ground-level and will fill up with water when the flood comes but it should do. Speaking of which, where is George?"

"That's okay for now. Only something that provides some kind of security. And George…Hopefully somewhere behind us with Nightlight." Hiccup answered.

Josh nodded and took the lead.

Josh was right. A hole in the side, barley big enough for them all, the cave was nothing more.

But Hiccup didn't care.

"Bring me her bed-roll!" He ordered Josh. "And that small brown bag that hangs on my saddle. And take one of the shirts and tear it into long stripes." He added as he carried Kate over to the wall.

Josh did as told and Hiccup carefully laid Kate down.

She was shivering, still conscious but her eyes, which pointed two different ways, were all glassy and she mumbled incoherent things and hang on to Hiccups arm.

He stroked her hair, whispering nonsense to calm her and carefully unwrapped the makeshift bandage.

Josh fell down next to him, not only carrying his bag but also water and the bandages.

"Thanks." Hiccup mumbled and tore the bag open and turned it around out rolled a crystal the size of his thumb and formed like tear.

Frigg's Tear.

He rolled the tear between his fingers and held it over the wound.

"What are you doing?" Josh asked.

"Hush!" Hiccup mumbled and concentrated.

The stone started glow and Hiccup wanted to burst into tears, when the glow suddenly faded and the crystal turned black.

It grew colder and colder and suddenly, without any warning, it shattered in his hand! Broken into million little pieces.

"NO!" he whispered shell-shocked.

Panic rose in his chest. Without the tear…

_Okay, calm down,_ he ordered himself. _How? Your friend is dying_, answered the small panicked part of his mind.

_You can do this. Remember what Gouthi taught you all and what Gobber said_, he told himself.

He opened his eyes, which he hadn't realized, he had closed.

"Josh, I need my satchel." Josh nodded and returned only moments later with it. Hiccup opened it.

Inside was a variation of dried herbs he had taken with him just in case of emergencies.

This was an emergency!

"I need boiling water. Give me that mug."

Hiccup grabbed the mug with water and his hand caught fire. Within seconds steam rose from the water and he put it down.

"Apply pressure on the wound. I need both hands for this." Josh nodded.

And suddenly George was next to them.

"What can I do?" he asked. Hiccup handed him some leaves. "Crush them and put them into the mug."

Hiccup didn't know much about healing but what he knew was basic enough to deal with all kind of injuries at least for a while. It was a standard thing in Dragon-Training if you lived on an island where you could get burned and bitten every few meters. He also knew how to basically deal with poisons since there were a lot of poisonous dragons.

He silently thanked Gobber who had drilled these things into his head from an early age on.

George nodded and set to work while Hiccup instructed Josh to wash Kate's wound with some of the other water.

Hiccup himself sprinted back to his many sadly bags and started rummaging through them. He grabbed a spoon and turned around to Josh. "Please tell me you still have those wild peas you found back on that one island." "Those disgusting small yellow things? Maybe. Check out the small side-pockets." Josh said and pointed at his own bags.

Hiccup nearly cried with joy when he found the relatively dry yellow peas.

He hurried back where George was stirring the herb-water mixture.

"Josh have you cleaned the wound?" he asked.

"Yes. But there's still this green something in it." "Then hold her down, this is going to hurt her, you too George. Fix her legs and arms so she won't punch me. And hand me that."

He took the mug and the other two boys took their positions.

"I'm sorry Kate." He whispered and carefully poured the steaming liquid over the three puncture wounds that still bleed and oozed green slime.

Hopefully the herbs would slow down an infection or even prevent it and calm the agitated nerves and dull the pain.

Kate buckled underneath their grip and cried out, tears streaming down her cheeks.

Hiccup forced himself to not look at her face.

He didn't use the entire brew but saved a small rest; he put the peas inside and started smashing them with the spoon and mixing it all to a thick paste.

He glanced at the others that were still holding Kates limbs. George was talking to her and had put one hand on her forehead while Josh had changed the cold wraps he'd made around her legs against the fever. She struggled weakly against them.

For a brief second their eyes met.

Green in green and Hiccup was sure that even through her fever clouded, foggy mind she could see him clearly.

There was a silently plea in her eyes.

_Help me._

The she shuddered and gasped for breath, breaking their connection.

He snapped out of his daze and hurried back to her.

"I'm sorry Kate but it'll make you feel better." He silently only for him added: _I hope_.

As softly as possible he applied the paste on the three holes and Kate flinched under his touch, tensing and whimpering.

Unconsciously he made soothing noises and talk to her. Little, meaningless things. About how she kicked his ass every time they sparred, how they had escaped her dads palest, how dumbfound he'd felt when he'd discovered who she was.

He thought he felt her relax more and more.

"Hand me a few of those bandages." He mumbled and started wrapping her shoulder.

When he was finished he smiled at her and carefully helped her sip at some cold water.

"Sleep Katie. We'll be here. You did great."

She was asleep as soon as he finished his sentences.

Sighing the three leaned back and breathed for what felt like the first time since the attack.

The adrenalin faded.

Josh was shaking.

"What do we do now?" George asked.

Hiccup sat back on his feet and took a deep breath.

"Honestly? I'm not sure."

George scoffed. "That's so typical." He grumbled and leaned against the cave-wall.

"I mean I'm not sure if we can with Kate in this condition." Hiccup snapped.

"Why, what do you have in mind?" Josh asked, trying to ease the tension between the two.

"We need to find a healer. Or someone else good enough to heal Kate. She's pretty sick and I think bite was poisonous. This won't do for long."

"And how do you think we'll do that?" Josh asked calmly.

Hiccup sighed. "While you flew left and right your ways, I went up. The wind is horrible and it's pretty dangerous. But I think once the wind calms it should be easier to make it over the pass."

"Should?" Josh asked.

"Well, it's still very far up and there's always a constant current flowing around the edges."

There was silence.

"When are we going?" Josh finally asked, knowing there was no other way. Hiccup was right. They couldn't waste time trying to fly along the coast-line. Kate didn't have this time.

"Tonight." Hiccup said. "Or more: As soon as the flood comes."

There was stunned silence.

"That is madness." George hissed.

"That is what we have to do." Hiccup shot back.

"What tells you the wind won't be worse?"

"Nothing but it's the only thing we can do. At least if you don't want to drown it is. We just have to hope and have faith."

"So you want to sit around and wait for the wind to calm down so we can fly over the pass?" George asked with gritted teeth.

Hiccup shot him a cold look. "If you have a better idea, please share it with everybody, we're all listing." He hissed.

George stayed silent but his fists were clenched.

He made a step towards Hiccup who instantly went into a defensive posture.

But George only help his finger under Hiccup nose and said through gritted teeth: "Because Kate's dying. You better not get us all killed Haddock!"

"You better not slow us down. We won't stay behind for you!" Hiccup hissed back.

Josh had to step between them or the two would have killed each other then and there.

**AN: Oh no poor Kate! What will happen now? I'll speed things up a bit but don't worry, I'll make sure it'll all make sense.**

**Reviews please!**

**Love, peace and out, Kate!**
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Chapter Sixty: Just sand

Josh woke Hiccup an hour later and said in a dark voice: "The flood has already swallowed half the beach." "And the wind?" Hiccup asked as he strapped his harness tight and knelt down next to Kate, checking her forehead.

She had, to his great dismay, developed a fever.

"Didn't really change." "Better than nothing."

Hiccup got back up and threw a glance out of the cave.

Josh was right. Half the beach was swallowed by the water. The wind still tugged at his cloths.

He sighed and with a last look at the heavens he turned back around to Josh.

The older boy looked anxious and seemed to wait for him to say something.

"Saddle u. We're leaving as soon as possible.

Everything was ready. Bags were strapped to the dragon's backs and secured. They all were clad in thick layers of clothing.

Lastly, Hiccup carefully picked Kate up and cradled her against his chest as he walked over to Toothless.

Carefully he arranged her limp body in front of the saddle and secured her to both the dragon and himself as he sat down behind her.

Kate wasn't unconscious but neither was she fully aware of what was going on around her.

He tried to make it as comfortable as possible for her.

He hoped the cold winds would help her cool down a bit.

George sat on Nightlights back, slightly pale but he was on the back of a dragon on his own.

_Small steps_, Hiccup thought.

He nodded at them.

"I don't know what will happen up there. So be aware, you have to make it across yourselves. I'm not sure how much any of us can help if one of us get's into trouble."

They nodded.

Hiccup took a deep breath.

"See you on the other side."

Going up was fairly easy. They used the updraft and sailed along the seemingly never ending wall upwards.

But it got rougher with every meter they left behind them.

Soon all three dragons and their riders struggled with the wind that dared to knock them out of their saddles.

Atop that it was moist and freezing cold.

Hiccup had long lost the feeling in his nose tip and his cheeks burned like fire.

His fingers were stiff around the saddle.

In front of him, Kate's whole weight leaned against him and she was mumbling things in her fever induced state.

The wind stung in his eyes and he could barely see through the tears that streamed down his cheeks.

He vaguely made out the shapes of Nightlight and Zhang somewhere around him but he didn't know if they still carried their riders.

Guilt settled over him.

How could he have put them in danger like that? Without thinking? Without contemplating what would be the best?

Because he'd been focused on what would be best for Kate.

He looked down at her.

The tips of her hair and eyelashes were covered in frost and she was shivering violently.

Because he had to save his friend.

He hadn't thought. He'd just done it.

He looked up just as they broke through the last cloud.

The air was thin up here and he felt dizzy.

Underneath him Toothless made a comforting purr that vibrated through his whole body.

He laid one hand on his head and shouted over the loud wind: "We can do it."

Sadly he didn't share the confidence that rang in his words.

And suddenly the time seemed to stand still.

Hiccups breath caught in his throat and the dizziness good worse.

Toothless roared and flapped his wings in the shape of an eight, hovering in the air for a few seconds.

For a second everything was going in slow motion.

"Holy mother of Freya!" Hiccup whispered.

In front of him rose the top of the cliffs.

Ragged like the teeth of a giant, covered in snow they broke through the milky white clouds.

Snow stung in his face but he ignored it.

This was nothing he'd ever seen before.

This was a part of the earth as untouched as it had been the day it was created.

It was dominated by raw power and Hiccup suddenly felt very small in the shadow of this mountainside.

He shivered but not because of the cold but of the sheer adrenalin that floated through his veins and the excitement that rushed through every fiber of his body.

This was new, this was exciting, and this was an adventure.

He leaned down so his lips were on one level with Kate's right ear.

"Remember when I told you it would be dangerous and that there would be many adventures? Well you said: "Signe me up!"." He stopped a moment and then said fondly with a smile: "You are about to miss the best thing yet. But when we go home one day, and I promise, you will go home one day, then you can gloat about the fact that you flew over this damn obstacle. This…is the biggest adventure yet. But you must hold on a little longer so there will be many more."

Kate just gave him a low groan

Next to him Zhang appeared out of nothing with a snow-covered Josh on his back.

"What's the matter?" he shouted over the wind.

Hiccup pointed at the passage in front of them.

"Dear…" the rest of Josh's swear was lost in the wind as Nightlight catapulted herself next to them.

George looked extremely pale and half-dead with exhaustion.

But he nodded at them.

"Well, let's go! Last one in the other side makes dinner for the next week!" Hiccup yelled and leaned forward in anticipation.

If you'd asked Hiccup later, when he was older, what happened on that mountain, he'd claim he didn't remember.

Truth be told, Hiccup would never be able to forget what had happened.

As they flew through the ragged stones with the wind howling around them, tying with them like a breeze does with lose leaves, Hiccups nerves were as thick as steel.

It wasn't like they were attacked or followed, no, it was nothing like that.

But flying through the unknown, not knowing where the wind could change to the next second or if there suddenly would be an obstacle in their way was way more nerve-wracking then any fight, and any escape.

It made the storm over the 'Horrible-Death-Lands' look like a day at the beach.

They zick-zacked through the maze of uncertainties and just when Hiccup thought they were never going to make it out, light broke through the stone and they were catapulted with a last gust of wind out.

For a moment Hiccup lost his orientation.

Toothless free-falling down, on the other side of that seemingly insuperable cliff.

But they were still falling, twisting.

But Hiccup was an experienced rider.

He didn't panic anymore.

But who was panicking was Kate, who decided now would be a good moment to not be delirious.

Hiccup didn't know how much she actually understood.

But she let go of a piercing scream and started to thrash around.

That unfortunately got into Hiccups way and he had problems steering Toothless back into the horizontal.

Kate's arms flew around and she gave him quite the punch in the face.

Fortunately his face was still rather numb from the coldness in the mountains.

It still hurt.

"KATE! Calm down! It's me! Everything will be alright!" he shouted, desperate to gain the control back.

The spinning and twisting and falling got worse each second Kate wouldn't sit down.

"I'm really sorry Kate, but it's for your own good. And mine!" he shouted and slightly squeezed her wounded shoulder.

The effect was immediately even though Hiccup hated himself for it.

Kate passed out after a short gasp and a weak struggle.

It was a child's-play from then and they touched down safely on the ground.

But having solid ground back under his feet wasn't so good for Hiccups stomach. Choking he fell from the saddle to his knees and retched.

It was disgusting but Hiccup didn't care.

He was aware of two heavy things setting down near him but he concentrated on emptying his stomach.

When he finally finished he go up and swayed.

The blood rushed too fast through his body.

He was glad to see that none of his friends looked any better.

Still George somehow found the strength to walk up to him and punch him in the face.

Hiccup nearly fell down but last second he caught himself.

He spat out blood and glared at George.

"What the hell man?" he growled.

"I should ask you the same!" the other boy sneered back though he swayed as badly as Hiccup did. They must've looked like two drunkards.

"How could you have lost control like that? Hm? I thought you were the oh-so-great-dragon-rider!"

"Kate woke up and panicked I had to calm her down first!" Hiccup growled back.

He had the desire to strangle that insolent boy.

George seemed to be thinking something among the same lines.

"You could've gotten her killed!"

"Why would you care? You care for nothing but yourself. Ever since we left Port East you've been complaining and making things hard."

"Have not!"

"You did. I gave you the chance to go, to stay behind!" "On a deserted island!" "So what? I gave you the opportunity. And I saved your live!" "It would have never been in danger if you had never abducted me!" Hiccup threw his arms in the air and exclaimed: "Thor love it, you're going there again?"

There were only millimeters apart now and both boys wanted to draw their swords but neither did.

The silence of their still staring contest was interrupted by Josh saying: "You guys! Come and check this out. You won't believe it!"

Maybe it was his tune, maybe just the fact that he spoke, maybe something else but the two opponents stood up and turned around to where he stood.

Hiccup hadn't paid attention to where they had landed, because he'd been occupied by George and his childish antics.

They seemed to stand on some kind of foothills. Behind them were the endless cliffs and mountain ranges.

But it was the sight in front of them that shut them all up.

Beyond the foothills there was nothing but huge stones and behind those…sand…and behind that…sand…and behind that…just the horizon.

The sun was just setting.

It got darker every second.

Yet everything glowed in a beautiful orange-red light.

But as far as the eye went…there was nothing else.

Just sand.

**AN: Reviews please! Tell me if it's good or not!**


	61. Shifting in the sand

Chapter Sixty-One: Shifting in the sand

"How much is left?"

"Not much."

"How much?"

"Maybe three whole water-skins and one pot."

"We have to be careful."

"We have to find humans."

"That we also have to do."

"I somehow doubt there are any. I mean Hiccup, come on, shouldn't we have found some by now?"

"I don't know."

"That we did know."

"Shut it George."

"It's not like I asked for it."

"I know Hiccup."

"Isn't there anything we can do against this blasted heat?"

"We could burry you in the sand."

"Josh!"

"What, it's true!"

"Ha ha, very funny."

"Well, you George were the one who said that this couldn't be going on forever."

"How was I suppose to know that it could?"

"Well, if you didn't know, why didn't you shut up?"

"Guys, calm down. You're wasting energy and water."

"Yeah yeah."

"'Yeah, yeah' means the same as 'bite me'."

"Shut up Josh!"

Silence…

"I've got san din my shoes."

Hiccup pulled the makeshift hat lower over his eyes to shield them from the blinding brightness of the afternoon sun over the white desert sands.

For three days they'd been walking through the endless world made from sand and rocks.

The days felt like your skin was melting off your bones and the nights were so freezing cold that they always had a hue fire burning.

There were no animals, no vegetation, just sand and rocks and more sand and more rocks.

Walking was difficult in the sand. And exhausting.

Yes, walking.

Hiccup knew the sudden change of weather was affecting their dragons too and they had very little water so he didn't want them to overpower themselves.

Except for Kate.

Kate was lying on Nightlights back as the dragons walked beside Hiccup, spending most of the time delirious from her fever.

The wound was infected but Hiccup tried hard to keep it at bay. He knew once the infection spread through her whole body, it was over.

Another reason why he panicked. It wasn't only their decreasing water supplies but also how ill she really was.

Long nights they had debated what had attacked them.

Sometimes she would wake up for a few minutes and ask what was the matter. She was never fully coherent.

He threw a glance at her. She was sweating and he had to keep her hydrated.

Next to him Toothless nudged his side.

True, dragons only needed little water but Hiccup knew that their dragons were thirsty too.

He patted the dragons scaly head.

"Its gonna be alright bud. We've made it this far, we won't let this sand best us."

They kept walking.

There was little conversation.

Nobody really felt like talking.

They made a short rest and each got a small sip of precious water.

Hours went by and Hiccup felt like they were walking in circles. Everything looked the same. His head spun wildly and his eyes burned.

He was sweaty and his cloths itched on his skin.

His friends looked equally exhausted and pained.

It was in the late afternoon, when George, who was walking ahead of them suddenly stopped- Josh, who was walking behind him with his eyes fixed on the ground, ran into him, stumbled and fell backwards in the sand.

"Hey." He complained. George didn't acknowledge him at all just started with huge eyes and panic written all over his face somewhere ahead of him.

Hiccup looked around.

"George? What's the matter?" he asked silently.

"That…there…didn't you see?" he stammered and pointed ahead to where huge sand-dune rose in front of them.

"See what?" Hiccup asked warily.

George shut his mouth.

"Nothing." He finally said.

"Let's get going again."

The incident was soon forgotten.

But during the last hours of sunlight George again stopped walking.

"What now?" Josh asked.

"Look at these." The older boy said and pointed at what he was standing in front.

The gathered around it.

Hiccup was surprised they had noticed it at all.

It was a stone column, maybe four feet high.

It was made from grey stone, round and smooth. In its surface symbols and words were etched.

Hiccup tried to read them.

"Ward off the evil…protect the…innocent…warn and secure the walking wanderer." He translated for them.

"Meaning?" Josh asked.

"Maybe it's like a borderline?" Hiccup guessed.

"In the desert?" George said with raised eyebrows.

"It could be." Hiccup said.

Both boys snorted.

"Yeah sure." They said simultaneously.

"Whatever." Hiccup said.

"It's a sign for human activity."

"Not necessarily. Who knows how old this stone could be?" George said.

Hiccup glared at him.

"This is the only lead so far. We have to take it."

"I don't know about you but I don't like this." Josh said silently and looked around.

"Only you." George said and moved on.

"At least we're not walking in a circle." Hiccup mumbled.

The sun was setting over the desert illuminating everything in soft pinks and oranges and reds and purples.

Hiccups felt like made from lead. He staggered next to Toothless, who was supporting him while walking.

Finally he said: "Alright, we'll camp here tonight. Get your things ready."

Wordless his two companions did as told.

Their situation was so miserable none felt like complaining even more because it wouldn't change anything.

Carefully Hiccup lifted Kate from Nightlights back and laid her softly down on her bedroll that Josh had already spread.

He stroked her cheek and whispered: "Kate? Katie? Can you hear me?"

Her eyes fluttered open. They were still glassy and unfocused.

"Hm?" she asked.

"How are you feeling?"

"Tiered. Hot. Hurts." She coaxed. "Thirsty." She added. "Here, small sips." He held one of their last water-skins to her lips and let her have a small gulp.

"More?" she asked. "One more." He agreed.

"More?" she asked.

Hiccup chewed his lip.

"I'm sorry Kate, but we're running low on water. Try to sleep a bit."

She already was.

Sighing he got up and fetched one of the blankets and tugged her in.

He kissed her forehead.

"Sleep well."

It was silent around the campfire. No one felt like talking. They were exhausted. The dragons were all sleeping.

Hiccup starred at the sky without seeing. His thoughts were far away.

He thought about how a few months ago his biggest problems had been to impress his father and to get Astrid to notice him.

Now he was fighting for the sake of the world.

Against an unimaginable evil force as old as time itself.

He'd found out about his true family origin and his ancestry.

He was traveling the whole world trying to gain allies. This, by the way, wasn't going good. He had more enemies than allies.

He had trouble with the gods and his inner turmoil didn't help either.

Plus one of his friends was wounded, probably dying and he probably had condemned them all to a death by dehydration.

Things were really looking peachy.

Above that he had a quarrel with a god.

Yes, his life had never been easier.

He rolled onto his side, facing the endless dark dunes.

He squinted his eyes.

Wait a second…

That dune wasn't there a moment ago…

Or?

No…probably a trick, an optical illusion. After all dunes couldn't move…

There again. It had moved.

Yeah right and shadow creatures that attack my friends aren't realistic either.

He sat up.

"Did you see that?" he asked silently.

The two other boys looked up.

"What?" they asked. And Josh added: "Not you too."

"I'm pretty sure the sand over there was moving. First I thought it was a dune. But now…" Hiccup said and got up.

The others followed him.

They starred intensely at the dune Hiccup was referring too.

For probably ten minutes they just stood and starred then George whispered: "Over there."

And pointed left of the great sand dune.

The sand was without a doubt moving there and it was a massive movement.

"What do you think it is?" Josh whispered.

"I don't know. It's common believe that there are no dragons in Kinkal."

"So what could it be?"

"I don't know and I'm not sure I want to."

"You think it's hostile?" George asked.

"Don't jinx it. Let's hope not."

Then Hiccup added: "But we shouldn't take any risks."

He willed his hands to catch fire and set the sand in a wide circle around the camp on fire.

They burned at least six feet high and formed a thick barricade between them and whatever was out there.

"I'll take the first watch." Hiccup offered. The others nodded and went to sleep.

It didn't come easy to them.

And outside the flame barrier the sand shifted on…
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Chapter Sixty-Two: Friends in High places

"This was the last time that blasted boy has escaped my wrath!"

"So what do you intend to do master?"

"Shut up Savage! I need to think and you're ruining it."

"Understood sir, perfectly clear, I will shut up…"

"NOW!"

"Of course sir."

As he paced down the small beach, Alvin the Treacherous took in every detail. Well, there was not much to take in.

After a while he swirled around to face his crew of battered looking Outcasts.

They had some hard weeks behind them but that didn't matter.

Their blood thirst was still there. Now even more, where they were closing in on their kill.

Still they had missed it by a few days.

"We obviously can't follow them, we'll get lost." He mumbled as his number one bootlicker Savage nodded agreeing and intended to say something but he cut him off before he could, "And they still have those dragons. Three by now. And that boy has his fire-powers." While saying that he patted his left arm that now ended in a silver hook.

They were forced to cut off his hand that badly burned it had been.

But he liked the hook. It suited him better.

Still.

He was out for revenge.

Not just for his hand but his ship, his honor, his men and some other things.

He turned around to face his crew.

"We go around, along the coast. Trying to cut off their path before they enter the eastern sea." He bellowed.

The helmsmen stepped forward.

"But sir, how are we going to do that? It'll take days to circle the whole land, no matter where we go!"

Alvin grinned, his eyes fixed on the metallic sea.

"Oh, then it's good that I have friends in high places."

He whistled sharply and from the depth of the ocean the long shadow creature emerged.

The Outcast backed away scared out of their wits.

Never had they seen anything like this before.

Alvin was laughing heartily.

"I think my friend here can give us a lift!"
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Chapter Sixty-Three: Not giving hope us yet

Hiccup knew they were now being followed.

Ever since they had discovered the moving sand it had become more obvious.

Still Hiccup didn't know what to think and what to do of it.

Whatever it was, it didn't appear to be hostile.

It always kept a certain distance but it was following them and that was the unnerving part about it.

That and the fact that they were now on their last water-skin.

Hiccup knew they were doomed without water.

They would survive a day, maybe two without it but after that it would be only a matter of time until they would crumble.

He tried not to think about it what it would feel like slowly drying out, unable to move or do anything.

Just wasting away….

That night, when everybody else was sleeping, he knelt down in the sand, a few feet away from the roaring fire and gazed up at the countless stars above him.

More than he'd ever seen before.

Staring into the endless void he clasped his hands desperately together and whispered: "Please!" His voice was raspy and dry from the lack of water and the dry air and the sand in the air.

"Please show me that you were right Loki; that you are with me! Because if you are…help us! I don't know what to do. I've led us into a deathtrap. We're all going to die is you don't help us now."

He waited a few seconds.

"Please. I beg you."

His eyes were too dry to spill any tears. There was no water left in his body.

There was nothing but silence.

He was so exhausted that he fell asleep on the spot.

They were up early the next morning.

They enjoyed the cool morning air as long as they could.

Much to fast it changed into the already familiar heat.

Staggering through the sand Hiccup eyes his friends.

Kate was still deathly ill, getting weaker with every hour. Despite her fever and the heat of the noon, she was shivering. Her conscious times were getting shorter and less.

He sighed and looked at the two boys of his merry group of adolescents.

Under the torrid sun their skin had first become angry red, and then had started to peel off and now turned into a strong brown. Where their skin had gotten darker their hair had gotten lighter. George's usually platinum blond hair was now white and seemed unnatural with his now dark skin. Josh's hair had turned from muddy-blond into a light blond.

But both their faces were now decorated with the hard lines of exhaustion, lack of sleep, worry and stress.

Their cloths were torn and bleached but nobody really cared anymore.

Hiccup was sure he didn't look much better. His skin was itchy and still peeled itself off his arms and face.

His hair that had grown long again was now more red than brown and he'd cut it again with no hesitation.

Also his slave-mark, which he now showed openly, itched and burned under the sunlight.

His lips were dry like paper and hurt when moved.

As for the dragons, they too dragged themselves through the sand, their own water-reservations growing short.

Looking around at the endless sight of sand he thought bitterly _'Great we're going to die and no one will ever find us n this abandoned land._'

He was jolted from his merry thoughts when something touched his shoulder.

He turned around and saw to his surprise that it was Kate, who was lying on Nightlights back, who had reached out to touch him.

"Hold up!" he called out.

Josh and George, who had walked ahead stopped and turned around.

"What is it Kate?" he asked silently and took her feverish hand in his. "How are you feeling?" he added silently.

She stayed silent for a few minutes then she whispered: "Hiccup….I…I'm dying, aren't I?"

Her words startled him.

"What? No! No you're not!" he retorted back hotly.

She sighed slightly.

"I'm dying." She said again. She weakly grasped his hand with both hers.

"No. You're just ill. But you'll get better. I promise!" he said shaking his head defiantly.

"It's okay." She whispered. "I know I am dying. Please don't beat yourself up about it."

Hiccups eyes burned with tears he couldn't spill.

"How can you say that?" he whispered.

"It was always my choice. My choice to warn you, my choice to help you, my choice to follow you, my choice to listen to you…And it was my choice to face that monster." A cough shook her trembling body.

"And…I regret none of those choices!"

"Kate…" he started but she wouldn't hear any of it.

"Until you came along I was trapped in a vicious circle of royals and good manners and limits and deranged sisters. It was awful." A small laugh escaped her and he too had to smile weakly.

"But you" she smiled fondly "you were my stupid knight without any armor on the back of a dragon that saved me from my tower. I swear I would have killed myself otherwise."

Another weak chuckle then she grabbed his hand tighter.

"But…you must continue now without me. Please."

Hiccup gulped. He didn't have the heart to tell her that they all would die in a matter of hours. How could he? She was already dying.

"You will not die Kate. I forbid you, do you hear me? I'll find a way to safe you." To safe us all, he added in his mind.

She just shook her head and smiled weakly.

"No. You won't. But that's okay. You gave me danger, adventures, fun, despair, kidnapping, friends and joy. You showed me the real live. The real world. The world I only knew from books and stories. Never could I have imagined standing at the shores of the other side of the world, never would I have imagined camping in forest and sleeping under the open sky or die in a desert miles and miles away from my old home and my family.

You gave me a live worth living. Most important you gave the feeling of belonging. Traveling these past months, the constant danger, living on the run? Those have been the happiest months of my life." "Can't mean much them" he muttered, trying to joke. She just smiled.

"Shut up and fulfill a dying princess her last wish. Keep on. Promise me you will save the others. You will fight Darkness."

He shook his head. "No…not without you by my side. Because you're no princess, remember? You hit me when I called you princess the last time. You are ass-kicking super-Kate! Besides, you are my first real friend. You've been with me practically form the beginning. Pleas not let me have your fathers castle burned down for nothing!"

"She ignored what he said and whispered with eyes closing: "When you won the war, can you tell my father that I'm sorry? And my sister that I love her despite what she did to me?"

"Stop talking like that." He muttered.

She sighed.

"But I'm mostly sorry for not staying with you till the end. I would have. Hiccup, I would have died for you."

"You are not dying." "Yes I am."

Her eyes closed fully and her breathing slowed down.

"KATE, NO, WAKE UP GOD-DAMN-IT!"

His hand flew to her throat, checking for a pulse.

It was still there, weak and irregular. Her breathing was faint.

He swirled around to face the others that had silently watched and listened.

George had his hands clenched and Josh looked utterly hopeless.

"There must be something we can do!" Hiccup whispered.

He looked up at the starling blue sky and the white hot sun.

"LOKI! THOR! ODIN, HEIMDALL, FREYA; FRIGG, ANYONE! PLEASE!" eh fell down to his knees.

"If this is some kind of test or game, stop it now! You swore you'd help me! So damn it, do it and help us!" he shouted at the heavens.

But nothing.

Something stung in his heart.

The already familiar feeling of betrayal.

The gods hadn't heard him. Or chosen to ignore him.

Either way, he somehow knew that there would be no help.

He jumped back to his feet.

"Have it your way then." He shouted.

He swirled back around to Josh and George.

"We have to get help. But if the gods don't want to help us, we have to find someone else."

Josh looked warily and muttered: "Hiccup, if there were any humans here, wouldn't we have found them by now? I mean come on, who can live in the middle of a desert? There's no water, there are no plants, no wild-life except for whatever if following us. We haven't found anything that's not sand or rock! Face it Hiccup we're lost and we're going to die."

Hiccups head snapped up.

"Of course! Josh, you're genius!"

"I am?"

"He is?"

"Yes!"

Hiccup pointed to where the sand was slightly shifting.

"It's some kind of animal. Therefore it has to eat, drink, sleep, whatever! So there has to be water, there has to be food."

George didn't seem convinced.

"So you're saying we're in its hunting ground and we're going to be its next meal probably? Gee, that reassuring." Josh shrugged. "Probably better and faster than slowly dying of dehydration." He said. George shook his head. "Can't say I agree on that one."

Hiccup shook his head impatiently.

"If it wanted to eat us it would have attacked as soon as it spotted us." "Maybe the dragons presence is keeping it away?" George suggested. "I don't think so." "So you're saying…?" Josh asked.

"There has to be something somewhere nearby! All animals have their own hunting grounds. They only leave them should they not provide enough food anymore or if it's destroyed or if they are chased away."

"Keep going Professor Hiccup I want to get a good grade on the test!" George said sarcastically. "How does that help us?" he growled. Josh nodded. "Yeah, I agree with him for once, what does that have to do with us?"

"There has to be something around."

"Hiccup, who knows how big this things hunting ground is? What if we're walking in the wrong direction? Assuming you're right, it could be _any_where!" Josh asked.

Hiccup shook his head.

"I can feel it. I know we are close!" he said with new confidence.

"Great, now we are relying on your funny feelings. Where did they come from?" George sneered.

"They were always there. My gut always tells me if I'm right or wrong. Right now it tells me I'm right." "You probably just have problems with digestion seeing that we are all dried meat from the insides." George growled.

"We're not giving up hope yet!" Hiccup said, ignoring George's comments. "We keep going. That is of course if you rather want to stay and maybe get eaten by that thing anyway."

"I thought you said you think it does not want to eat us!" Josh said with a frown.

Hiccup shrugged.

"You really want to bet on that?" he asked.

The other boys looked at each other.

They maybe were not best friends but these past days had changed them all.

"Fine. We're dying anyway. Then we can still make something of our last hours on earth." George grumbled.
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Chapter Sixty-Four: Saved but for what prize?

Hiccup had given up in his luck the moment the Cannibals attacked him for the first time.

Harsh, he knew but it was true.

He'd never been lucky. Every time he tried to archive something, something went epically wrong in the last second. Proof enough were his meeting with Kate's father and his meeting with the Queen of Baratellum. And of course Loki.

Anger was boiling deep inside him and he wished he could see the god one last time so he could arrange his teeth in a new order.

"_I told you they didn't trust you."_

His head snapped up but nobody was to be seen. Just the endless desert and his friends.

"Oh great, what do you want? If you haven't realized by now, you are about to win. SO do me a favor and get fucking lost." He growled, keeping his voice low so no one would notice.

"_Oh, that's not nice Hiccup."_

"You're one to talk, you hypocrite."

"_It's really a shame. You…dying here…all by yourself. If there was only someone to save you…"_ Darkness voice trailed off.

"Yeah, thanks, I know that there is no one to help us, so you might as well shut up."

"_But there is someone to help you…"_

"Who? The gods are deaf to prayers nowadays. And there are no humans anywhere to be seen." He didn't hear the bitterness in his voice but he felt it deep inside. "Everybody has left us alone."

"_I'm not talking about the gods or the humans. Gods are selfish. Not listing is what they do. But there are humans nearby that can help you…"_

Hiccups head snapped up. "Where?"

"_A two days walk from where you are, straight westwards."_

Hiccups heart stopped beating for a second and slipped into his stomach.

"But…we drank the last water yesterday evening. We won't survive a two days walk in this heat."

"_Oh…what a shame indeed…Or it would be but…How about I make you an offer?"_

Hiccups guard was up in seconds.

"What kind of offer?"

"I could take you there…"

Hiccup stopped dead in his tracks.

"Why would you do that?" he asked suspiciously.

There was a bone-chilling laughter in his head.

"_I told you before Hiccup. I hate killing the interesting ones. Maybe you should look at it as a punishment. Death would be a gift, if you ask me. No responsibilities anymore, no fate or destiny; you would finally be safe and sound and reunited with your mother…"_

Hiccup eyes widened.

"…_but alas, I'm not so nice. I like to see you suffer."_

"I'm slowly drying out, isn't that amusing enough for you?" he panted.

"_It indeed is. But let's put it like this…things are starting to get interesting and there are a few things…let's just say…there are a few things I'm eager to see how you handle them."_

"Why does that sound as if I'm about to be thrown into an arena full lions?"

Another dark laughter resonated in his head.

"Because you are."

The next thing Hiccup knew was that they were trapped din the inside of a sandstorm. A tunnel of sand swirled around with them trapped inside.

He heard screaming but the fats swirling made him lose his orientation.

He wished he'd just black out, bile rising in his throat…

And then it was over.

They dropped into the hot sand.

Hiccups head spun wildly around and he groaned.

That was one of the worst things he'd ever one.

Slowly he got to his feet only to fall again. His knees felt like water.

Next to him Josh got to all four.

"Freaking hell, what was that?" he asked.

Hiccup swallowed.

"My prayer was answered. Look."

He pointed ahead.

On top a giant dune a camp of tents rose high against the blazing morning sky.

Wait…morning?

It had been midday when they had been…taken…whatever…

Strange it had only felt like seconds.

Very long, agonizing seconds but seconds.

They could hear shouts, horns blowing.

Hiccup looked around.

Even the dragons looked still dazed. Toothless was shaking his head, trying to get the sand out of his ears.

His eyes flew to nightlight and panic rose inside him when he saw her back empty.

"KATE?" he shouted and swirled around.

"It's alright Hiccup, she's here." George assured him.

He was kneeling next to the fallen girl.

Hiccup hurried to her side.

Gently he lifted her upper body up.

"Kate! Kate listen to me, we have found humans. They can help us! Kate, do you hear? I will keep my promise. Now you must promise me to fight!"

He just received strangled choking noises.

Without second though he scooped her up, put one of her arms around his shoulders and grabbed her around the waist and dragged her over to where a party of the tribe came running towards them.

"I'm not letting you die Kate. Get used to the thought." He growled.

"Thanks." He added in his thoughts.

A dry chuckle answered him.

"_Don't thank me now."_
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Chapter Sixty-Fife: Running into a new problem

Safety was within reaching distance. They were so agonizing close. So damn close!

_Please_, Hiccup prayed, _please just this once let us make it there!_

He wasn't thinking straight, just running with Kate in his arms towards where men were already walking towards them.

His head was pounding. Everything was blurry and moving painfully fast.

Then the ground shook.

Softly first so he didn't realize it was moving.

Then harder. And harder. And harder until Hiccup lost his footing and fell down, just barely catching Kate as she went down.

He turned around and to his horror he saw a massive wave of sand coming towards them.

Like something just below the surface was making its way very fast over to them.

"What in hells name does it want now?" Josh asked next to him. It was clearly their shadow, the dune that had followed them for days now. Hiccup had kinda hoped they had left it behind when Darkness…had done…his thing…

"I'm not staying around to find out!" George clarified and stumbled to his feet.

"Agreed." Josh said.

"Help me with Kate." Hiccup said and together they took the injured girl between them.

But every few seconds they would glance over their shoulder and see the wall of sand approach even faster.

Ahead the men from the camp had stopped dead in their tracks. Hiccup couldn't see their faces but he was sure they didn't fancy their chances against whatever was coming their way.

Still.

"Help! Please!" he shouted and coughed when he breathed sand. The men looked uncertain, looking at each other.

Then one shouted something but it took Hiccups magical communicating skills a few seconds to catch up with what he said.

"Stay where you are!"

"Is he kidding? Hiccup panted. "Why, what did he say?" Josh asked. "He said we should stay here." "No happening mate!" George growled.

But as he glanced back again Hiccup knew that they couldn't possibly make it in time. He stopped abruptly.

"Nightlight! Take Kate and bring her to safety!" Hiccup shouted. The dragon obeyed and scooped her rider up and in giant leaps she ran toward the camp.

"Toothless to me!" The Night Fury was there in a second looking at him expectantly.

"I'm sorry bud. Last stand happening earlier than thought." Then to Josh and George he said: "Go, if you want. Stay and fight if you dare."

He didn't see the two boys exchanging glances.

He turned to face the oncoming threat.

"This is really becoming a daily occurrence!" he mumbled and unsheathed his sword. The _Stormblade_ felt comfortable in his hand.

The last time he had used this sword he had fought George in the surf of Port East right after escaping his treacherous uncle who had been in league with Darkness.

He felt Josh next to him.

"I hope you have a plan." "Ahm… Try to survive?" "Good one."

George stepped on his other side.

"I can't have you get all the glory should we survive this."

Hiccup laughed slightly.

"Besides how would I get home?" George sneered.

"Admit it, you do care for us." Josh taunted.

"As much as I care for rash on my ass."

The wave had almost reached them.

"Heads up guys." Hiccup said.

In front of them the sand exploded.

Something big, something angry, something bright purple and black with wings and a lot of razor sharp teeth shot from the ground, blocking out the sun as it rose higher and higher.

"Great Odin…what is that?" Josh whispered.

The thing/dragon/monster roared loudly and fixed them with milky white eyes without any pupils. Its wings were relatively small for such a large beast but it supported its head by moving its unbelievably long tail in fast circled movements.

It dispersed great clouds of dust and sand and they all raised their hands protectively aver their heads.

Just as the thing was about to strike, someone leaped in front of Hiccup, twirling a long staff and with a mighty yell burrowing its bottom in the sand.

The beast smashed against a barrier of golden light and with a screech it was thrown into the air and away, far away.

Hiccup heart was beating wildly in his chest.

What had just happened?

The person turned around.

She was old, so much Hiccup could say, and she was angry.

"What did you do? How could you?" she asked accusingly.

Hiccup opened his mouth but no words made it out. What was she talking about?

"Never mind. Follow me. You have a lot of explaining to do. Leading that thing to our doorstep! Do you have a death-wish?"

She swirled around, leaving no room for an answer.

They still stood there, dumbfound when she turned around.

"What are you waiting for you idiots? Follow me!"

Wordlessly they followed.

**AN: Yes, I know short and not very informative but I'm lazy. I know exactly what to write but I just can't motivate myself to do it!**
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Chapter Sixty-Six: The kindness of strangers

At the entrance of the camp they were greeted with spears hold up under their noses. The man in the lead; maybe in his mid-forties with dark brown skin, short black hair and piercing black eyes, wearing a wide dark-blue trousers and a long-sleeved shirt with a black belt tightly wrapped around his waist at which two very long slightly curved swords, named sabers, hung, stepped for and with his spear only inches from Hiccups nose-tip away he growled: "Don't take another step."

They stopped.

Next to him, Toothless growled, eyes fixed on the shaft of the spear. Hiccup knew the dragon was about to jump at the man, but if that happened all chances for peaceful talking would be gone.

To his surprise it was the old woman that spoke up.

"Oh for goodness sake Garret let them through. Can't you see that they are ready to drop on the spot with exhaustion?"

Garret scowled. "They brought it here!" "It chased them here! They had no choice." Garrets fists were clenched around the shaft of the spear. "We just lost it!" he shouted and Hiccup heard a slightly desperate tone hidden deep beneath the anger.

"The old woman's face softened. "We'll never fully lose it. Can you lose your shadow? No? Well, it's the same with the beast."

Defeated Garret motioned to lower for everybody to lower their weapons.

"Help them." He muttered before fixing his gaze for the first time really on them.

He stared Hiccup in the eyes for a second.

Then he looked at Toothless, who hadn't stopped growling yet.

"Tell your beast to be quiet. And if they eat any of our goats and sheep we will eat them. Understood?" Hiccup nodded. "Understood, thank you."

Garret stopped for a second in his tracks and glanced back at Hiccup, nodded slightly and turned around.

While walking away he asked: "Will your barrier hold witch? Will she seal us away from the beasts glowing gaze?" The old woman sighed. "For now she will."

They were let through the many rows of tents, along barns full animals, bonfires and working places.

A lot of people got out of their tents to see what the trouble was about. The women were dressed in brightly colored growls with embroideries all over them. Pink, red, purple, yellow, bright green, orange, everything really. Many had shawls wrapped round their head as a protection against the sun. Some covered their entire face and only left out the eyes, some only draped them nicely around their head and shoulders.

The men were dressed more darkly in dark blue and black and deep purples sometimes. They were the only ones armed and seemed to be in charge.

They all had dark brown skin and black hair though some wore it long, even the men. Some had braided them or decorated it with feathers and pearls.

The men that helped them let them into a huge dark green tent with dried herbs hanging outside.

Inside it was pleasantly cool and dark which was bliss to Hiccups eyes after all the brightness.

He was forced to sit down and a water-skin was hold to his lips. Greedily he drunk as much of the life-saving liquid as he could.

"Not so fast young friend, you'll make yourself sick." Someone said with a chuckle and took the water-skin from him.

Hiccup opened his eyes (he hadn't realized he'd closed them) and looked at the man who knelt in front of him. He was probably in his late twenties and looked a lot like the other men here but instead of a saber he carried a medical kit with him over his shoulder.

"My name is Torren. I'm the healers apprentice and you are a serve case of dehydration, malnutrition and exhaustion. You need a proper meal, lots and lots to drink and a good night's sleep, don't you agree?" Hiccup shook his head. "Not yet. Where is Kate?" "The girl that came earlier on the back of the black beast?" "Yes!" "My sister's with her. She too is an apprentice to our healer." "I need to see her." He intended to get up but Torren pushed him back down.

"Not yet. She's in dire need of help and you will only be in the way. Rest, you can see her tomorrow." "I don't think I can."

Torren pulled a small veil from his medical-kit and handed it to him. "This is a simple sleeping draught. It'll help."

Hiccup eyes it warily. "No offence but it's not like I know any of you and I really don't fancy waking up with a slit throat." Torren smiled. "I understand. But be assured, none of us is that much of a coward to kill someone in his sleep." He assured him smiling slightly.

"What about my other friends?" Hiccup asked.

"They'll be giving the same treatment. You all rest and get your strength back and tomorrow we'll chat about what has driven you to come here of all places."

Hiccup knew it was the best and right thing to do. And Torren was right; he could barely keep his eyes open.

"We really have nothing to fear?" he asked silently. "I'll make sure you don't have to." Hiccup stared a few second into his eyes, expecting to see a lie or at least not the whole truth. But nothing. Torren calmly returned his gaze. Hiccup nodded. "Thank you." And then uncorked the bottle and drowned the potion. It tasted horrible but he imminently felt the drowsiness spread through him, clouding his mid with soft mist. "Just doing my duty as healer." Torren said as he helped Hiccup lay down on a cot made from furs. Hiccup shook his head. "No, at least not just. Believe me; I've often been in the situation to be somewhere new and not welcome. This is by far the friendliest welcome I've ever had." "They held spears into your faces." "Could have been worse, you could have tried to eat us..." he mumbled as he felt himself slip away from the world of the awake.

"You're one strange kid." Torren said smilingly and covered him with a blanket. Hiccup only managed a wordless mutter before he was asleep.

…...

First his dreams were filled to the brim with sand. And it was hot and he was thirsty and Darkness's words echoed through his head. _"Don't thank me yet…"_

When he thought he would drown in the hot sand he felt as if a hole opened underneath his feet and swallowed him whole.

He landed in a heap on hard cold stone.

When he looked up he was sitting in a destroyed street of some giant city.

It didn't take him look to figure out which city.

Loki and Thor were walking through the ruble and debris.

Both looked tired and exhausted.

Still they were arguing.

"You can't. Face it Loki." Thor snapped at his little brother.

"I promised you dickhead." Loki snapped back and kicked against a boulder the size of a horse. It went flying through the air and in some distance you could only hear the crash of it, when it came down again.

Thor snorted.

"I really don't see what you like about humans."

"That's because you never met one properly. All you care about is that they give you offerings every now and then." Loki growled.

Thor shrugged. "What's wrong with that? Loki, listen to yourself! We're not met to interfere with human kind so much. It's the reason of these wars. Everyone is supposed to stay on his side of the universe."

Loki shook his head. "I don't believe that."

Thor groaned. "Oh please, not again." He sighed.

He stopped and grabbed Loki by the shoulders, forcing him to look at him.

"If that human is what we believe he is, then he doesn't need us. Your place is here with us." Loki looked angry but sad at the same time.

He freed himself from Thor's iron-grip.

"I belong where I'm needed. By doing nothing and letting things unfold by themselves we cannot guide them!" he said. "Isn't that what you wanted, when you begged father to not kill the boy? You said that if we tried to take over the control we would not be able to save anyone. You said it was fates will to let things happen the way they are supposed to happen." "Maybe. But that doesn't mean that I'll just abandon them."

Thor now looked angry. "See, that's the problem with humans. You grow attached to them, you start to care for them and that's a weakness." "It's a weakness to care for those I love? If it was, I wouldn't keep your back free during all these battles, _brother_." The last word he spat out.

Thor groaned and rubbed his face.

"No, I didn't mean it like that. But Loki, humans get hurt and die, that's the way of their world. You cannot protect them from everything and that is why you can't and won't go!" "I promised I'll be there more." "And yet he managed perfectly without any of us." Loki clenched his fists.

"I don't want to break that promise." "You'll have to." Thor growled and strode away, leaving Loki standing alone in the destroyed street of Asgard.

"The forces of Darkness are marching on us again. Be ready for battle brother." Thor said over his shoulder.

…...

Hiccup woke with a start and for a second he was irritated. Where was he? It smelled strongly of dried herbs and something that was cooking over a fire.

There were many colors around him and a thick fur was keeping him warm.

Right…Kinkal. They had found a camp of…nomads probably and the people here had offered them shelter. For now…

He sat up, groggily and rubbed his eyes. He felt rested but he could still feel the exhaustion of the last week in his bones.

Besides that he was famished.

He sniffed. It smelled like some kind of broth.

But honestly, anything would do it now.

"Ah, sleeping beauty awakes." He turned around to find George sitting on his cot with a bowl of food in his lap. Josh was still passed out, snoring contently a few feet next to them.

"What time is it?" Hiccup asked and yawned.

"Past noon already. Been awake for maybe fifteen minutes myself. Torren was hear and said we should take as much food as we want when we wake up. Didn't argue with that." Hiccup nodded. "You did thank him, did you?" George rolled with his eyes. "Honestly Hiccup I wasn't raised by barbarians unlike some others here. I do have manners, you know?" "No, not really, you never show them." George just rolled with his eyes and continued eating.

As Hiccup got himself something form the put that hung over the fireplace in the middle of the tent he asked: "Any word on Kate?"

George sighed. "She's alive, so much Torren told me. And she'll probably pull through but she's not well yet."

Hiccup nodded, relieve spreading in his chest.

"Do you know what they plan to do next?" he asked. George shrugged. "No one's been talking to me except Torren and that old lady that saved us from the purple thing in the sand."

Again Hiccup nodded.

The entrance to the tent opened and Torren stepped in, a tray with mugs and a steaming pot of tea in his hands. He smiled when he saw Hiccup awake.

"How are you feeling?" "Much better, thank you."

Torren nodded and handed each of them a mug with tea. "Drink up. It doesn't taste well but it'll help your bodies." Hiccup nodded. George was more hesitated but drowned the green brew too.

"How is Kate?" Hiccup asked between sips. "As good as expected. We managed to get rid of both the poison and the infection. She's resting but it's too early to tell how great the real damage is." Hiccup nodded. "Can I see her?"

Torren sighed. "You really are a stubborn boy, you know that?" "That's what I've been told." "Then I suppose it has no use to keep you here. You probably would g be your own. And let me tell you that would be not so wise." "Why?" George asked with a full mouth. So much for having manners.

"Because word has spread that the beast had appeared again. And that it's kinda your fault." Hiccup frowned. "But it's not." Torren snorted. "Try to tell that people who live their whole life in fear of this one beast."

Torren got up again and dusted his trousers off.

"Come on. You still need to rest and Thea will want to have a look on you." "Thea?" "Our healer. You met her. She's the one that saved you back there." Hiccup nodded.

"Where are our dragons?" "Outside." "You…have no problem with that?" Torren shrugged. "There is not much alive out there. Certainly no dragons. Or at least not many. I just think lack of experience makes it okay-ish for us to have them here. Well, most of us." Hiccup nodded.

Torren confidently made his way through the tents. Where ever he went Hiccup received many glares, frowns, and scared looks and disgusted scowls but also curious and uncertain faces.

He was glad when Torren opened one tent and mentioned for him to get inside.

It was similar to the tent they stayed in.

Hiccup spotted Kate in an instant and hurried to her side.

She was pale but had no fever anymore. She was sleeping deeply and her breaths were deep and even.

He sighed. Gods, it was true, she was alright.

He stroke her forehead and mumbled: "Told you I would find a way to safe you."

Behind his he heard the entrance opened again and turned around to see who it was.

Next to Torren stood a girl.

And, oh boy, she probably was the most beautiful girl he'd ever seen.

She had deep chocolate brown skin, an elfish face that looked very fragile with high cheekbones, slightly pointy ears, and a snub-nose and almond-shaped eyes the color of a strange and exotic bluish-silver. Raven-black hair, braided to hundreds of little plaits framed her face. Colorful clay-beads were braided into some and made soft noises whenever they clashed together.

Her white teeth were like pearls and her lips were full.

She was dressed in light-blue robes and had a headscarf loosely wrapped around her head.

And she stared at him.

"Ah, hello Hope." He turned around to Hiccup. Then he frowned. "I never asked what your name was." He said. "I'm Hiccup." "Well Hiccup, meet my sister. Hope, this is one of the refugees." "I know." She said stiffly and moved to Kates other side. She began redressing the wound.

The swelling had gone down and the redness was reduced to a pale pink. The holes were staring to close.

"How long were we out?" Hiccup wondered.

"Two days." Torren said.

"It cannot have healed this fast in two days." Hiccup said unbelievingly. "Perks of magic." Hope said and finished fastening the bandage. She got up.

"Thank you." Hiccup said and offered her a smile which she didn't return.

"Whatever." With that she was gone.

"You must excuse my sister. She suffers from nightmares since our parents died and she's afraid of the beast. Like most of us. So excuse her is she's not too friendly." Hiccup nodded.

"Well, you should go and rest too. You can come back later." "You'll tell me when she wakes?" "Of course."

As they walked back they didn't notice Hope who stood hidden behind one of the tents, shivering despite the usual heat.

He hands were clenched and she fought the tears.

_No, please no. They had to be dreams. It couldn't be true._

Hope was afraid.
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Chapter Sixty-Seven: The curse of the Naradid

When Kate opened her eyes she was confused.

But who could blame her.

Everything was still a little blurry and unfocused but it got better the more her brain woke up.

She was aware of a dull throb in her shoulder but it was nothing in comparison to the agony she'd been in…how much time ago?

She didn't really know which led to her second question? Where was she?

She was lying on something soft, fur probably. But the ceiling and the walls around her didn't look solid. She assumed she was in some kind of tent. The walls were a soft dark red. A small fire was burning in the middle of the tent and the smell of dried herbs and medicine filled her nose. Otherwise there were some chests on one side of the tent, another cot and a work-table as well as an assortment of baskets. Wonderful carpets and colorful rugs covered the floor. Oil-lamps spread a soft glow. She tried to sit up.

Everything turned and swayed but she forced herself to stay upright.

Slowly her surrounding adjusted again.

The tent was surprisingly spacious. It was nice and warm.

The sound of cloth being pulled aside made her head turn.

Across from her sick-bed a woman entered the tent. Another surprise. She was dark skinned and old. Her grey hair was braided into a long plait and decorated with what looked like falcons feathers. Her eyes were the color of amber. Her face was wrinkled but looked friendly. She was dressed in colorful red robes with golden embroidery on the sleeves. Around her waist hung a lose cord-belt from which many vials, a small knife and some herbs hung.

She was leaning on a huge walking stick.

She looked surprised when she saw Kate up and awake but smiled.

"Welcome back child." She was talking in the common tongue, a language not many spoke nowadays seeing that most nations tried to have as little contact with others as possible. But if you were a Kings daughter and had to learn diplomacy, then you had to know a language everybody could understand.

During their travels with Hiccup Josh and George that had never been necessary. Whatever the others had said, it had reached her in her mother language, even though she knew that George didn't speak it.

She guessed it was all part of Hiccups magic.

"What…what happened? Where am I? Where are my…friends?" she asked slowly. Her voice didn't sound like hers at all. Like it hadn't been used in a long time. She grimaced as she used her sore throat.

The old woman smiled and handed her one of the vials from her belt. "Drink, it will help. And do not worry; they were all in best health."

When she said that the ground suddenly started to shake, a loud screeching noise filled the air, shortly followed by battle cries.

She nearly dropped the vial in shock.

"What…what was that?" she whispered.

The woman grimaced. "Don't worry, they can handle it. You are safe here. Now drink."

With shaking hands Kate emptied the small vial.

Outside the ground continued to shake. Explosions boomed through the air, people screamed, angry and fierce but also desperate.

But the woman stayed calm so Kate did too.

"I have to see after the others but I send someone to redress you wound and bring you something to eat." Kate nodded. "Thank you. Thank you so much." The woman smiled. "I'm a healer child. I committed myself to help those in need, regardless from where they are or who they are. Sadly not many share this attitude." With that she was gone.

Carefully Kate started looking around, craning her neck, which hurt like hell.

But she spotted her backpack next to her bed. With slow movements she managed to pull it close enough to open it.

All her belongings were still there, except for her weapons.

At the bottom of the back she found a large piece of cloth, decorated with the royal family seal of Derandolia. It was her comfort blanket from when she was just an infant. Her mother had made it before she'd been born.

Whenever she held it, she felt close to her.

When she needed comfort no one else could give her, she would burrow her face in the soft cloth.

Right now she needed her mother.

More explosions and the ground continued shaking.

Deep she breathed the smell of the blanket in.

To her great despair it barley smelled of home anymore and it long ago had lost her mother's smell.

All she could smell was smoke, dirt, sweat and rosemary.

The tent opening shifted again and a very pretty girl entered. She first eyed her and then the blanket.

Then she tried a smile and slowly walked over to her.

She was carrying a small kit with her and knelt next to Kate on the ground. "Hey" she said in a much accented voice, "Thea sent me to look after you. May I?" she asked gesturing at her shoulder.

Kate nodded and started to take the top she was wearing off.

Carefully the girl began to unwrap her shoulder. The flinched when again something seemed to break outside. "What is that?"Kate asked. "Nothing." The girl said. Her tone made it quite clear that she didn't want to talk about it.

Kate looked down to her shoulder to see the damage.

Her shoulder and arm were numb so she didn't feel anything but she saw that it was still swollen and the skin had not yet returned to its normal color. But the three holes in her shoulder had closed. Not healed yet but on the way. But she could tell they would scar.

She chewed on her lower lip and looked aside as the other girl started to put some kind of ointment on the holes and rewrap them.

The girl smiled and nodded. "It's healing nicely. A few days and the holes will be closed fully and if you start exercising your arm there should be no permanent damage."

"Thank you." Kate said silently and smiled back.

The girl nodded again and asked: "You hungry?" Kate nodded shyly. Actually she was starving. "Yes."

The girl put her stuff back in her kit and said: "I see if I find something. I'll be back in a few minutes. Drink this while you wait." She poured some steaming liquid into a mug and handed it her. A few drops spilled over her hands when another explosion shook everything. The girl ignored it.

"It's to prepare and calm your stomach a bit. Bet you haven't eaten properly in a few days." "Try weeks." Kate said smilingly.

The girl smiled and rose.

But before she could vanish Kate called out: "Wait." She turned back around. "Yes?" "I didn't catch your name. I'm Kate." "I know. Your friends won't shut up about you. I'm Hope." Kate nodded. Then she asked: "Are the others alright?" Hope threw a glance outside. "I guess." She said. With that she was gone.

But she returned only a couple of minutes later with a tray full of fruits, dried meat and bread.

"Here, eat up." "Thank you."

For a while both girls were quiet.

Kate observed that every once in a while Hope would glance at the entrance, like she was expecting someone.

Suddenly she said: "It's over." Kate frowned. Then she realized that the shaking and the explosions had stopped.

"It'll be back soon." Hope mumbled, more to herself.

"I need to go and see if I'm needed. I'll send for your friends if you want." "Yes please." "Right. Don't go anywhere." Kate nodded.

It was ridicules how fast the tents entrance flew open and the cavalry entered, nearly falling over their feet, pushing each other aside.

To her surprise it was Josh who reached her first.

He threw his arms around her and hugged her.

He didn't say anything but she knew what he wanted to say. He just looked at her after moving apart, shook his head and said calmly: "I've already lost one family. Don't make me lose my second."

George pushed him aside and smiled softly at her.

He hugged her too but gentler.

"I'm so glad that you are alright. I was worried to no end."

Kate felt her heart flutter at his words. She hugged him back. Beneath all the bad-ass and I-don't-care-attitude George had grown fond of them.

Kate guessed that nothing melted you better together than surviving death.

He smiled at her again and squeezed her hand.

Finally he moved aside and Kate got a chance to see the last of 'her boys'.

Hiccup looked…angry?

He grabbed her wrists and not to gently hoisted her upwards.

"Hiccup…" Josh said warningly.

George was on his feet and looked ready to jump at the Ex-Viking but Hiccup just pulled Kate into a tight embrace. She burrowed her head in his chest and let loose of all her sorrow. She sobbed openly and freely, not caring.

Hiccup had his chin resting on the top of her head, his arms tightly wrapped around her back while she hugged his waist.

"Pull a stunt like that again and I send you back to Derandolia." He growled.

She sobbed and laughed at the same time.

"Really Kate, you can't give up ever again. This was a little too close." He whispered. She just nodded.

He sighed.

"Come on, sit down. We have to tell you a lot, because you've missed a lot!"

…...

"This is the camp of the Naradid. Translated it means 'People who walk the great sand'. They are nomads. Have always been, will always be. At least according to Torren. He says his tribe is cursed. And he's not really wrong when he says that." Hiccup started to explain. "Why so?" Kate asked, sipping from her mug.

"I'm coming to that." Hiccup mumbled and took a bite form the bread. "A few hundred years ago they were a much greater tribe that resided at the shores of Kinkal, exchanging goods with other nations. But then war started and they decided to stay neutral. They moved into the desert where they had nothing to fear.

It's not much known from that time but once the war was over, they suddenly found themselves hunted. They assumed that the gods punished their cowardliness for not aiding in the war. Whatever it cause it, from that day onward they found themselves followed by what they call 'the dark shadow'." "What is it?" "From what we gathered and saw it's a dragon. I looked it up in the Book of Dragons and I'm pretty sure it's a Boulder-class dragon called 'Whispering Death'. They move underground, creating mazes underground. They can eat through anything because of their six rows of rotating teeth." Hiccup explained on.

Kate paled. "Sounds…lovely." "Believe me, it's everything but lovely." "So, what did they do against it?" Kate asked.

"Well one of the few perks of this country is that they practice magic. They cast invisibility-shields and hiding spells and confusion-spells to set it off their track. But it always finds them sooner or later. Those stone columns we passed? Part of the magic. They act as a warning system. Should the dragon pass them, it sends off a magical signal that informs them of its position." "And let me guess, all the ground shaking and the explosions mean that it found them again?" Hiccup looked sheepishly. "Well, not exactly. We…we kinda let it here when we were looking for help. It followed us for days." Kate sighed. "And let me guess again, the people here are not too happy with us because of that, right?"

"Pretty much." Josh said. Kate shook her head. "You really are lost without me, are you?" "We managed to stay alive the past three days since we arrived. Without you." Hiccup pointed out.

"Whatever." She winced when her shoulder started throbbing again. She felt really exhausted from the little talking and the listing.

"You should sleep. You are still recovering." Kate nodded and lay down. "Where are you staying?" "We got our own tent e bit away. Don't worry, when you wake up the first thing we'll do is move you." "What for? So your snoring can keep me awake all night?" she grinned at their dumbfound expressions. "Kidding; sounds wonderful."

With that she was asleep.

**AN: Reviews make everyone happy! Thanks, **
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	68. Two hearts

Chapter Sixty-Eight: Two hearts

"_My name is Brave."_

Hope sat up groggily. Again that dream. She rubbed her face. She could feel the bags under her eyes.

Outside she heard loud voices and people running through the sand.

"Quickly, Jester saw something from the look-out. It's back." She heard the commander of the guards growled.

A shiver went down her back. _It's back_.

Slowly she got to her feet. Her knees were wobbly.

"_He saved my live. I won't be without him. I'll find him again."_

Outside it was still dark but the glow in the east already announced the beginning of a new day.

She blinked so long until her eyes adjusted to the dim light.

There was a lot of commotion going on. People readying weapons. She saw Thea and her brother preparing the infirmary. She should probably help them but instead she disappeared in the shadows and followed the warriors.

She had seen the shifting sand already. It came from the east, as if rising form the rising sun.

She hid in the shadows of one tent and listened.

"Alright men. Do you have everything?" Garret asked and the men answered with grin 'Yeses'. "Good, then let's do this."

That was when another voice cut through the night.

Quickly Hope burrowed herself deeper in the shadows.

It was that stranger, Hiccup.

"Garret, wait, let us help. We know dragons. I've myself trained a lot of them. I know dragons. We can help."

Hope shivered. Dragons. Scary animals. She preferred normal mammals and reptiles, not the winged sort of type.

Whenever she saw how the strangers slept rested on their scaly…pets…she got Goosebumps on her back.

Her hands tingled.

She peaked around the corner to see Garrets reaction.

He looked doubtfully.

"No offence but we don't want you to make things worse." "But we're sorry. We want to make it up to you." "The answer is still no and you better listen to what I say if you don't want any trouble."

With that he bellowed for the men to get going.

Hope stayed behind for a few seconds.

"He's a jerk." The other guy, Josh, said. She heard Hiccup sigh. "He just wants to do what he thinks is best. Sadly he doesn't see that he doesn't stand a chance." "So what do we do?" the other boy asked. He sounded more bored than concerned.

"What he says. We stay and watch."

And Hope slipped away.

She stood at the outskirts of the camp, still on top of the dune and looked at the men below her. "Right men, stand strong and keep it away." She heard Garret say, his voice carried to her by the soft wind.

With that they stepped through the magical barrier Thea had made.

Once passed through you could only get back in if someone form the other side pulled you through.

She lifted her gaze, looking ahead, her eyes searching for the softly moving dune.

She found it almost imminently.

Her insides churned.

It was very close.

She watched how the hummock got closer, how it circled the warriors, moved right under their feet, making them loose their balance.

It was playing with them.

Hope felt sick.

It repeated its play even though the men started to attack the sand with their spears. They didn't seem to reach it.

Suddenly it distanced itself a bit and stopped moving altogether.

Every pair of eyes was fixed on the swell in the sand.

Without any warning the deadly shadow broke from the sand, right when the first rays of sunlight broke over the horizon.

Momentarily blinded Hope saw the men raise their hands protectively to their eyes, she being the only one not affected by the sudden brightness.

And the thing struck, aiming at Garret who stood in front of his men. It hit him square in the chest, throwing him back against the barrier, making it visible for a second. Garret slummed down, unconscious and the beast got ready to strike again.

"_**NOOOOOO**_!" she screamed desperately and frightened.

And the two strange things happened.

She saw Hiccup dashing down form camp, running straight at Garret, one hand on fire, in the other his sword.

At the same time the dragon reeled around and its none-seeing eyes found her.

For a second nothing happened, Hope felt herself trapped in its gaze.

It opened its large mouth and screeched so loud Hope fell to her knees, hands clasped over her ears in agony.

Still she couldn't tear her eyes away from the dragons white ones.

Her hand tingled, her heart skipped a beat and when it started beating again, it felt as if she had two hearts beating in her chest at the same time with the same rhythm.

She gasped.

And suddenly the connection was broken. A fireball hit the dragon square in the face the same time Hiccup grabbed Garrets arm through the barrier and pulled him through.

The dragon shook its head, looked first at Hiccup and then back at her, screamed once again and dived back into the ground.

And gone it was.

Hope started after it, until the moving dune disappeared in the rising sun.

She didn't realize that she had unconsciously made her way down the dune to where the men, Hiccup and the now conscious Garret stood, all still shaken.

Heads turned her way.

"What was that?" Hiccup asked.

She looked at him from the corner of her eyes.

"What was what?" she asked silently.

"It reacted to you. It was going to strike but when it heard you…" Hiccup said silently.

She shook her head.

"He was probably just irritated?" she whispered.

"How do you know it's a he?" Hiccup asked with raised eyebrows.

Her head snapped around.

"_It_ was probably just irritated."

She hoped he would drop it.

His green bored into hers.

Then he nodded abruptly.

"We should go." He said and for once no one disagreed with him.

Hope threw one last glance back.

_What_ had _happened?_
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Chapter Sixty-Nine: Stuck with you

Hopes dreams that night were different. They still frightened her and she was confused when she woke up but at the same time she felt a strange sensation of longing and…sadness and…loneliness…

She sat alone in her brothers and hers tent. Torren had a habit of working till late r getting up in the middle of the night and work until got tired again.

He too had his problems since the mysterious disappearance and very likely death of their parents.

The cracking of the fire was the only sound.

With the tip of her right index finger she touched the smooth edges of her mother's pendant.

It was a smooth and black, very flat but hard, oval shaped stone and as big as her palm. It looked black in the dim light but when she held it against the flames it glistened like a whirlpool of pink and purple inside.

It hung from a leather cord and was usually hidden underneath her cloth but whenever she thought of her mother she would take it out and look at it.

Her mother had once told her how her father, Hopes grandfather, had in a desperate attempt to defend the tribe, thrown his spear and how it had done no damage but to loosen one of the scales. Ever since then he wore it as a sign of triumph and passed it on to his only child, Hopes mother. And she gave it to Hope, only days before she and her father disappeared in the desert forever.

Hope bit down on the inside of her cheek. She would not cry.

She slipped the pendant back under her tunic and sighed.

"What is it that you want?" she mumbled into the darkness.

_You._

The voice came from nowhere.

She jumped, her heart beat wildly.

"Who's there?" she asked, searching blindly for a weapon while eyeing the shadows.

_Don't fear me._

Easier said than done.

And then she felt it. Another presence entering her consciousness. Something soft and gentle brushed against her mind, giving her comfort and warmth.

_I found you._

It sounded as though the speaker could not believe it.

_You are real. You are Brave's blood._

And suddenly it was gone.

Hope shivered.

You are Braves blood.

She knew what that meant.

Every child knew the legend.

Brave had been a healer's son. He was young and inexperienced, but of strong will.

When Kinkal decided that it would stay neutral in the war of nations, Brave belonged to those that wanted to fight.

It was said that he formed a bond with a dragon and went to battle. But when he returned severely injured for help he was send away and succumbed to his injuries on the battle field.

Legend has it that he cursed his old tribe, because ever since that day the tribe had been followed by the dark shadow.

Brave the traitor, Brave the dreamer, Brave the soldier, Brave the dragon rider, Brave the man from her dreams.

She shivered.

She needed to talk to Thea.

Hiccups P.o.V.

Hiccup was counting stars.

Yes, it was as cheesy and girly as it sounded but it did the job. The job of staying awake while on guard-duty.

The sand was still warm against his legs and itched in his pants. He tried not to think about it.

Gods he was bored.

Everything was quiet inside the camp. Flames licked in the fire-pits and the soft breeze made the shadows dance.

He glanced up at the sky and groaned. Another two hours before he could wake Josh to take over.

What should he do? Even Toothless was asleep, snoring contently next to him.

Bored he started drawing pictures into the sand.

But he was interrupted by fast steps on sand somewhere to his right.

He got up, peeking into the darkness.

"Hello?" he asked silently. "Anybody there?"

Nothing.

He shrugged it off. Probably just the wind.

He was about to sit down again when he heard it again.

Soft footsteps and the rustling of cloths.

He reached for a torch but decided against it.

Carefully he slipped through the shadows and tried to see what caused the disturbance in the night.

He rounded one corner and imminently fell back into the shadows.

One tent was still lit up.

He knew it. Thea stayed there. Kate had spent her fist nights there too before moving in with them.

But why was the old lady still up?

Then the wind carried voices over to him and the curiosity got the better of him.

He slid closer.

"I swear Thea, that's what I saw. What I've seen for the past months. Ever since…ever since…"

It was Hope. She sounded heartbroken but also confused and scared at the same time.

The voice of Thea spoke. She sounded confident and calming.

"It's just your nerves. Dreams like this happen. They mean nothing." "Not even if they occur every night?" "Especially then. You are still confused and hurt, trying to cope. It's perfectly normal."

"They scare me."

"There's nothing o be afraid off."

"Then what about the incident yesterday with the dark shadow?"

Thea sighed. "Child, it was nothing. Just a coincidence. It was probably startled by your presence."

There was a short moment of silence.

Then Hope said: "No. You are mistaken. I could feel him. Inside my heart. He…he's searching for me."

"Why should it do that? It's just a brainless beast sent to torture us."

"That can't be all that is to the story."

Suddenly Thea sounded harsh. "But it is child. And you'd be wise to accept it and do not dwell on it and to leave it be."

There was silence again.

"You don't understand. You don't want to help me." Hope said angrily. Thea sighed.

"Just go to bed Hope. Forget about the beast. It's none of your business."

There was the sound of fats and angry footsteps.

Then Hope stormed out of the tent.

Thea followed just a few feet behind her.

"Hope! Don't you dare run off me like that!"

"Why not? I thought none of it is my business." Hope shot back.

She swirled back around and faced her teacher.

"But you are wrong. It is my business."

She left the old woman standing there and rushed back to where she had come from.

Hiccup knew he shouldn't leave her in a state like that so he decided to follow her.

He frowned when she didn't return to her tent but grabbed a nearly finished sword from one of the forges and strode determinedly towards the boundaries of the camp. And the magical barrier that kept the beast outside.

Just a step away from said barrier Hope hesitated for a second but then strode onward, determination clear in her movements.

Hiccup knew he had to stop her.

"Hope. What are you doing?" he asked silently and tried to keep his voice even and not suspicious.

Hope swirled around, clearly not expecting anyone. And especially not him.

"What do _you_ want here?" her distain was clear as mud and she shifted the sword awkwardly in her hands.

He tried to look casual.

"Ah, you know, I was just on guard duty, counting stars, doing usual guy stuff and then suddenly I heard a noise and saw you running through the camp. I was surprised and followed you here."

Was that relief in her eyes? Because she thought he didn't know anything about her talk with Thea about her dreams?

She tried to look dignified and in control of the situation.

"You had no right to do so."

"Maybe." He shrugged it off and stepped closer. "But I was worried."

"You don't even know me." She answered stiffly.

He shrugged.

"For all you Know I could be your enemy." She continued.

He smiled slightly. "I don't really think so."

"How would you know?"

"I've met my own fair share of people and I like to think of myself as an expert what it comes to reading people by now. You look to me like an ally, not an enemy."

"We barely know each other."

He laughed which seemed to confuse her.

"Oh believe me, you don't know how often I've heard and said those words myself." But then he grew serious again.

"I'm trying to prove myself to be trustworthy."

"By spying on me?"

"Not exactly. But close."

He made another step towards her and she raised the sword.

He help his hands up.

"Keep it calm. I'm not trying to stop you or anything."

"But why wouldn't you? Shouldn't you want to bring me to the elders and tell them how I've tried break the law and how you caught me red-handed?"

He shook his head.

"Then they would think of me as a know-it-all-say-it-all. No thanks. I just want to know what's wrong."

She glared at him.

"Why would I tell you?"

"Because I know what you feel like."

She stiffened again.

"No one knows what I feel like." She hissed.

"I do." Hiccup confirmed and made another step.

She made one back and raised the sword higher. "Stay back." She growled.

He shrugged. "It's too late anyway. We've already passed the border. So unless there is someone coming to let us in, I think you are stuck with me for the night."

He was right.

They had been so buried in their conversation that they hadn't paid any attention to where they were going.

Hopes expression got lost for a second but then she caught herself again.

"What do you want?" she asked again.

He hesitated.

"I…I've heard you talk about those dreams of yours and how they repeat and then the…incident…yesterday. I just wonder what's going on here and I might have an idea but if you want help you must tell me what's going on."

She glared at him angrily.

"I'm going to find that dragon and find out the truth. That's what's going on." She swirled around and stormed off.

"Wait, I'm coming with you." He called behind her.

"That's a joke, right?" she asked disbelievingly as he caught up with her. He shook his head.

"I'm good with dragons. I can help you, I'm sure of it."

She eyed him up for a moment.

"Try not to get into my way." She growled and stormed off.

With one eye on the way she held her sword he mumbled: "I try my best."
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Chapter Seventy: Hopeful descendants

Surprisingly it was her that broke the silence fist.

She had been determined to ignore her unwanted companion until he would get annoyed and go back but that didn't happen.

Hiccup just kept walking besides her, never saying a word, being nothing more than one of the shadows around them.

But something about his calmness, his easy walk and confidence made her talk.

"This feels strange."

He looked at her confused.

"What?" he asked.

She let her gaze wander over the endless sand-dunes. "My parents died a few months ago."

"I'm sorry." He said slowly.

"They walked into the desert with no supplies. No one knows why they did it. No one will talk to me about it. And whenever I bring it up they try to switch the topic. I don't understand. It's like they don't want to talk about it. As if it's something distastefully and no one should bother with it." She mumbled silently. "It feels strange doing exactly the same thing."

He nodded but then he said: "But we plan on going back, don't we?" She didn't answer to that.

"The day after they were gone for four days, my dreams started acting up. I've always had strange dreams but they never meant anything. It was then that I first dreamt about Namhera." She whispered the name, afraid it might conjure the being bound to it. But the sand stayed calm.

"Who's Namhera?"

Hope took a deep breath.

"He's the dragon that attacks my people. That follows my tribe since…since…" "Yes? Since when?"

"Since Brave."

They walked a few seconds in silence.

"Who was Brave?"

She explained the story to him.

He whistled slowly.

"If that's true, then that dragon is really, really old. But what does that have to do with you?"

Against her will she felt herself open up to the stranger.

Hiccup was a good listener and paid attention to every word she said. He thought about them and answered every unspoken question of hers.

In return he told her of his past and what his friends and he were doing.

And strange enough, she believed him.

She told him about her dream with Namhera and Brave meeting for the first time and her strange connection to the beats when it had showed up yesterday.

She hesitated when she came to tonight.

"Yes?" Hiccup asked when she didn't continue.

"But this night something changed for the first time. I…saw more. I understand now what bonded then. Or better, how they bonded."

She stopped and rubbed her arms when a cold wind cut over the dunes.

Hiccup shrugged off his coat and handed it to her.

"But…you'll need it." She said. "You need it more. Besides. If I'm cold, I'll just conjure some fire and warm myself.

Oh yes, the fire. Some she would have to ask about later.

"So this time my dream continued. But not from Namhera's position anymore but from an outsider's. I saw what Brave did and it…it was just incredible. Never would I have thought that it's possible." She shook her head.

"Would you like to tell me?"

She continued walking.

"Brave…he was a healer's apprentice, just like me. So of course you learn a lot about different types of injuries and what side effects are possible. Two of the most common are infections and blood lost. Both are very dangerous. Even the smallest cut, if infected can be fatal. And to recover from blood-loss takes a long time. ^

Well, in my dream Brave did something I've only seen once before. It's hard to describe but it's called blood-transfusion."

Hiccup frowned. "How can you transfuse blood?"

"It's something my people have been doing for ages. If one of our warriors lost too much blood, some of us can donate some of theirs for him. So he can recover faster."

Hiccup was fascinated by the idea. "And how do they do it?" "Well, basically you make a small cut into a vein and put a small thin tube in it. Then you suck at the other end so the blood will flow through the tube and then you make a cut at the person who needs the blood and it flows from one body into the other. **(Yes I know it doesn't quite work like this but this is around 800 B.C. so just go with it)** But it's tricky and doesn't often work. Not everybody is suitable for donating blood. It's kinda complicated." Hope explained.

Hiccup nodded.

"So what has that to do with your dream?"

"Well, the dragon…I mean Namhera…he was hurt. Badly hurt. He was bleeding out and didn't have much time. Brave knew he was able to treat the wounds itself but the blood-loss was the main-problem. So he did the only thing he could think of."

"He donated some of his blood." Hiccup guessed and nodded. "A blood-bond. I've heard about it amongst humans. Like blood-brothers and stuff. But never between a human and a dragon."

Hope nodded.

"The rest is not as clear. But so much I know. Brave didn't just give the dragon part of his blood. Part of his soul was transferred into the dragon too. They just didn't understand each other, they were connected in a much deeper way than you can possibly imagine." Hope tried to explain but it was clear that she couldn't.

Hiccups brow furrowed.

"But what has that to do with Namhera attacking your village?" he asked.

Hope shrugged.

"He went berserk after Brave died. Maybe it's revenge for not saving him?" "Maybe. But that doesn't explain your dreams of the way he reacted when he saw you. He could've killed Garret. But he decided against it. Somehow your presence calmed it down…" he mused.

"But how? What's special about me?" Hope asked. "I'm just a girl from the desert that lost her parents and is learning to become a healer."

Hiccups thoughts swirled fast.

"Hope, what do you know of Braves family?" he asked, a thought forming in his head.

"Not much. He had a smaller sister. His mother died during her birth and his father died because of an infection when he was only thirteen."

"Was he married?" "Affianced but nothing more. It was lifted when he left the tribe and went to war."

"This is strange." Hiccup mumbled. "What?" "Well, you have a sibling, your parents are both dead, you are training to be a healer and there is a war coming to our world. I don't know but it seems…as if there…is repetition of…a certain pattern." He said slowly.

She frowned.

"But…I don't even want to fight."

"Just think about it. Brave went to war because he was told by that god to do so. It was his destiny. And that his legacy would be needed. What if that god was taking about now, the second rising of Darkness, and what if that makes you…Braves descendant? His heir, his legacy?"

Hope shook her head.

"You're crazy! How would that even be possible?" "You could be related to him through his sister. Or…or maybe he fiancé was pregnant? That way his bloodline would have continued."

Hope still didn't look convince.

"But why me? Why not my brother, or my parents?"

Hiccup shrugged.

"Why was I born the son to a chief, why was I chosen o play the hero? I don't know. There has be something that makes both of us special enough to be chosen by fate."

Hope averted her eyes from his and again scanned the dark desert.

"Then what about the dragon? What has he got to do with it?"

"Everything." Hiccup said excitedly. "Because of him Brave got the chance to fulfill his destiny. And if you two share the same blood…you must have a similar connection to Namhera as he had!"

Hope frowned.

"Do you really think that?"

"I've seen more unlikely things. Believe me."

"So I could stop it from attacking my people?"

"Probably."

"Then we need to find it."

She strode determined ahead but Hiccup stopped.

"Hope." He said silently and waited for her to turn around.

"What is it?" she asked.

"It what we think is right and you can train Namhera, then that means you…have some connection to this war and to…my quest, so…"

"Oh no, no…never." She interrupted him, already guessing his next words. "I will not come with you and your friends. I will not turn against my people. Bad enough if I really have the blood of a traitor. I don't have to act like one additionally. No! I will free us of that monster and return home and live in peace." She shouted furiously.

He raised his arms. "Okay, sorry, wrong question. I didn't mean it like that."

Hope starred into his eyes a second longer then nodded.

"Come on dragon boy, let's find us a thousand years old dragon with anger issues and human blood inside him."

She turned around and made another step forward, when the ground suddenly shook wildly and a giant figured shout out of the sand in front of them.

Roaring it screwed into the air, sending sand flying everywhere. It was the shadow against the nights' sky, blocking out the stars and the moon.

It's glowing eyes fixed on them and it screamed again, flapping with its wings and opening its jaws impossibly wide. Six rows of rotating teeth glistened.

Both teens stood frozen in their spot.

"I think it found us first:" Hiccup whispered. "Do not make any sudden movements."
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For a second humans and dragon stared at each other.

"I knew this was a bad idea." Hiccup whispered.

"You wanted to come. You claimed you could help me train it. Now, here you go, knock yourself out." Hope whispered equally frozen.

"I just inexplicitly changed my mind."

Any further conversation was cut short because the 'Whispering Death' shot down towards them.

"JUMP!" Hiccup shouted and both of them jumped forwards, avoiding to be crashed by the dragon.

They went rolling down a dune.

When the world finally stopped spinning Hiccup sat up but everything was still moving in sickening fast circles.

"Hope?" he shouted and looked around.

She lay a few feet away, dazed but unharmed.

He staggered to his feet. "Come on, we need to get going."

Above them the dragon roared.

"Quickly." He urged and pulled her to her feet.

Together they started running back where they had come from.

He practically pulled Hope along.

They didn't get far.

Something caught them in their backs and sent them sprawling in the sand, face-first.

Hiccup coughed sand.

He looked up and saw the dragon approaching.

"Hope, run!"

"Can't you train it?"

"Not likely! It doesn't seem to be in a listing mood."

"But we have to do something!" she cried.

"I will distract it and you run."

Hope shook her head in defiance.

"Not happening. I stay. That dragon in the reason my people have been on the run for ages. I'll set a stop to that."

For the first time since he met her, Hope had fire in her eyes.

The dragon roared.

"On second thought…"

She turned around and fled.

Hiccup concentrated and summoned all his strength.

Fire erupted from his hands and formed a wall before the dragon.

He knew dragons were immune to fire but it maybe would delay him. And startle, and irritate and hopefully send him away.

He unleashed a firestorm and the dragon was thrown away.

Okay, that last one was a hopeless wish.

But the dragon really reared back and roared again.

Hiccup took that as he cue to leave too.

He soon caught up with Hope.

"And, did it work?" she shouted.

"For now." He panted.

He was proven wrong when the ground again started moving and again the dragon resurfaced.

Pushing Hope behind Hiccup tried a new tactic. It was suicide but maybe…just maybe…he could train Namhera. Or at least clam him down to remember.

"STOP!" he shouted with all his might and held out his palm.

The dragon stopped mid-strike, startled.

"Good boy. Now calm down!" he tried in his most calming but also commanding voice.

The dragon seemed to struggle but then decide what to do.

Its tail flicked upwards to fast for Hiccup to register it and the dragon _flipped_ him aside.

Somersaulting he flew, again, through the air and, again, landed face-first in the sand, a good couple of meters away from the dragon and Hope, who stood defenseless across from it.

"Hope, do something!" he shouted while getting up again for what felt like the hundredth time.

But before he could make it anywhere near the girl the dragon leashed out again with its tail but this time it pinned Hiccup underneath it so he couldn't get up again.

"HICCUP!"

"I'm alright!"

The dragon pushed him deeper into the sand, settling the main-weight on his chest.

"Okay, less okay!" he gasped.

"What should I do?" she screamed fearfully.

Hiccup couldn't really see her. The tail and the sand blocked his view.

"Calm it down!"

"What?"

"If you two are connected, then find that connection before it kills us!"

"You want me to train it?"

"Basically."

"Are you mad?"

"Just do it! Before it suffocates me!"

"I wouldn't be complaining. You are no help."

Any further conversation was, again, interrupted by the dragons irritated shouting.

For a horrible second it was silent and Hiccup thought Hope had been eaten by the thing or something else horrible had happened but then he heard her trembling voice echoing through the night.

"Hey there boy."

The dragon shifted slightly, which didn't help Hiccup in his current situation.

"Please we don't want to hurt you…I guess at least…"

The dragon roared.

"No, no no no no no! We do not want to hurt you! Definitely not! No! We came here to…" Hopes voice faltered.

For a very long moment she was silent.

Then she gasped.

"Hope?" Hiccup asked concerned though it was hard talking when it felt like your father was sitting on your chest, squeezing every bit of air out of your lungs.

"Namhera? That's you, isn't it? You are the dragon from my dreams. Remember me? Just two days ago we…saw…each other."

Hiccup could tell this was awkward for her.

But it seemed to work.

Namhera, or so he assumed, settled down. The rash beating of his wings died down and all he could hear now were the dragons panting breaths.

"My name is Hope."

There was a deep growling sound.

"Sh…shhh…it's, it's okay. I…I just want answers."

Hopes heart was beating wildly.

Her eyes were locked with the dragons white pupil-les ones.

It was unnerving to say at least.

It was only centimeters away from her and she for her liking that was too close.

But then something changes in the dragons demeanor.

Its eyes opened up and it looked less aggressive.

It bowed its head and looked straight at her.

She felt her heart skip a beat and when he beat again it was again that feeling of two hears beating in her chest.

Slowly she reached out with both hands.

Just as she was about to touch him she stopped. Something…kept her from doing so.

Instead she waited.

It only took a few second before the dragon closed the short distance between them.

As her hands connected with the rough scaly snout she gasped.

As was caught in what looked like, a memory.

_She saw Brave, lying on dried grass. His breathing was coming in gasps and he was very pale. His chest was blood-soaked and small rivers of blood were tickling down the corner of his mouth and from his nose. _

_His eyes were huge with fever and unfocused. _

_He looked drained, hurt, dying._

_He shakily lifted his hands and Hope saw Namhera, the same dragon she was just facing, putting his snout in his hands, just like he had done it with her only moments ago._

"_Nam…Namhera?"_

_The dragon made a deep comforting rumbling sound in his chest._

"_I'm here my old friend. Rest, save your strength. We still have a long way to go." He answered to the wounded man._

_Brave coughed and blood landed on his chin._

"_Where…where are we?"_

"_North of what you once called your home. I've brought us to the Blue Mountains. We can make it back to the others in no time. I've heard from passing friends that they were just over the Terror-Pass a few miles west from here. They will…"_

_Namhera was interrupted by Braves weak laughter._

"_No my friend…we…won't make it. Or…I will at least not. It's…" he struggled to breath "Too late."_

"_No! No such thing is too late!" Namhera insisted and nudged him softly._

_Brave let go of his snout and his arms fell back on the ground._

_His breathing was sounding shallow and raspy. _

_Hope could hear the liquids in his throat gurgling as he slowly drowned on his own blood._

_What a horrible way to die._

_Namhera curled around him._

"_Please my friend. Stay strong. I know you can live!"_

_Brave coughed again, his eyelids were dropping._

"_I'm tired Nam. So many of us have died already. Somehow I always knew I would follow my friends. Back to the old times. Though, I really wish I could see them for one last time but I don't think I can manage."_

_His whole body was trembling now._

_Tears fell down his cheeks._

"_Nam…I'm…I'm…scared."_

"_Sh. Hush, everything will be alright."_

"_I don't want to leave you."_

"_And I don't want you leaving."_

_The dragon's voice felt strained like he was trying really hard to suppress his grief and pain and tears._

"_Nam…remember…blood over everything. I promise I will return to you one day." _

_With that Brave stopped breathing all together. His eyes started into the endlessness of the sky._

_The wail that broke from Namhera was not from this world. _

_The grief in it was unbearable for Hope._

_She felt as if something inside her had broken, died with Brave. She couldn't feel her heart beat any longer._

_She understood that this must have been what it felt like for Namhera to watch his beloved friend pass away._

_Hope bite back a sob._

_When Namhera finally calmed down he nudged his friend one last time affectionately to the head, before he carefully, nearly soft and lovingly breathed a gently flame onto the dry grass around Braves body. _

_The grass burned in seconds and soon a blazing pyre was all that remained of Brave._

_Hope felt her heart ache._

_She glanced at Namhera. _

_The once so proud dragon was reduced to a grieving soul that had lost its other side. _

"_I'll find you my friend and if it's the last thing I do."_

_The memory changed._

_She saw herself standing on top of that dune two days ago._

_Horror etched into her face as she screamed._

_And the most unusual thing happened._

_She felt her heart start beating again. Ba-Bum-Ba-Bum-Ba-Bum. After what felt for a long time, she felt her heart beat again in a harmonic two-beat._

_She saw herself and nothing else, zeroed out from the rest of the world. _

_For a second her features changed, morphed into the ones of Brave and then back into her own and she could see her beating heart through the layer of cloth and bone and flesh, beating ferociously, could see eth blood rushing through her veins. _

_Braves word echoed through the memory._

"_Blood over everything. I promise I will return to you one day."_

"_Indeed you have old friend. Just not as I expected you to." Namhera mused._

Hope gasped and took a step backwards.

She was covered in sweat and breathing heavily.

Somewhere to her left she could hear Hiccups frantic, if not gasping, concerned shouts.

"Hope? You still there? What's happening? Why are you not answering? Has it eaten you? Hope, answer me!"

"Shut up you idiot. It didn't eat me."

"Oh…good. Then what happened?"

"I'm not quite sure but he's calmer so I guess I did it right."

"Well, I still have trouble breathing so I don't think so much."

"Oh just shut it and be grateful he's not eating us."

She turned her attention back to the dragon.

"And…what do you want from me now?" she whispered, afraid of the answer.

The dragon just very gently nudged her head before slowly rising into the air.

"_I'm here to take you where you belong. The legacy of the Great Ones is needed."_

"But…I am where I belong." She said confused.

The dragon rose higher and higher, never once breaking the eye-contact with her.

"_We will see."_

As it flew away she again felt a familiar ache in her chest.

She nearly called it back.

Somewhere next to her Hiccup managed to get up.

"Oxygen! Oh you sweet thing! Sweetest of al sweets." He gasped dramatically as he took deep gulps of air.

He hugged his middle.

"I think I'll have a permanent dent in my ribcage from now on!" he groaned.

He walked slowly over to her.

"You okay? You look…pale. What happened? Why did it leave, where did it go, will it come back?"

She shook her head.

"Tell you on the way back."
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"Wow. So I was right." Hiccup said when she finished what had happened.

They hadn't been as far away from the camp as they had thought, because after only one hour of straight walking, thanks to Hopes talent to find her way easily through the desert where to Hiccups eyes everything looked the same, they could make out the outlines of the tents not very far away.

Hope just nodded.

"What do you plan on doing now?" Hiccup asked.

"I don't know."

"Will you order him to go away?"

Hope didn't answer that. Instead they walked in silence for a long time.

Finally Hope sighed.

She smoothed down her cloths and asked slowly: "What would you do if you were in my shoes?"

Hiccup took a deep breath and slowly let it out again.

"Honestly? I don't know either. But Brave was connected to the first war. Now there is a second war and you are here. I don't think this is a coincidence.

I think you are like me. Chosen to help in this war, to fight Darkness."

Hope stopped and to Hiccups astonishment they were already back.

"Call your dragon. Someone has to let us in." she said softly, not looking straight at him.

Hiccup nodded and whistled sharply. He hoped Toothless would hear him.

He didn't know how long they had been gone.

But to his great relieve a shadow appeared soon after he had called out and Toothless blinked at him accusingly.

"Yes, I know bud, it's late and I went without you, I'm sorry."

Toothless wacked him over the head with his tail.

"Yeah, I guess I deserved that. You gonna let us in now?"

Toothless stretched his head through the barrier and Hope and Hiccup grabbed don to him and passed through it.

Silently they walked through the camp.

When they reached Hopes tent they stopped.

Hope looked at him.

"You are wrong. I am nothing like you. I don't want to have anything to do with past wars or present wars of blood-bonds and dragons. I don't want to fight anything. A lot was already taken from me. My parents, my freedom; I'm not going to let anyone take control over my live too. Goodnight Hiccup. I see you tomorrow."

With that she disappeared inside her tent.

"Goodnight Hope." He said silently and walked back to the outskirts of the village where their tent was.

Upon entering he noticed that Kate's blanket had slipped of her shoulders.

Carefully he pulled it back up before he walked over to Josh.

Carefully he shook him until the older boy opened he bleary eyes.

"Rise and shine, it's your turn to keep watch."

As he laid down to sleep he was still worried. But something told him. That it would turn out alright.
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Chapter Seventy-One: Where is my place?

Groaning Hiccup sat up.

His whole body arched. His chest felt as if it was one giant bruise.

"Oh look who decided to rejoin us in the land of the living."

He blinked like an owl and stammered: "K…Kate?"

She grinned at him, stretched her arms wide and made a small turn on the spot.

"The one and only." She smiled.

Hiccup jumped to his feet and crushed her in a hug.

Though she had been healed by Thea days ago, Kate had spent most of their time at camp asleep or resting.

"Whatever they gave me did one hell of a job. I only feel a little bit stiff but that's it." She said smiling and hugged him back.

"That is fantastic." Hiccup beamed.

"Come on, we're having lunch."

"Lunch?"

"Yep. Nothing could wake you up. We even asked Toothless to lick your feet. Nothing worked."

She stepped through the tent entrance and into the shadow of canopy. Hiccup followed. Surprisingly a soft wind moved around them, playing with the cloth width and ribbons and letting Kates hair fly around her shoulders.

Josh and George were sitting in front of the tent next to a fire over which a pot hung. The smell of stew was overwhelming and Hiccups stomach gave an approvingly growl.

"Hiccup my man." Josh said smilingly. "I see you finally woke up. About time mate."

"Why, have I missed something?"

George snorted. "You could say so. Everyone's getting ready for the apocalypse."

Hiccup frowned alarmed.

"Why?"

"The beast's back and it's been circling the camp for ages now. It's putting everybody off." Josh mumbled and the added: "Everyone's convinced that they are going to die."

Hiccup looked around. "So where is everyone?" he asked.

"Preparing for war. They are determined to kill it this time. Or die trying, which is more likely." Josh said dryly.

Kate handed Hiccup a bowl with stew but he jumped to his feet.

"Has any of you seen Hope?"

"Why?" she asked.

"I really need to speak to her."

He didn't wait for any response, just started running.

It was madness.

Everyone was up and hurrying along, the smiths were working ferociously.

He saw Torren and Thea prepare the healers tent.

Soldiers ran back and forth.

Mothers hold on to their children, older teens cared for the cattle.

It was chaos on a whole new level.

Somewhere on the way he collided with a small but strong figure.

He fell back into the sand.

"Garret!"

But the warrior didn't look happy to see him.

"This is your entire fault. I told them. But no one would listen to me. But I'm not going let some stranger doom us all." He snarled and grabbed him by the collar.

"Garret I didn't want any of this to happen. You can't blame me!"

"Tell that the beast that is circling us. But we're going to put an end to it. Forever!"

"There has to be another way."

Garrets eyes were hard as stone.

"There is no other way. We've cowered long enough. Long enough have we allowed traitors in our midst." He hissed. "Maybe we should throw you and your friends to these things as appetizers."

"You stand no chance."

"We will see that."

"Garret this is madness!"

"You just watch me!"

With that Garret strode way.

Hiccup cursed and turned around, Hope momentarily forgotten.

"Grab your stuff! This is going to be messy." He shouted and whistled. Toothless appeared next to him, ears perked up.

"The people here won't stand a chance. It'll be a blood-bath. But maybe we can do something about that."

"And what exactly would that be?" George asked with arms folded. "This is so typically." he added groaning. "Every time I think we are relatively safe, BAM, you manage to get us into another life-threatening situation."

"Well if you don't want to fight then you can hide with the women and children." said Kate innocently.

George mumbled something under his breath and unsheathed his sword.

"Let's go." He growled.

Hiccup smirked and patted his shoulder before rushing outside, knowing his friends were behind him.

They reached the peak of the sand-dune but they weren't the first ones.

It seemed as is all of the tribe had gathered here. There were far more than Hiccup had expected.

He even saw Thea. What was she doing here?

She spotted them first when they landed a few paces away and nodded at him. He nodded back.

Then Garret saw them and scowled.

"What do you want?" he growled.

"You need our help." Hiccup said as a matter of fact from the back of Toothless' back.

"We don't need your help. You are not our allies. Since you arrived here bad stuff has happened."

"You cannot blame that on us!" Hiccup growled back.

"Yeah, be glad we're not on and about." Josh said with folded arms.

Garret narrowed his eyes.

"I should run you through, right where you stand." He growled at Hiccup.

"Then you wouldn't have one dragon but three more to fight. And three very experienced fighters."

Garret snorted.

"Get in my way or do anything suspicious and I run you through."

Then he turned back to his men.

"We really have to be careful with him." Hiccup mumbled and checked the buckles on the saddle.

Kate rode up next to him.

While pulling her hair back into a ponytail she asked casually: "So…we're fighting…again…"

He nodded.

She sighed. "This is getting boring. It's not fair. For our enemies."

He barked out an insane laughter.

The joke wasn't very funny and this was still a dire situation but there had been so little laughter these past weeks Hiccup just took the opportunity.

Kate laughed too.

He smiled at her.

"Be careful. If I had it my way you would be with the other women and children, resting your shoulder. But I know you by now pretty well and I know that you would kick my butt, if I even as much as suggested it or hinted at it."

She smiled. "You learn fast." He snorted. "Sure."

"I will be careful. After all, someone has to look out for you." "Dream on. But Kate?" "Yes?" "It's really good to have you back." "It's good to be back. Thanks for keeping that promise." "No problem. You'd do the same."

For a few minutes there was absolute silence on top of the dune. The midday heat was burning down on them.

Sweat ran into Hiccups eyes and he had to wipe it away.

All eyes were glued on the shape under the sand moving fore-and backwards not too far away from the camp.

Nobody spoke a word.

The wind played with their cloth and hair but no one paid it any attention.

They looked like statues, left forgotten in the sand.

"What is it waiting for?" Josh mumbled under his breath next to Hiccup. He had asked himself the same question only seconds before.

"Is it me or is it getting closer?" George asked alarmed.

Hiccup squinted his eyes.

He was right. The dragon indeed was coming closer.

At first it was not noticeable but the more time passed the closer it got until it was right at the feet of the dune they all stood on.

Nobody dared moving one muscle.

There was one single question on all their minds.

Will the barrier hold?

The answer came in form of a high pitched shrike followed by the sound of glass breaking and the entire golden barrier collapsed, disintegrated and was gone within seconds.

For a terrible second nothing happened.

Then a purple head rose slowly from the ground, sand falling form it like waterfalls.

The head was lifted upwards by and enormous tail covered with spikes. Tall bat-like wings beat heavily.

When they were on eyelevel the dragon opened its jaws wide and roared.

The battle had begun.
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Hiccup didn't bother anymore with making plans. They usually never worked or the situation made it impossible for them to work properly.

But looking back at it he thought having at least an idea of what to do would have been nice.

As the dragon roared its battle-cry Garret roared too and charged at it with his men.

Hiccup gave the signal to ascend together they circled the dragon, which was momentarily distracted by those puny little humans poking it with pointy sticks, yelling obscenities.

Hiccup thought about driving it away from the camp, to make it run.

But he saw the determination in Namhera.

The dragon was here to claim his rider back.

He'd waited so long.

Hiccup could understand him.

And then it came to him.

"Of course." He mumbled to himself.

"Be right back! Keep them from killing each other!" he shouted.

"And how do you suggest we do that?" Kate asked. She was already panting and had sweat on her brow.

Hiccup knew it wasn't just because of the heat.

"You think of something, I'm sure. It won't be long, I promise."

With that he shot towards the camp.
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He found her easily. She sat in her tent cross-legged and was holding her mother's pendant in her palm.

Despite the obvious stress all around her she was calm and starred at the pendant.

"Hope!" he barked.

She didn't look up.

"Hope, snap out of it! You have to do something. Otherwise they are going to kill him!"

She didn't look up, she didn't say anything.

"Hope! He's here for you. You can't deny your connection any longer. Please believe me when I say that everything will be alright. I know you don't want anyone to decide for you but this is fate. I didn't think I could and would end the war between Vikings and dragons. I thought I would end up the village runt, disowned by my father and would lose all rights to be chief one day. And now look at me. Please, you are the last hope these people have or there will be a bloodbath. Namhera waited thousands of years for you. He will move heaven and hell to have you." He shouted desperately.

Finally she looked up. Her eyes were full of indecision, pain, anger and desperation.

"Do you think I don't know that?" she whispered as she put the pendant back around her neck. She looked back outside where chaos reigned.

"I don't want any of them to be hurt any further. But…I don't want to end like Brave. I don't want people to remember me because of my betrayal."

Hiccup knelt down in front of her and grabbed her hands.

"I promise that this will not happen. You'll be their hero." He said softly.

She looked at him with these unbelievably bluish-silver eyes. They were so deep, so ancient and yet so young.

"No. I will not. I will be an outsider. I will be the descendant of traitor. Everybody will know. They will avoid me. I will die alone, just like Brave did. I won't even be able to keep Namhera close to me. They will make me send him away or kill me. And then the circle will repeat itself." She whispered with tears glinting in her eyes.

"Then why not coming with me, with us? You wouldn't be alone, you could be who you are and you could be free."

"Free to fight a war? Do you think that's what I want?" "I don't know what you want. But I know that I don't ask you to fight for us. Hell, I don't think George will either but we can care for you, maybe find you a suitable home somewhere else. Maybe you can find friends there, start a family sometime in the future."

She looked at him.

"Why would you do that? I wasn't even friendly to you."

"Because you are like me, despite what you want to believe. I know you don't feel like you belong here anymore. Open up to that feeling and be free."

She shook her head. "I can't Hiccup."

"Why not?" he asked frustrated. "Would you rather want everyone here to die, knowing that you could have stopped it from happening? Believe me that guilt will be worse that your 'betrayal'. Hope, I believe I was brought here for a reason. And that reason is you. Our lives are connected. Please Hope. Do something."

With that he got back up but at the entrance he stopped.

"You asked me what I would do if I were in your shoes. I would give a damn fuck about what the others think and want from me. This is about you Hope. And you only." and then he ran back to his friends.
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"And…did it work whatever you did?" Josh asked.

"I'm not sure yet." Hiccup said sand steered Toothless around Namheras head, dragging his attention to him.

He thought he saw recognition in the dragons face. The again he was no expert in dragons facial expressions. It could also have been a devilish smirk that meant: "No I will finish you off!"

The dragon shot fireballs at him but Toothless rolled away.

"Dang, he's good." Josh panted as he steered Zhang next to him.

"We have to lure him away." Kate shouted as Nightlight shot a stream of fire at the dragons face. It screamed and leashed out with its tail, spines flying everywhere.

Nightlight let herself drop like a stone, only catching herself inches above the ground.

Suddenly a blue and yellow flash rushed past Hiccup and stuck in dragons tail where it hold on for dear life with its teeth while the dragon tried to lose it by whipping its tail wildly around and roaring.

"CONE! What the hell?" Hiccup shouted.

Indeed it was the small Terrible Terror that followed him like a shadow.

"What is he doing?" Kate asked confused.

"Helping." Hiccup said grinningly.

Namhera was so distracted by the small worm biting down hard in his tail that he no more paid attention to the humans.

From below Hiccup could hear Garret shouting and the bristling of weapons.

The warriors that remained advanced at the dragon, ready to use its obliviousness.

"NO!" Hiccup shouted.

He swirled around to his friends.

"Help me keep them away!"

"And how do we do that?" George asked from behind Josh on Zhangs back.

Hiccup was about to respond when there was a different voice yelling loudly over the battlefield.

"STOP!"
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All eyes turned and faced the person speaking. Even Namhera swirled around at the sound of the newcomer.

One lonely figure stood at the top of the dune against the bright sun.

Hiccup blinked against the sunlight that made his eyes water.

"Hope?"

The girl slithered down the side of the dune.

She came to a stop near the soldiers.

"STOP! You cannot win!" she shouted.

"Stay out of this Hope!" Garret shouted and turned around to continue fighting.

Namhera had managed to get rid of Cone. The little dragon flew through the air, crashed in the sand but a few seconds later he emerged again, looking pouting but unharmed.

Namhera roared again getting ready to charge.

Garret aimed with his spear…

Namhera pounced but...disappeared underneath the sand!

A split second nothing happened but then the ground shook wildly. Everyone fell to their feet. Walls of sand rose and fell.

It was chaos on a whole new level.

Even the dragon rides just barely managed to stay in the air.

The sight was clouded by flying sand and shouts filled the air.

What the hell was going on below?

For a brief, very brief second Hiccup spotted the dark shape of Namhera rushing through over the ground beneath him.

He seemed to know exactly where he was going.

And then Hiccup knew it too.

He was aiming at the foot of the dune.

Hope.

He screamed her name but Namhera smashed right into the place where she had stood.
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When sand and dust cleared, the most amazing pictured opened to their eyes.

Namhera's long body was curled up around Hope, who stood unharmed where they had seen her last.

She held the dragons face in her hands and their eyes were locked.

She was carefully stroking his nose.

And Namhera was purring.

Hiccup sighed with relief. That could have been worse.

Of course that was the moment Garret stumbled through the sand, spotting the pair on the ground, circled by three dragons overhead.

And of course he came to the wrong conclusion.

He raise done accusing finger at Hope and shouted: "You…you traitor!"

Hope swirled around, eyes huge with fear.

"No! No Garret! It's not what it looks like! I'm…I'm not a traitor!"

She whispered these last words.

Behind her Namhera growled and curled closer around his rider, eyes narrowed.

Hiccup knew whoever tried harming Hope would not see another sunrise.

Garret seemed to know that too.

He spat on the ground.

"Bad blood has its way of reappearing again and again. But it doesn't surprise me. Go. Go with your beast and those filthy dragons riders. Go and never come back again!"

Hopes panic was obvious.

"No! Please Garret, don't! I…I saved you!" she tried.

He sneered. "No. You betrayed us."

"I didn't mean to!"

"We don't want scum like you here."

Hope looked desperately around.

"Torren! Please. I…I'm your sister!"

Torren looked torn.

But then he straightened and his face grew hard.

"No sister of mine would consult with the enemy." He whispered.

Hiccup could see Hopes heart break then and there.

And he blamed himself. He had told her they wouldn't hate her.

"GO!" garret shouted and raised his spear.

Namhera growled and Hope was shaking badly.

"Please." She whispered, close to tears.

Hiccup couldn't watch this anymore.

"You are all fools! Hope did save you. She is Namheras rider. Don't you see? Her bloodline released you from this curse! Without her courage you would still be hunted." He shouted angrily.

"It was her bloodline that cursed us in first place!" Garret shouted back.

"And even if, why didn't she react earlier? Why wait so long? Why didn't her parents do anything? No. They are all traitors!"

There were shouts of agreement.

Hope looked like she was about to collapse.

Hiccup flew closer to her.

"Hope. Come on. Let's go. They don't seem to appreciate what you did." He said silently.

She looked at him with those huge bluish-silver eyes.

Without any further words she climbed onto Namheras head and hold onto two big and hard spiked sprouting from his head.

Four dragons rose high into the air and disappeared shortly after somewhere over the sand-lands.
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"I'm sorry Hope." Hiccup mumbled as they flew side by side through the clouds.

She just starred ahead and Hiccup expected her to ignore him but he was wrong.

She sighed.

"You were right."

"What?"

"I'm not going to repeat that." She said softly, playing with the sleeve of her left arm.

"But right with what?" Hiccup asked.

Hope took a deep breath.

"This was about me. Namhera has searched for me. And…I think…somehow I…have always called out for him…unconsciously." She whispered but pated the dragons head. "I…never really belonged there. I know see that."

She sighed.

"Last night when…when I connected with him…I…Afterwards I…I couldn't …I can't explain it." She dragged her hands through her hair, looking desperate and lost. "I feel like…something is…not right!"

"You need him." Hiccup said simply.

"Yes." She whispered.

She turned her head to look at him.

"You think I did the right thing?"

"Yes." Hiccup said confidently.

She smiled slightly but it was a sad smiled.

"I will not be able to return there. I will never see my brother again."

"You don't know that." Hiccup said.

She shook her head. "He made his point quite clear. And so did the others." "People change." "Sometimes they do. Who knows what happens inside someone's head. But Hiccup, this I do know for certain; I will never be welcome again. Brave wasn't. Why would I?"

He didn't respond to that. How could he. She was right.

"But" she smiled, this time happier, "I know more. If the offer still stands…I would like to come with you. I know I said I didn't want to know but…now I do want to know what happened all those years ago. And what my place in this story is."

Hiccup smiled and then looked at his friends that flew next to them

"Well, what do you say guys? And girl?" he asked with a side-smile at Kate.

George shrugged. "I don't care." he said. Hiccup rolled his eyes but so did Hope.

Josh smiled. "Why not?" Hope beamed at him and made him blush.

Kate grinned madly. "No question. We _need_ another girl in the group!"

Hiccup turned back to Hope. "I think they agree."

Hope smiled weakly but then shivered.

"What's the matter?" Hiccup asked.

"Nothing. It's just that…I never left my camp. And now…now I'm about to see the world. The world I was never allowed to see. This is just…huge."

"Don't worry. Unlike others we stick to each other." Hiccup promised.
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Had Hiccup been able to see the future at that point he would have kicked himself hard in the butt. This was only the calm before the storm.
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Chapter Seventy-Two: Spill all my secrets

"This…this is sad."

"It's depressing."

"It's a ghost-city."

"A destroyed ghost-city."

"This is where my people are originally from. Thousands of years ago. Before the first war rose and before Brave went away. Before Namhera started to hunt them."

.

After three days traveling through the desert, which had been thanks to Hope, not so bad as when they had done it for the first time, Hiccups nose had finally caught the familiar smell of sea-water.

And only hours later the desert slowly transformed into a savanna, then into clear woods and finally they had reached the sea.

Whooping with joy they had jumped into the blissful wet liquid and enjoyed the coolness of the water on their sore skin.

Well, all but Hope had. She had never seen so much water stretching on forever, no matter where you looked.

But finally they had managed to coax her knee-deep into the water.

And they had laughed at her surprised expression when she had tried to drink it and realized how salty it was.

After nearly two hours in the water, they slowly made their way northwards along the beach with their feet in the surf.

The sun was low and covering the horizon and water in warm orange light. Overhead the sky was purple and green and yellow and blue.

Hiccup breathed deeply. He had missed this.

But when they rounded a headland they stopped dead in their tracks.

"Oh…" Kate whispered

"…my…" Josh mumbled

"…gods!" Hiccup breathed.

"What the hell happened here?" George asked.

They were standing in a crescent-formed bay, ringed bay flat hills. On both ends headlands reached far into the water, cutting the bay off from the rest of the coast.

It was like stepping into another world.

The sand was black. The trees were only skeletons. The water was grey and dead.

But worse was the sight of the fallen city.

It was maybe twice the size of the Berk village.

But it was hard to tell. The stones were black and rotten, long had the houses collapse. Only fundaments were left.

The leftovers of a harbor lay just below the surface of the sea.

Hiccup even thought he saw the wreck of ships on the ground of the bay.

A dark atmosphere hung over the place. There was not a single living thing. Not even the singing of a bird. This was a dead piece of land. And he knew only one power in the world able to cause this kind of harm.

"A dragon's fire." Hiccup said silently as an answer to Georges' question.

Slowly they made their way over to the city. No sunlight reached them.

It was dreadful place.

The sound of their steps was muffled by the thick layer of ashes and sand. They were soon covered in grime.

When Hiccup looked back he saw their footprints clear in the black ground.

"There hasn't been a single living soul here for years." He whispered.

"It's a ghost city indeed." Kate said silently.

No one dared speaking out loud.

Hope carefully touched one of the walls that still stood.

When she pulled back there was a white patch on the wall and a thick black layer of grime and ashes on her finger.

Hiccup made another few step forward and reached a huge round place. It looked like a plaza. But when he made another step forward, there was a sickening 'Crack' underneath his feet. He lifted his feet to see what he had steppe don and felt bile rising in his throat when he saw it.

Bones.

Lot of bones that littered the ground and that filled the whole plaza under the layers of rubble, dust, ashes and grime.

Hiccup averted his eyes from a skull that seemed to look at him with its hollow sockets.

"Another city that fell to those beasts. They are not as harmless and innocent as you would like them to be." Josh mumbled behind him. "Just shut up for once." Hiccup mumbled back.

Hope stepped next to him. Silently she looked at the plaza.

"Legend has it that his was once a grand city. Independent from the other nations. Rich and well know. Other countries envied us. Then the war came and we fleet the city.

When news reached us that the war was over we returned. We were so many. But then, one day…hellfire rained down upon us. Over the half of us died. The rest ran. Our numbers have decreased since then further and further. And this place was forgotten, left behind, left to the elements and time." She finally mumbled.

Namhera nudged her in the side.

Over the last days the two of them had formed an incredible strong bond.

"I know you didn't mean to. And besides, it's been ages since then. One shall not dwell in the past." Hope said.

"Should we make camp here for tonight?" Kate asked silently.

"Let's not. Places like this give me the creeps." Josh begged.

"Agreed. Let's move on a little bit. I'm sure we'll find something behind the headland." Hiccup suggested.

No one disagreed.

The gloomy atmosphere had settled down on them.

George, who was walking in front of everybody stopped suddenly and asked: "Didn't you guys say that no one has been here in ages?"

"Yes, why?" Hiccup asked, too tired to play one of George's games.

"Well, seems like that's not true. I don't think we are alone here." George whispered and pointed ahead.

They stepped next to him.

Hiccup cursed under his breath. He was right.

Marks, similar to those they had left behind them, covered the area.

George kneeled down and inspected one.

"At least two dozen men, if not more. They're all very big and heavy. These marks are fresh. A few hours at most."

"How do you know that?" Kate asked incredulously. He gave her a smile. "I'm a hunter sweetheart. It's like breathing for me."

The look of awe that Kate gave George annoyed Hiccup suddenly to no end.

"Alright Mister Hunter, enough with your amazing skills" Hiccup said and lifted him back up from the ground by the arm "they don't help us much. We need to know where they are now. And if they pose a threat to us."

George suddenly swallowed hard.

"I can answer that too." He said silently.

"Really. Again by reading tracks?" Hiccup asked sarcastically.

"Not really. They are standing right behind us." George said rather dryly.

They all swirled around.

"Hello dragon-boy. Missed me?" Alvin the Treacherous asked before he fired with his crossbow at him.

Something stuck Hiccup in the chest.

It was no arrow. Just a thin metal dart, too small to do any harm, yet painful enough to make him gasp. He suddenly felt very drowsy and the next thing he knew was darkness.
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His head hurt when he came around again. His mouth was dry and his teeth hurt. What had happened?

He sat up, groggily and looked around.

The others were with him, still unconscious.

Hiccup assumed that Alvin had just drugged them with the darts.

He couldn't see their dragons or their weapons.

His hands were shackled in front of him but his feet were free.

They were in a windowless room with one door, which was probably heavily guarded. The only light came from a small oil-lamp hanging from the ceiling.

He tried summoning a flame to melt the shackles but nothing happened. Instead a very cold prickling feeling shot up his arms to his chest and squeezed his heart uncomfortably.

So no magic. Great.

He was honestly worried. Last time he'd seen Alvin, he'd burned his hand and ship.

He really had hoped they had died months ago on the VENDETTA.

"Hiccup?" came a sleepy question next to him. "That you?"

Josh was slowly waking up.

"Hey man. Time to get up." He whispered.

"What happened?" "I guess we were drugged." "My head hurts." "It'll pass." "And the others?" "Unconscious but fine otherwise." "That's good."

Suddenly the doors opened and he blinked against the sudden light. Wow, it looked like they'd been out the better part of the night.

Standing there dressed in furs, metal breast-plate and thick boots, one hand replaced by a wicked looking hook, stood Alvin the Treacherous. The door closed directly behind him. No chance of escape.

Hiccup stumbled to his feet and growled at the man.

But Alvin just laughed.

"Ah…runt. Nice to see you again. How have you been?"

Hiccup wasn't fooled by the pleasant tone.

"What are you doing here Alvin?"

Alvin sneered, all pleasantries forgotten.

"I am looking for you. You don't think I forgot? Because I didn't and I will never forget it!"

"Listen, I'm sorry but you left me no choice. And if you have to take this out on me, do it but leave me friends out of this."

Alvin bellowed with laughter.

He stopped abruptly and charged at him, grabbing him by the collar and pressing him against the huts wall, his smelly breath hit Hiccup full force. Next to them Josh tried to get up but the drug was not strong in his system and he fell back down. Alvin ignored him. He glared at Hiccup, who was too stunned to move.

"You think this is about what happened in the southern sea on that fisherman's boat?" Hiccup was too afraid to answer.

"No you little cockroach. This is about more."

Alvin suddenly started gagging and sizing and twitching and slowly his face melted into a new one.

Pale grey wet skin, black holes for eyes, teeth like a shark, spikes forming a crown on his head, no ears, no nose and no hair.

"It's you." Hiccup breathed.

Darkness smiled.

"Yes, it's me. Surprise. I told you, things were starting to get interesting and that I wanted to see how you would cope with them. So far you have proven them all wrong. I thought you would leave the girl behind, not figure out the mystery. Well, you learn new things every day. That's alright with me but I know people who will not be happy. By the way, have you heard anything from your… _divine_… friends?"

Darkness smiled nastily at him.

Hiccup flinched.

"Ah… I'm sorry, touchy topic?"

"Shut up." Hiccup growled.

"Oh, you are in good mood. Obviously got up with the wrong foot."

Darkness smiled at its own joke.

Hiccup used it's distraction to kneel him in the groin.

Darkness maybe didn't feel it but his host did.

It howled and dropped Hiccup who landed on his feet and leashed out with a vicious kick. Kate had taught him nice tricks, he had to admit it.

He hit Alvin's kneecap and the tall man went down.

His face molted back into his own and he growled with pain and anger.

"You…little runt…" he panted "I will skin you alive."

"I don't think your boss would be happy with that."

"I don't care."

"Tough luck."

With those words Hiccup swung his metal leg. With a satisfying sound it connected with Alvins temple and he was knocked out cold.

He knew he would only have minutes from now on until someone decided to check on them.

He turned around to Josh.

During his little conversation with Alvin he'd woken up more and started waking the others. They still looked groggy and usually Hiccup wouldn't go to battle with them in such conditions but he had no choice.

"Guys! Concentration. Fight the drug. We only have a few minutes. The timing has to be perfect."

The nodded.

The first thing Hiccup did was taking one of the axes from the unconscious Alvin.

Within a few strikes he'd broken Josh's chains.

He smirked. They could withstand godly fire but no mortal ax. Everything had its weakness.

Minutes later they were all free.

They took every weapon they could find from Alvin and took their positions.

Hiccup nodded at Josh and George and they started mock-fighting, yelling at each other, Josh imitating Alvin's accent and speech.

They kicked against the walls and shouted profanities, bashing their weapons together.

"Why you little…runt. I will gut you like a fish! Argh….!" Josh yelled and faked going down, falling heavily into the wall while doing so.

Hiccup smirked when he heard the approaching footsteps. He nodded at the girls above him, hanging from eh ceiling.

He himself waited next to the door, back pressed flat against the wall.

The doors flung open and three Outcast came storming in.

Well, they would have stormed in, had it not been for Hiccup who stretched out a leg, making the first stumble, fall to the ground. His colleagues now stumbled over him and made a wonderful dog pile.

"NOW!" Hiccup shouted when they tried to get up.

The girls let go of the ceiling and dropped feet first onto the Outcast, knocking them back to the ground.

Josh and George abandoned their 'fight' and joined the brawl.

They tried to be as silent as possible.

Hiccup nodded when he saw the four tied Outcast in the shed.

"Good work guys. We make a great team!" they nodded, grinning all like madmen…and women.

"No let's find our dragons and stuff and make a run for it."

"You bet!" came the reply.

Though it was light outside it couldn't have been long since sunrise.

Most of the Outcast lay around a campfire, snoring contently.

"Okay, let's split up. Josh and Kate, you go and find our stuff. Hurry up. We go and look for our dragons. We meet over there as soon as possible." He whispered and pointed at the outskirts of the ruined city.

Everybody nodded.

As they made their way through the Outcasts camp, Hope asked Hiccup in a very low voice: "Do these kinds of things happen often?" Hiccup shrugged. "Every once in a while. But don't worry. We always get out eventually." "Oh." He smiled at her. "Already regretting your choice to join us?" She smiled back. "No. Just…wondering." "Don't worry, I keep you safe." She smiled. "I know."

Behind them George coughed.

The turned around to him.

"I really don't want to destroy the romantic…moment…you two are sharing but we kinda have things to do." He grinned.

Hiccup rolled with his eyes but blushed nonetheless. So did Hope.

They found their dragons because of Namheras snoring.

"How can they sleep so peacefully? They are not even chained up. They could have saved us!" growled George outraged but thankfully silently.

Hiccup shook his head.

He tore a thick needle from Nightlights flank.

"I don't think so. They were drugged as well. See…" there was still some of the drug dripping from the needle.

"Oh, give me that, I have an idea what to do with it!" Hope said with luminous eyes.

Hiccup wasn't sure what she was planning but she went from dragon to dragon, pulling out the needles that were still covered with the drug.

She smiled fondly when she picked six of those needles from Namhera. "Put up a fight, did you big one?" she whispered in his ear. The dragon stirred and nudged her slightly.

"Be right back big boy. Go with the others." Namhera made a whinnying noise but Hope shook her head. "None of that. I'll be perfectly fine."

With that she disappeared from where they'd come.

Hiccup shook his head amused.

"She's always up to something. I thinks will be less boring from now on."

George raised an eyebrow.

"You think our life was boring until now? Mate, something's really wrong with your head." Hiccup shrugged.

"Let's get going."

Waking up the dragons was really hard.

All of them were still sleepy and Hiccup had to carry Cone because he was still out cold. He drug had been too much for his little body.

Herding them around the camp, trying not to make too much noise was even harder.

Sleepwalking dragons were loud!

Surprisingly no one raised the alarms; no one saw or heard them.

When they nearly had reached the meeting point, Hope joined them. She looked flushed but grinned.

"What are you smiling about?" George asked suspiciously.

"Nothing. I just bought us some extra time." Hope relied.

"And how did you do that?" Hiccup asked, more worried.

"Oh, you know, I just pinched them all with the needles, drugging them so they will sleep longer. And I barricaded the door to the shed with that Alvin-guy with some boards."

Both boys looked at her with huge eyes.

"What?"

"That was genius!" George smiled.

"Yeah. He's right. Suicidal but genius." Hiccup agreed.

"Why suicidal?" "What if they'd woken up?" Hiccup asked. "I would have clopped them over the head with a stick so long until they would be out cold."

"You are one violent girl. Never took you for one." George said. Hope shrugged.

"Let's go. The others are probably waiting for us already." She instructed and started walking.

George laughed slightly.

"Be careful Haddock, she might be the one who wears the pants in your relationship." "There is no relationship." Hiccup growled.

"And even if there was, she would not 'be the one who wears the pants'."

"Whatever man."

Once they joined the others they exchanged information. Josh and Kate had found their stuff and provisions as well as torches and extra blankets.

They had made it halfway up the headland, away from the destroyed city and the Outcast's camp, when Hiccup stopped.

"Hiccup? What's the matter?" Kate asked.

"I was just thinking…that is a really pretty boat."

He pointed at the three-master that anchored below them in the bay.

The others looked at him as though he was nuts.

"So what?" Hope asked.

"It would be a shame if…someone stole it…"

"Hiccup we can't steal a ship. We're not enough people to make it go." Kate said.

"Then it would be a shame if this would happen." Hiccup said, faked innocence swinging in his voice.

Before his friends could ask what the hell he was paying at he'd conjured a fireball and thrown it with all his might down at the ship.

At first nothing happened but then the sails caught fire and then the deck and soon everything was on fire.

"You are one naughty boy Hiccup." Hope said while shaking her head.

"I give the compliment back."

"Let's just go!" Josh said impatiently. "If I'm freaked out I have gas-problems."

"JOSH! TOO MUCH INFORMATION!" the whole group shouted disgustedly but they smiled nonetheless.

Together they marched onwards, marched north.
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Alvin weight the small pocket knife in his big hand. It was simple. A wooden handle and a short metal blade. Nothing special though it was well crafted.

The only interesting thing were the initials in the handle, burned carefully into the wood.

_H.H.H. III_

"Ye sure it's his?" he growled at his right hand Savage.

"Positively Sir. It was in his bag."

Alvin thought for a long time. Finally he chuckled.

"I know Stoick. He would never let his son out of that god-forsaken Archipelago without him." "So?" Savage asked confused.

"Let's see what daddy has to say when we send him this with…a note…perhaps?" Alvin suggested smiling nastily.

"Oh! A very good idea sir, excellent, would never have thought of it myself, absolutely stunning, fabulous! I can't find the words, brilliant…" "Today if possible Savage. Or I feed you to the next wild dragon we meet." Alvin growled, interrupting his stream of ass-kissing. Savage bowed and mumbled: "Of course sir, yes sir, right away sir." And vanished somewhere.

Alvin moved the blade slightly over his palm. It was dull, not much of a weapon. And yet he knew it was important.

The little brat would soon have nothing to laugh about anymore.

He turned around, stomping away his eyes coal-black and hard.

"Let's see what you have to hide runt."

**AN: As always, leave me a review and tell me what you liked and what not. Thank you, love you,**

**Kate**
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Chapter Seventy-Three: Deranged wild-life

Being back on a ship made Hiccup uneasy.

As the wind ruffled through his already unruly hair he felt his insides turn into knots and he had a lump in his throat.

It wasn't just sea-sickness.

Ever since his encounter with Alvin a week ago old memories had started resurfacing. Memories he would rather have kept away.

His last trip with a boat like this, burned clear behind his closed eyes.

He saw the giant shadow of a man, a wide toothy grin, he even thought he smelled the hard stench of alcohol and heard a gruff voice say: "Whatever dwarf."

And of course he saw blood, the flashing of metal and heard the huge splash as a heavy body went overboard.

His fault. His entire fault. His fault that Will was dead.

"Hiccup?"

He looked up from the foaming sea and smiled. At least he wasn't the only one feeling miserable. Hope was very green under her dark skin, he could tell. He face was sunken in and she had puked over the side of the boat for the fifth time this morning. She was without a doubt no one for sea-travels. Flying was a thing everybody could get used too but boats…not so much.

"Yeah?" "How long until we can leave this vehicle of death?" she asked in a small voice. He smiled sympathetically.

"I would say another few hours. Try to fix your eyes on the horizon. At least that what my dad always told me when we were on voyages and I got sea-sick. It's a fixed point, it doesn't move. Maybe it will steady you a bit." "You mean you're not sure if it works?" He flashed her a smile. "To be honest I think it's just a fairy tale because it always made _me_ worse but maybe you…" he trailed off.

Hope groaned and went below deck.

.

Two days after the Alvin-debacle they had spotted an island on the north-north-east coast of Kinkal.

Hiccup had taken out his maps and consulted them.

According to the map they were on an island called Zephaniah. From there it was only a matter of three days with the ship till you reached the Western point of Durgonheim.

Under normal circumstances they would have flown the distance in a matter of a day but the weather was against them.

Heavy storms that came from farther north and winds so strong they would knock the riders off their dragon's backs. They would never make it in one day.

The sun never showed itself and Hiccup had the uncomfortable suspicion that it wasn't all natural.

So they had decided to ferry across the sea between the two lands and had discovered that the island, small as it was, was inhabited by fishermen and their families. Very suspicious and unfriendly fishermen and their families, if Hiccup said so himself.

After lots of diplomatic talk and yes, a huge amount of goods and whatever money they had, two of the fisherman, a father and his oldest son, agreed to take them over to Durgonheim on their biggest ship.

But only under the condition that the dragons were kept in the brick all the time. And really, who was Hiccup to argue with them about that?

They had agreed and now they were on the high sea, nothing but the raw power of the nature around them and a dark patch ahead of them which was their current goal.

Behind them the sun was setting.

The sound of thunder rolled over the sky and Hiccup counted subconsciously and calculated the approximately distance of the storm. It was far far away but that didn't calm Hiccup. The sky was dark, the sea was dark, even the air seemed dark.

He saw shades in the water where there were none. At least that was what he hoped. He had enough sea-monsters for a life-time.

The captain approached him shortly after hope had left.

He was an old man with skin hardened from years working on the high sea.

He didn't greet Hiccup, he never said a friendly word; this was all just business for him.

He pointed ahead and sad in his gruff voice: "That 'Cap Mermaid'. Once we rounded it we will be at the entrance of a ten kilometer and roughly two kilometer wide bay. At the bottom you find the biggest city of Durgonheim. It's called 'City of Fallen Heroes'. The island inside the bay's called 'Ghost-Land'. No one dare going there. They say it's cursed." Hiccup nodded. "What do they do for living?" "Fishing and hunting in the woods around."

"I will dock at a small harbor not far from the Cap. I do not sail so far inside." "Why?" Hiccup asked. The man gave him a look as if the answer to his question was obvious. "This is Durgonheim boy. You're better off with the wild animals of these woods than with the humans living in that city."

With these words he left to join his son back at the steering wheel.
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Indeed he left them at a small dock once they had rounded the cap.

There were no houses, just an old dock and a small hovel with no walls and a caved in roof. To say it bluntly it was a ruin with not a single soul around.

The boat had already disappeared from their reach before they had fully adjusted to their new surroundings.

Josh made a very rude gesture but Hiccup didn't say anything. He felt very much the same.

Hope was practically kissing the ground. Namhera hovered above her.

He was nearly worse than Toothless.

Speaking of which, Toothless was being a big baby and was pouting because he wasn't allowed out for three whole days. He was ignoring Hiccup and whenever he had the opportunity tripped him or whacked him over the head with his tail.

George thought it was hilarious, as did everybody else. Hiccup didn't.

"Great, my first girlfriend is a dragon." He muttered at one point to Kate started laughing so hard she fell to the ground.

"Laugh all you want." He grumbled and picked up his backpack. "Let's see who much you are still laughing once we started our two hour walk." He grinned at them.

Imminently they started groaning.

"Why can't we fly?" George groaned.

Then he froze.

So did everybody else.

"Did he just…" Josh asked Hiccup.

"I think he did." Kate confirmed.

Hiccup grinned triumphantly at George.

"You want to be on the back of a dragon!" he exclaimed.

George's face was tomato-red.

"Yeah, so what?" he grumbled.

"We always have to force you!" Hope grinned.

"You could just leave me."

"As if you would want us to do that. You would never 'get home' to say it with your words." Josh laughed.

George grumbled something under his breath.

"What did you say?" Kate asked sweetly though she was grinning as wide as a horse.

"I was thinking practically. Not because I want to or because I like it." He claimed.

"Whatever floats your boat princess." Josh said grinningly, patted his shoulder and started walking after Hiccup. The girls passed him in similar fashion.

Mumbling to himself he picked up his stuff and followed them.

.

.

.

They were walking through a ravine when Josh suddenly grabbed Hiccups shoulder and said: "Wait."

They all stopped.

"Josh, what's the…" Hope asked but Josh shook his head and gestured for her to stay quiet.

They listened but there was no sound.

"Josh, what is it?" Hiccup whispered.

"The wind has stopped."

He was right. The wind that had shaken them for the past days was completely gone. The air was still. Not a single breeze.

"So what?" George asked annoyed.

Josh cast them all an ominous look.

"Then why are the trees still moving?" he whispered and pointed at the slightly swinging tree-branches overhead and ahead.

Too late Hiccup understood.

He shouted: "Weapons everybody!" but it was already too late.

At least a dozen creatures jumped from the trees above, talons and teeth ready.

Toothless opened his mouth to shoot the nearest thing with a plasma blast to hell but Hiccup shouted: "No fire! If one leave catches fire we'll have a full-grown wildfire within minutes."

Swords and knifes found their ways into their owners hands.

The creatures reminded Hiccup of chickens. Really deranged, mutated chickens with sharp teeth and talons.

They walked on two strong legs, were at least three meters high with long necks, big heads and a feather-covered body.

Their teeth grew over the sides of their mouth. They were the size of Hiccups hand.

Their front-paw's talons were curved and wickedly sharp.

One stepped forward, maybe the pack-leader, opened its mouth, but before it could scream or do anything for the better part, there was a whistling sound and in the next second it had a long feathered arrow in his mouth, sticking out of the back of its head. It dropped dead to the floor.

All heads shot around and they saw a person clad in dark greens and browns sliding down the narrow side of the ravine, bow in hands with an arrow notched in the string, one between his teeth. It went flying, hitting the next beast through the left eye. It too dropped dead to the floor.

In the next second he had loaded again and shot a hole through the head of the next beast. The arrow stuck quivering in a tree-trunk.

Beast four and fife took arrows to the head too before the beast reacted. The screamed, fluttered with their short wings and scattered. Not that it did any good.

Within the minute four more were dead and the rest fleet.

Heavy breathing the person stood there in the middle of the ravine, looking after the fleeting beasts.

Then he turned around and pulled down the cloth he had wrapped around the lower half of his face and the hood on his head.

He was a handsome young man of maybe eighteen or nineteen. His hair was coal-black and his eyes were stormy grey. His skin was tanned and he had a faint scar running down the right side of his jaw.

His cloths were covered with mud and leaves, camouflaging him perfectly.

"What…are you doing here? This is Revatoren-Territory. Only mad-men would dare put a foot in here."

"The you must be pretty crazy." Hope said.

He glared at here. "That's different. I live a few miles outside of it. But you didn't answer my question."

"Why should we…" George started but Hiccup cut him off. He smiled at the boy.

"The captain of our boat left us a few miles back at the old landing base. He said he wouldn't go any further."

"Wow, then he really didn't like you lot. What did you do to piss him off that he wanted to feed you to the beasts?"

"Nothing." Hiccup said as Josh snorted: "We existed."

The boy looked from one to another and shrugged.

He started collecting his arrows from the corpses and wiped them clean on his cloth.

"Well, I suggest you get going, they won't stay away too long. Luckily they never leave their territory. If you want I can show you the way." He said and grabbed one of the beasts by its feet, dragging it behind him.

"That would be very nice." Hiccup said.

The guy nodded.

Then with a side-glance at the dragons he said: "Smart not to let them shoot fire. Would have ended in a catastrophe."

"That was pretty wicked what you did with that bow." Hope commented after a few minutes of silence.

"Thanks. It's a natural gift." He said though he didn't sound too excited about it."

"What's your name?" Kate asked.

"What's yours?" he asked.

"Kate. This is hope, the grumpy over there is George, the idiot here is Josh and that is Hiccup. He's sort of our leader." She said nicely.

The boy eyed them all for a moment. He starred at Hiccup longer before hastily turning away.

"Names don't matter here."

"But you have one, right? I mean everyone has a name." Josh said jokingly, before he frowned and asked: "You do, right?"

The boy smiled slightly.

"I do." he said.

"Would you mind telling us?" Hiccup asked.

Again the boy gave him a long look before he said: "Conner. Conner O'Connell."

Then he added: "It's getting late and darker by the minute. You need a place for the night I guess?"

"Yes. Do you know a good place?" Hiccup asked.

Conner nodded.

"You can crash at my place for the night."
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Chapter Seventy-Four: Hiding

"What did you find out?" Alvin growled at the shaking old man. He was impatient. "N…no…nothing." The old man stammered.

"I've heard nothing. And…and when I asked…they only told me….he…he was gone…" the man whimpered.

Having enough of his incompetence Alvin grabbed him by the throat and squeezed so long until the man's weak struggles died down.

He tossed him aside like a broken toy.

Savage winced and said: "Sir, this is the second spy you killed this week. We don't have so many…" "Shut up or you join them." Alvin grunted. Savage shut up.

Alvin played with the dagger. Pocket knife, whatever.

"There's more. The boy was hiding something." "You think so?" "I know so."

Alvin starred ahead.

They were on the outskirts of the Archipelago. Berk was a long distance away but that didn't matter.

"What are you hiding Hiccup, what are you hiding, what are you…"

He interrupted himself as a cold wind blew around him a familiar voice echoed in his mind. His face went blank for a second before he grinned.

"Hiccup, Hiccup, Hiccup, you sly little dog."

He turned around and shouted: "Savage, get me paper and an idiot to over bring the 'happy' news for Stoick. His son's alive and he doesn't know it!"
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On a remote and heavily guarded island far away Illiona woke from her light sleep.

"Oh-o." she muttered as she stumbled out of bed.

She ran as far as the chains allowed her to the entrance of her prison…sorry, home, and looked outside.

Black clouds gathered overhead.

"Oh no. Alvin, what are you doing? This is throwing everything out of balance!" she whispered.

She closed her eyes and concentrated.

She started to glow.

"Oh you gods above, hear my prayer. Hear your oracle. Danger is overwhelming. Answer my prayers. There is no time left." She whispered fiercely.

But she knew. Nothing could stop this from happening. It was a desperate wish. So all she could do was watch and hope.
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On Berk:

"Why did you call me at this god-forsaken hour Gobber?" Stoick growled as he rubbed the sleep out of his eyes. His beard was a mess, more than usual and his belt was crooked.

"I'm sorry Stoick. I wouldn't have if it wasn't so urgent."

"I know I know. So, what's the matter?"

"This just came for you from a passing trader. He said it was for you. Someone gave it to him for you."

"Did he say who?" "No. And he seemed to be in hurry." "Strange. Well, they are strange people anyway those traders."

Gobber nodded and handed him a small chest. It was made from wood and had iron locks.

"Any idea what it could be?" "Naw. But it seems important. Maybe there is a note with it." "Yeah maybe." Stoick said and sat down in his chair, putting the box on the table in front of him.

"Well, let's see what we got here." He mumbled and opened the box.

Silence.

Stoick felt his hear beat in his chest. It beat so fast it hurt.

Inside the box, on a small bed of velvet laid a knife.

Nothing more than a pocket knife, really.

Stoick would have used it to clean his teeth.

Not this one though.

He knew this knife.

He knew that the blade was made from steel that had been folded fife times. He knew the wood of the handle was from a beech. He knew there was a fine crack on the downside of the handle. He knew which letters had been burned into the wood. He knew exactly how long it was.

He knew this, because he had helped his son together with Gobber make his first weapon when the boy was fife years old.

Hiccup had always carried this knife with him, proud of what he had made. Ever since then Hiccup had helped Gobber in the forge.

And they had started drifting apart.

And Stoick had forgotten about the knife.

Until he saw it lying in the chest, on velvet as red as blood.

Then it all came back to him.

"Stoick? What is it?" Gobber asked.

The chief slowly reached in inside the chest and took the small knife out. It looked so small in his giant hand.

Gobbers face softened when he saw the blade.

"Is that…" he asked.

"It's his knife."

"But…how…how…"

"I don't know Gobber…"

Seven Months. Half a year and more.

That was how long Hiccup had been gone. Dead. Lost. Whatever you called it, he wasn't here anymore.

Since the discovery of the cove and his sons' helmet all tracks had cooled down. There were no leads. No one knew what happened. Only the result.

Stoick moved the knife in his hands.

It was cold and smooth.

When he held it close to his face he caught the smell of faraway lands.

How had this knife left the island and more important, how had it found its way back? How had it gotten away from its master in first place?

"Stoick…look…there…is a note."

Gobber had lifted the velvet and revealed a small piece of paper, neatly folded two times.

Stoick took it, opened it, read it and paled.

"And? What does it say?"

With a shaking voice he read:

"_Greetings my dear Stoick. It's me, your old friend Alvin the Treacherous, chief of the Outcast. Be assured, this is no declaration of war. Not yet anyway. No. While sailing the seven seas I found something rather interesting and thought you might want it back. The knife is just part of it. You should keep track of your spawn. It's a dangerous world._

_With best greetings,_

_Alvin the Treacherous."_

Gobber looked like he was about to faint.

"Your…spawn? But…but your only…"

"…child is dead." Stoick mumbled.

There it was again.

This feeling in his chest.

This feeling of wrongness that had come with Hiccups 'death'.

"He's alive. He's been…all this time." He mumbled as realization hit him.

"Stoick. Don't talk like that. He's gone."

Stoick jumped to his feet.

"No, he is alive. I know it. I've always known it."

"Stoick, this is one of Alvins tricks."

Stoick shoved the knife over to his oldest and best friend.

"If so, how did he get this?" he shouted.

"I don't know Stoick. You sure it is his?"

"How else should Alvin of all people know what it looks like? They never met; I've made sure of that!"

"But if Hiccup is alive, _where_ is he?"

"Alvin must have kidnapped him that day!" Stoick shouted.

Gobber shook his head.

"Stoick, Alvin would never dare anchor near Berk without his armada, which he doesn't have. Don't you think we would have seen his boat? And even if, why wait seven month to message you? I don't say Alvin is smart or honest or anything good but it's not his style."

"What are you saying Gobber?" Stoick asked silently.

"Hiccup is dead. And if he's not then he…"

"He what?"

"Ran away."

**AN: As always, leave a review if you have the time or have something to say! Thanks, Kate.**

**PS: No, I didn't name Story-Kate after me. I only realized it myself a short time ago **
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Chapter Seventy-Fife: It's not a good day -Part 1-

"Kate have you seen my knife?" "Which one?" "The small one with my initials." "The blunt one?" "It's not blunt. Just not as sharp as it should be." "Didn't you put it in the side-pocket?" "I've checked it." "But you always put it there." "But it's not there." "Check again." "I checked it three times." "With the other knifes?" "No." "Then I don't know where it could be." "Did you take it?" "Why should I take your blunt knife?" "Oh, forget it." "Gladly."

.

.

.

.

Conners 'home' was a spacious and comfortable underground burrow/cave. They entered through a gap in the ground and found themselves in a wide tunnel with fresh air flowing towards them. Though with the dragons it was lightly crowded and sometimes the tunnel wasn't wide enough. If that was the case Namhera made it quick and ate his way through it. This terrified Conner but he tried not to show it.

He led them along that tunnel until the sound of running water reached them.

Soon they walked parallel to a small fresh-water stream that grew bigger the father they went.

Rounding a corner the space in front opened to a wide cave.

The water fell down next to them, at least three meters deep into a small lake that seemed to continue underground. From up here they could see a fire-place near the shores of the small lake with tree-trunks as benches; on a wide flat boulder at the other side someone had made a comfortable bed out of feathers, furs, leaves and some blankets.

It was warm and humid in the cave.

Plants covered the walls and as Hiccup wondered where the light came from, he looked up and saw a small opening about ten meters above him form where daylight floated into the underground cave.

"This is absolutely amazing." Hope said.

Conner shrugged. "It does the job."

He led them down the side of the waterfall where a natural staircase descended down to the lower floor.

"It's secluded and bigger animals don't get in. And the smaller ones don't bother me. And if they do I make them my dinner."

It sounded harsh but the logic behind that was unmistaken.

He pointed to the far side of the lake. "There you can sleep. If you want to freshen up, behind the waterfall is a secluded area where no one can see you. If you go one by one you can have your privacy."

"Thank you." Hiccup said.

Conner shrugged.

"It'll be the last time you will find hospitality if you're heading for the city."

"Why?" Josh asked concerned.

Conner shrugged again. He seemed to do that a lot.

"They may look nice on the outside but believe me, they're all slave-traders and people waiting to make your life miserable."

The others exchanged glances but Conner clearly had ended the conversation.

He was dragging his catch over to the fireplace.

From somewhere he produced new fire-wood and started making a fire, ignoring that they still stood there where he'd left them.

Hiccup turned around. The dragons had eaten the rest of the shot beasts back at the ravine and now rolled together in a big pile of wings, tails and scales and fell asleep. One problem solved. Four more to go.

"Okay, who wants to go first?"

The girl's hands shot up. "We will!" they said.

The boys raised their eyebrows.

"Together?" Josh asked and wriggled with his eyebrows.

Kate slapped him just as Hope kicked his chin.

"Not like that you pervert. But we are girls. There's nothing we haven't seen already. It's okay for us. As it should be for you boys!"

The three of them looked at each other, paled and shook their heads.

"Absolutely not!" Josh said.

"Why, do you have a _little_ secret to hide?" Hope asked with a fats gaze down.

Josh turned red.

"No! Of course not! But it's against a man's honor and dignity!" he spluttered.

The girls laughed, grabbed their stuff and disappeared behind the waterfall.

George looked at Josh.

"Smooth man. Really smooth." Before he walked head shaking away.

Hiccup suppressed a grin.

"I have to agree with him on that one." He told Josh before grabbing his stuff and starting to make a bed for himself.

.

.

Once they had all changed into clean cloth and washed the dirty ones they joined Conner by the fireplace.

He looked up as they approached.

He was plucking the beast he'd shot. There was already a big pile of feathers next to him.

Hiccup realized that they were the same feathers he'd seen in the bed and in blankets.

"Can we help you?" Kate asked and pushed away a strand of still wet hair as she sat down on one of the benches.

Conner stopped his work and looked around.

"Maybe you could get…some fresh water. The mug is over there and…I don't know. DO you have plates? Because I only have two."

"We have plates. We can lay the table." Hope said. Then with a look to the floor she said: "Well, the ground." and smiled at Conner.

He smiled back but it was faint.

For a few minutes there was silence.

Then Hiccup asked, to break it: "What were these things again?" with a gesture at the beast Conner was plucking.

"Revatoren." Conner said darkly. "They are pests. Have been bothering this side of Durgonheim since forever. Every try to extinguish them was fruitless. They always come back. They feast on anything they can get their teeth on. Usually it's the other wild-life but they have nothing against human flesh. That's why no one's hunting here anymore. It's their home territory. You've seen how stealthy they are. If I hadn't come in time you would be mincemeat."

"Cheerful thought." Kate mumbled.

"So why are you here then?" George asked.

"Beg your pardon?" Conner asked.

"You said no one would hunt here anymore because it's their territory. So why are you still here? And why are you living here alone?" George asked.

Hiccup shoved his elbow into his side.

"George that's rude." He whispered.

Conner had visibly paled.

"It's not important." He said and again started plucking the Revatoren.

"See" Hiccup whispered "No you offended him." "I want to know if you could pose a threat!" George hissed back under his breath. "But not by interrogating him like a prisoner." "Excuse me but I'm not so good with all this small-talk stuff." "Apparently not." "Oh what did you want me to say?" "I don't know, maybe something with a little more tact?"

George was about to respond when there was the loud sound of someone clearing his throat.

It was Kate.

She looked at them and shook her head.

"You do know we can hear everything you are saying, right?"

Both of them looked around into the amused faces of the others, even Conners.

Both of them blushed.

"His fault." George said and started rummaging through his backpack, pretending to be busy.

Kate rolled with her eyes, picked up one of her shirts that needed mending. She tapped Hiccup with her foot and mumbled: "Move it, I want to sit down too." "Why don't you sit over there where you just sat?" "This is closer to the fire."

Hiccup rolled with his eyes but scooted over.

Imminently Kate sat down and leaned against him.

"Hey, I'm no cushion." He protested. "Now you are. And now keep still. Otherwise I will hurt myself with the needle."

He laughed. "Because that would be a fatal injury." She stuck out her tongue. "Very mature Kate." "You try mending your cloth. It's not easy." "I know. I have to mend my stuff to, you know? My dad could handle nothing smaller than a knife. Who do you think repaired cloth back on Berk for me? Myself." He said amused.

Kate grinned wickedly.

"Then you don't mind helping me, do you?" "In fact I do." Pretty please." "Shut up." Kate poked him with the needle. Hiccup yelped.

"What the hell Lady?!"

She laughed.

"Either you help or I will poke you until you do!"

With a fast movement he took the needle from her.

"And what will you do now?" he asked smugly. Kate just smiled sweetly and unsheathed her sword. "Well, I have another bigger and thicker needle here." He too took out his sword and smiled.

"I challenge you. Whoever loses will have to mend all cloths for a month!" Kate laughed. "I accept!"

With a mighty leap she closed the gap between them but Hiccup had sidestepped and met her blade calm and confident.

Kate swirled around and brought the blade down in a deadly arch which Hiccup parried easily and countered with quick stabs and low-blows.

Kate met them and countered with more force. All the while they were grinning madly.

"Not bad Hiccup but what will you do now?" she panted and tried to sweep his legs away. He jumped at least three feet into the air and crashed into her as he came down. Their swords went flying and Kate pinned Hiccup to the ground, a knife at his throat. "Gotcha!" she said triumphantly.

"Look down." Hiccup said.

They all did. There was a dagger in his hand and he had pressed it against her abdomen.

"Call it a tie?" Kate asked.

Hiccup nodded.

"And who will do the mending?" "You. But I will help you." Hiccup answered. She grinned, nodded, got up and helped him up.

They sat down again. The others rolled with their eyes.

Conner looked shocked.

"Do you always do that?" he asked. "Sometimes." Hiccup said. "Actually they do it whenever they get on each other's nerve, which is every two hours." Josh smiled.

"Not true." Kate grumbled.

Conner shook his head.

HE began gutting the animal.

"Do you need help with that?" Josh asked. Conner nodded. "Could could cut of the feet and talons?" "Sure mate."

When he had done that Josh took one of the feet and looked at it closely.

"Urgh…look at these claws!" he said and tipped against one.

"I have the feeling no matter where we go; there is always something that wants to kill us." he grumbled. "That's because it is so." Hiccup muttered.

Conner looked up interested. "Really? Where have you been?" "It would be easier to say where we haven't been." Hiccup chuckled. Conner smiled. "Sounds like fun." he said wistfully. "More like horror. Really, you never know where your next meal comes from, where you'll be sleeping the next night, you get confronted with death every few seconds and you are rewarded with nothing!" George growled.

"You know, if you would train your own dragon you could fly home." Hiccup said innocently. George groaned. "Not again! Haddock, I told you, nothing in the seven seas will ever get me to train a beast myself. Why would I?" "Admit it, you like them by now!" Kate grinned. George tried to glare at her but he failed when she smiled sweetly.

Conner watched them with interest and…longing?

"You are all really good friends, aren't you?" he asked.

Hiccup laughed.

"It kinda happens along the way. I mean there is no one else so you take what you get." He said. "Hey, I resent that! You're not much better." Kate said and shoved him with her shoulder. He grinned. "Yeah, you see how it is." He said. "Don't listen to him. He's an idiot." Kate interrupted.

George shook his head. "I'm not their friend. I'm their prisoner."

As Conner raised his eyebrows the other four shouted desperate: "YOU ARE NO PRISONER!"

"Whatever." George huffed.

It took a few hours but slowly Conner warmed up to them. He was funny once he opened a bit and he could cook.

He cut the flesh from the bones with skilled movements, using as much of the animal as possible.

Some of the bones he kept.  
>"For new arrows." He explained when they asked.<p>

Still once big question hung above all their heads.

"But really, why do you live alone in the middle of the forest? Don't tell me you belong to a gang that likes robbing people like Josh used too." Hiccup asked laughing. Josh huffed but grinned.

Conner paled and looked down. "Ahm…no…I…I'm…I don't." "Then what are you doing here?" Kate asked. "Better answer of they will keep pestering you about it." Hope said. "Believe me. They are all stubborn and rarely take no as an answer."

Conner blushed a deep red and muttered something. "What was that?" Josh asked." "I…had problems with my father. We…disagreed on certain matters in my life and he…banished me." He muttered and wouldn't meet their eyes. "Banished? A bit harsh, don't you think?" Hope asked concerned. "Maybe. But my father was always one for traditions and he's very one side minded." Conner said and started impaling the flesh on sticks and hung them over the fire.

"You must have disagreed on something really bad if he banished you." Kate said. Conner shrugged. "Just a simple disagreement that got out of control."

"What were you arguing about?" George asked. "Some personal stuff." Conner was clearly uncomfortable with the situation. Still no one wanted to stop now that the boy finally had started to talk.

"Come one, there has to be a reason. And if it helps, we are all banished." Kate said jokingly. Conner looked up. "Really?" "Yes. Well, okay, I'm a runaway but Hiccup here could count as a banished one because he went against the rules and befriended a dragon. But it was never discovered so I guess he's _not_ banished in that sense. But he is a runaway. That is nearly the same." "Hiccup wanted to disagree with her on that but she just continued. "And…Josh here…" "I'm an orphan but also a thief so I'm banished from my home." Josh quickly explained. Conner looked at George. "I was abducted by theses goons." He grumbled. Conner raised an eyebrow. "It was that or be imprisoned." Hiccup said shrugging.

"I'm banished. My tribe hates me." Hope said quietly. Hiccup patted her shoulder lightly.

"So, why were you banished?" he asked Conner and raised an eyebrow. Conner looked into his eyes, then quickly averted his gaze and blushed. "You don't want to know."

"Did you kill someone?" Josh asked. "NO! What gave you that idea?" Conner said loudly and irritated. "Sorry. Just guessing."

"Went after a girl that wasn't yours?" George asked grinning.

Conner paled and bit his lip.  
>"Ah, here we go." Kate said and shoved the boy playfully in the side. He choked on his water and started coughing badly. Kate patted his back until he regained his breath.<p>

"Was she pretty?" Hope asked. "Why couldn't you be together? Was it your father?"

"It doesn't matter." Conner repeated.

"You're living by your own in a scary forest with deranged wild-life, yes I think it matters." Hiccup said sarcastically.

Conner again glanced at him.

"It's…its stupid." "Nothing is stupid." Hiccup argued. "Come on, tell us."

Conner stayed quiet. Then he said: "You won't like it. You will leave once I told you." "We only know that if you tell us." Hope said.

"If you insist. But I beg you, please don't tell anyone. I saved your lives after all!" Conner pleaded. "This bad?" Josh asked with raised eyebrows. "Promise!" "Okay okay, we promise." Hope said. They all nodded.

He took a deep breath.

"I'm…I'm gay. I'm…I _was_… in love with a boy. And when my dad found out…he sort of…disowned me. I'm a disgrace to the family. If others found out they'd kill me or imprison me. So please, please don't tell anyone." Conner begged and tears swam in his eyes. There was silence.

Hiccup thought about that.

To be honest the topic of love had never been a big one to him and he never thought about the fact that there were different kinds of love among people.

True the thought of a man and a man or a girl and a girl together was new to him but…

"So what?" he asked, not really understanding where the problem was.

"So what? You ask so what?" George asked laughing hysterically. "He's a freaking fag, that's what." He said and sneered at Conner. The boy blushed and looked down.

"Fag?" Hiccup asked.

"It's an insult Hiccup." Kate explained. She too seemed a bit uncomfortable. "For people like…him."

"People like him? What's that suppose to mean? He's a normal human being! You're talking about him as if he's…some kind of freak." He argued.

"Because he is." George sneered.

"Yes, but Hiccup, that's because…it's not…" "Not what Kate?" he demanded. "Not _normal_." She said. "It's not meant to be."

Hiccup frown deepened and he leaned backwards.

"Excuse me?" he asked. "But what is that suppose to mean? Not normal? Kate, what is normal then?"

"Not this." George hissed and folded his arms demonstrably.

Kate looked uncomfortable.

"It's…it's just that…they can't for example get children." She said and blushed.

Hiccup frowned.

"So what, there are always people who don't want their children. They could adopt them." Kate shifted nervously.

Hiccup turned to Conner. "And why should someone kill you for it? Or imprison you? You love someone, so what? It's not like you murdered someone." addressing him.

Then he added, honestly confused: "I really don't see where the problem here is."

"I take it Berk has no homosexually orientated people then?" Hope said silently. "Homo-what?" Hiccup asked.

"It's…the friendly term for…people like me." Conner explained. "People that like the same gender. Heterosexual are people like you, who like the other sex."

"Yes, the _right_ people." George sneered. "The straight. Not queers like you."

"Could you shut up for a moment?" Hiccup asked annoyed. "You're not helping."

"It's alright, I'm used to it form my father."

"You can't tell me it doesn't hurt when your father insults you!" Hiccup argued and looked around, searching for support.

All his friend's gazes were directed to the floor.

"What is it with you guys?" he asked silently.

"Hiccup…" Kate started "It's…it's just not meant to be."

That made Hiccup snort. "A lot of things are not meant to be. Like murders, abuse, war; yet the world is full of them. And now you want to forbid love?"

"Not love itself but…that kind of love." Josh tried diplomatic.

"I told you, you wouldn't like it." Conner said silently and made himself as small as possible, tending to the meat.

"What's wrong with this kind of love?" Hiccup asked. "Everything." George growled

"Who says that?" "Everyone." George sneered. "Fags are a mistake of nature and are not needed."

Hiccup opened his mouth but Conner interrupted him.

"It's alright. Thanks for trying to defend me but it has no use. Things will never change. Because people stop looking at you once they know what you are. You can be the best hunter, the friendliest person or the richest of them all and you still would be nothing more than the dirt beneath their feet." And then he added: "And their probably right."

Hiccup looked at him stunned.

"How can you think so little of yourself? And besides, who says these things is an idiot." Conner shrugged and turned away.

"And because of that your father banished you and now you have to life her on your own without any company?" Hiccup asked.

"That's about it." Conner sighed.

"If you want I can show you the way out."

Hiccup shook his head.

"We stay, if that's okay for you."

Conner hesitated.

"I would like that. It does…get lonely."

Hiccup turned around to his friends.

"And you?"

Kate smiled slightly at Conner. "Sure. Why…not." She said.

The others nodded but George muttered: "I'm out of here once he tries anything funny."

Hiccup resisted the urge to knock some of his teeth out.

He turned back to Conner who was looking at him with huge unbelieving eyes.

"May I ask what happened to your boyfriend?"

Conner paled.

"They castrated and blinded him and sent him to a far-away abbey." He whispered with pain visible in his eyes.

They all paled, even George.

"I'm…sorry."

"We're both lucky to get away alive."

After that dinner was served and no one talked for the rest of the evening. It seemed the happy atmosphere was gone.

But the real mood-killer came when a god dropped through the opening in the ceiling.

.

.

.
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**AN: So, Conner is gay. I have nothing against homosexuals. I have a gay friend and see no problem with them. I think it's stupid and unfair that these people are hunted in some countries or are underprivileged, even though they are normal human beings. And also rules like they can only in some cases adopt a child are stupid rules or that they have to pay different taxes and stuff. **

**But be assured there will be no explicit slash in this story. But George will be a dick. But eventually even he will overcome it. **

**Equality is important for me. I hope for you guys too. **

**Love Kate**
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Chapter Seventy-Six: It's not a good day indeed -Part 2-

Loki dropped from the hole in the ceiling right onto the pile of bones Conner had just finished cleaning. There were several cracking noises before the god straightened up.

Hope and Conner, who both didn't know who that was, backed away both drawing their weapons. "What the…" Hope exclaimed.

Kate, George and Josh recognized the stranger. They had seen him shortly before but never up close. They reached for their weapons but were unsure if they really should draw them. After all, this was a god.

Hiccup ignored the god's battle-armor and his tattered cape and the scratches on his face and arms. His gaze was fixed on the god's eyes.

Loki looked around, spotted Hiccup and a wide smile appeared on his face. Hiccup didn't reply it.

Loki jumped over to him and pulled him into a bone-crushing hug, which also stayed unreturned.

"HICCUP! Thank the gods you are alright brother!" Loki let go and held Hiccup on arms-length. "Are you alright, are you well, unharmed? Gods I was so worried when I couldn't reach you! You were gone; you had disappeared from our radars. I was so worried." He muttered and began checking Hiccup for none-existing injuries.

Somehow Lokis words ignited anger in Hiccup. Anger that he hadn't known had been there. But it wasn't just anger. It was also hate, loathing, pain, sickness and the sharp feeling of betrayal.

"But you are fine, you are good. Gods above if something had happened… I was especially concerned after I heard what happened with Alvin a few days ago!"

The hot knot of emotions rose from Hiccups stomach to his chest, into his throat and up into his head. It was everywhere. It consumed him. Small flames were dancing across his hands.

Finally Loki was finished with his mother-hen-inspection and was smiling brightly at him, waiting for his reaction, as was everybody else.

Slowly Hiccup looked up at the god and was very satisfied when he saw Loki flinch.

He was beyond pissed!

"You…have the nerve…to show your…stupid…godforsaken face…around here? Around me? Now?" Hiccup asked softly, silently but with loathing clear in his voice.

His hands were fists. Flames licked the skin, begging to be released.

Lokis smiled lessened a bit but it was still there.

"What are you talking about? Aren't you happy to see me after this long time?"

Long time. Long time indeed.

Hiccup tried to control the shaking of his raging body but it was so damn hard. It took all his self-control not to blow up in the god's face then and there, for he knew it would only damage his friends but not the god.

"Two months. Two months Loki. I haven't heard from you in nearly two fucking godforsaken months!" Hiccup was still talking softly and somehow that made it even worse.

Loki flinched again.

"Ah, yes… About that. Hiccup, I know I promised you I would try but…"

"Exactly" Hiccup interrupted him "You promised me. You said you would be there, you said you wouldn't give a shit to what your family wants from you, you said you'd walk with me. You said you'd be there if I needed you. You said you'd do everything in your power to help me." His voice grew slightly louder and bitterer. "You must be weaker than I thought you were if you can't even keep track of me."

His eyes were cold and hard.

Darkness's word echoed though his head.

"_**By the way, have you heard anything from your… divine… friends?"**_

He hadn't. There had been no answers when they had been captured in Port East, there had been no help, when they had encountered Alvin for the first time after escaping, there hadn't been any respond when Kate was bitten by that monster and was slowly dying. There clearly had been no help when they had made their way through the desert and there had been no help when they were dying from thirst. No help with Hope or Namhera. No help when they had been drugged by Alvin and when Darkness talked to Hiccup. No help when the Revatoren had attacked.

Even though Hiccup had prayed to the gods many times.

Where had his _brother_ been all those times?

No, now that they were safe and sound for the first time in a very long time, Loki made his grand entrance and said that he'd been concerned, 'concerned when he couldn't spot him on his _radar_'.

What a poor excuse.

If he's been a volcano with a lid up until now, then the lid flew off this very moment.

He grabbed the god by the collar and shouted as flames licked over his whole body:

"I WAS BEGGING LOKI!" he screamed into the stunned god's face.

"I WAS PRAYING FOR SOMEONE TOE HELP US, TO GUIDE US, TO SAVE US! You promised you'd be there! You weren't! Damn it all to hell Loki, WE WERE DYING! More than once! But you didn't give a damn. You didn't answer my prayers, MY CALLS FOR HELP!" he shouted and shook the god as all the anger and hate consumed his thoughts.

"We could have died in that desert and you probably WOULDN'T HAVE NOTICED!"

Hiccups chest was heaving and he looked ready to murder the god.

"But you didn't care!" he hissed low and dangerous.

Loki swallowed. He knew he shouldn't have listened to Thor.

Now it was too late. He knew he'd screwed up. Big time.

"I know Hiccup and I'm so so sorry. Gods you can't even imagine how sorry I am. I wanted to come, I really wanted to but…" "Let me guess, you had your own battles? Thor didn't allow it?"

Loki froze. "How did you…"

"I saw and heard everything. How easily Thor convinced you to stay, how back-bone-less you really are and that I was a fool to believe that the god of lies and trickery would give a damn shit for a mortal like me!"

"How did you…" Loki tried again but again Hiccup interrupted him.

"Do you know how we survived the desert? What saved us when we had no food, no water, when Kate was dying from poison? It weren't the gods, I can tell you that much.

It wasn't me or any other human. Guess what saved us in form of a sandstorm that threw us halfway across the whole desert and kept us alive." He seethed venomously.

Loki opened his mouth to respond but Hiccup again interrupted him.

"Don't bother. You would never guess it. But I'm going to be so honest with you, even though you don't show me that kindness."

Hiccup finally let go of the god's collar and the flames died down. Only smoke remained around him.

"It was Darkness." Hiccup hissed and waited for the god to react to those news.

Loki looked…shell-shocked.

Understandable.

You didn't hear every day that your archenemy saved your hero's live.

Hiccup was shaking his head.

"It's ironic, isn't it? I…the gods _champion_" he spat the word like it was pure poison "am saved by the god's worst enemy."

But Loki quickly regained his posture, even though he spluttered his first words.

"Hiccup, you can't trust him! Whatever he did, he did it because of a reason. That can only mean trouble!"

Hiccup laughed but it was a cold and dry, sarcastic laugh.

"Really Loki? How naïve do you think I am? Of course he didn't do it because he's such a nice guy. Yet when I was on the brink of death it was him who saved me and not the so called 'great divine gods of Asgard, the save-keepers of the nine worlds'. Of course I don't trust him. Only two weeks later he tried to kill me again. He's taken control of the Outcast. But if we look at it as a whole, neither have you given me real reason to trust you with my life ever again."

Loki opened and closed his mouth again.

"Hiccup…" he tried "I know you are angry with me. I know you probably hate me right now but you must understand…"

"UNDERSTAND? How do you expect me to understand any of this, when you leave me alone with only the vaguest idea of what to do? How could I ever understand?"

Hiccups eyes were literally blazing with flames.

"_Go and unite the seven nations, stop the evil Darkness, make right what your ancestor did wrong. I will help you. You are our hero. The one the prophecies speak off_! Loki you demand from me to make the impossible possible! I don't even know half of it, yet you leave me fighting against all evils that are thrown at me. Do you know that these people here have helped me more than you gods combined?" Hiccup shouted and pointed at the frozen human teens around the fire.

Loki glanced briefly at them.

"Hiccup, the things I did and didn't do have their reasons. You see fate has to be left alone. You can't mess with the future. Trying to prevent it creates it in first place."

"So if I had died in the desert that had been according to fates plan?" Hiccup asked dryly and again the flames came to life.

"No but certain things happen for a reason and…"

"Oh hell, you know what Loki? Screw you!" Hiccup hissed and his eyes blazed with fury. HE had enough of the gods excuses.

"What?" the god asked sharply, slowly getting annoyed about being interrupted all the time.

"You heard me." The boy, no young _man_, said.

"Screw you."

Hiccup made a small step forward.

"You and everyone else. Screw you all! The other gods, your sorry excuses and your dumb lies and hypocritical behavior. Go and find someone who believes this bull-shit you try to sell as the truth."

Loki was slowly turning red.

"What do you think gives you the right to speak to me like that?" he asked growling.

"I have every damn right in the world! I have enough! You abandoned me; you lied to me and betrayed me! You are nothing but a trickster and you don't care for me at all! But don't worry; I'm not going to make that mistake again."

Hiccup raised his finger.

"I'm done with you all. You want me to be alright with what you do and accept everything and follow your command blindly. Well, that's not me! **Just leave me alone because that's what you can do best**!"

His word echoes through the cave.

He took a deep breath. He felt as if a heavy burden had been lifted off his shoulders now that he told the god everything.

"Hiccup you must listen, this is not the time for such things. You are in grave danger!"

"Oh, you realized that very early. Give the man a prize."

Loki growled slightly. "You don't understand. Illiona, the seer prayed to us. She had bad news. I imminently went to get more concrete answers."

"Great. When she says there is danger you jump but if we are dying you remain seated." Hiccup growled.

"HICCUP! LISTEN! What the oracle says is important. For all of us. She saw Alvin tell your father that you are still alive. Darkness is messing up everything. He's moving northwards. We need you to…"

"Oh no, no, no, no! I will never gain do anything for you! Never again!" Hiccup shouted.

He was about to turn around when Loki said coldly, his previous words forgotten: "What, you're giving up on the quest? Are going to prove them all right in their assumptions and what they think of you?"

Hiccup slowly turned back around.

His face was set in stone.

"I don't answer to you. Not anymore." He growled.

"Now leave. Leave and don't come back. Ever again!"

Hiccup hated how his voice broke near the end. How weak he sounded.

With a sigh the god nodded in defeat and whispered: "Just one last word of advice: Don't make the same mistakes again. You are smarter than that. I know you will eventually find the right oath. Just don't trust Darkness. If you won't listen to us, don't listen to anyone but yourself."

With that he disappeared.

.

.

.

Hiccup felt drained after his argument with Loki.

As he lay on his bed he thought about it again and again.

He'd cut of all ties that bounded him to the gods.

But was his mission really over? The quest he'd sat out on? Could he just…stop it?

He wasn't sure.

The thought of giving up had never…occurred to him if he was honest. Yes, there were the hard times but not once had he thought about giving in or up.

HE wasn't sure he could.

Not after all that he'd been trough.

Not after all he'd put his friends through.

He owed it to them.

They were part of this world too. They would die should he stop now.

HE couldn't let that happen.

Not now where he finally had found real friends and companions.

He had Toothless, his best friend and soul-mate. He had Josh, his new human best friend and brother. He had Kate, who was like a sister and his best friend too. He had Hope who was his friend. Even George was part of his adventure.

And he wanted to defeat Darkness because he had seen what it had done to this planet.

No, this wasn't over as Loki had assumed.

This was still going on.

The game was still on, as Darkness had said.

Darkness.

Another thing he couldn't quite figure out.

What where his motives? Why did he do what he'd done?

Most importantly, what would he do in future?

The doubt stayed.

The fears and paranoia stayed too.

He turned around and stared into the darkness. The sound of running water was all there was next to the heavy breathing of both humans and animals.

The future.

Loki had mentioned Illiona and something about Alvin and his father.

His heart started pumping.

He needed to know what was going on.

And Illiona was probably the only one who knew.

**AN: So, there is the big argument I have waited to post. It's not as perfect as it should be but it'll do the job. The message has to be clear. Hiccup is pissed off by the gods and turns away from them. Very bad!**

**Also Alvin is making trouble. **

**And Darkness is getting stronger. **

**And generally things don't look so peachy.**
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Chapter Seventy-Seven: Another confession

Hiccup had no clue if what he planned would work but it was worth a try. Loki wouldn't talk to him, fine. He was sure Illiona would.

He tried to picture her face, her cave, the tapestries, the smell of hot broth in the air and the sound of her many bracelets.

Then he called out for her, relying on their connection.

"Illiona? Are you there? Can you hear me?" he called out. He tried to reach farther for her.

There is no answer.

And just when he thought there would be no answer, the darkness dissolves around him and a light grows.

In the next moment he finds himself standing in the dimly lit cave of his seer-friend.

It's dark in there. The fire in the pit is nearly burned down. Only few torches spend enough light to make out the outlines of the furniture.

"Illiona? Are you here? Please, I need to talk to you!"

There was something in the air that made Hiccup uncomfortable.

The sudden sound of metal-scratching-over-stone behind him made him flinch. He turned and saw Illiona emerge from somewhere behind him holding only a small candle in one hand.

The small flame painted strange shadows all over her face.

She looked tiered with dark circles under her eyes but when she saw him, her eyes widened in shock.

"Hiccup? How…how are you here?" she whispered confused.

"I need to talk to you. So I tried to contact you, the way you usually contact me and by the looks, it worked." He explained quickly.

She nodded understandingly and stepped closer.

Again there was that sound-of-metal over stone but it was too dim for Hiccup to see where it came from.

"So you found out?"

It wasn't a question.

He pulled a face.

"I'm not sure yet, what I found out. Aside the fact that gods are backstabbing assholes." He growled. "And that you have foreseen some kind of danger concerning Alvin."

Illiona nodded. "Yes. Come and sit."

She pointed at one of the many colorful and fluffy cushions around the fire-pit. He re-lightened it with one snap of his fingers.

Illiona sat down on the other side of the fire and pulled the blanket around her shoulders closer. It looked as if the shadows had swallowed her body and only her pale face hovered in the darkness.

"Are you alright?" he asked concerned.

She smiled faintly. "Just cold. Now, I'm sure you want to know what I saw?"

He nodded. She sighed and rubbed her face.

"Well to begin with, Alvin has told your father you're still alive."

Hiccup frowned. "Why would my father think I'm dead?" he asked confused.

She gave him her 'Are-you-kidding-me'-face.

"Hiccup, when you didn't show up for your final exam, they went looking for you. They found the cave, the marks, your helmet, and your footprints and concluded that you must have been carried off and eaten by a dragon." She explained shortly.

"Oh." Hiccup mumbled. He felt a painful tugging sensation in his heart. He'd never meant for his father to think he was dead.

But then again maybe that was better than to let him know what a real disappointment and disgrace his only son really was.

"Carry on." he mumbled. "Alvin told my dad I'm still alive. So what?"

"Well" Illiona said "That is not our main-concern. It just complicates everything for you. The other…more…bad….problem, is Alvin himself."

Hiccup frowned. "How so?"

"We already established that Alvin is in league with Darkness. Don't ask me how or why but what that isn't the point. What we haven't realized until now is how serious it is. Alvin is not just a pawn for Darkness like Hamish was; no, he's far from it. It seems as if Darkness is channeling all his powers through Alvin into this world."

Seeing his confused face she tried again.

"Darkness isn't ready or strong enough yet to take full form. He's still formless gust of wind you could say." "Try tornado." Hiccup muttered. "So he needs someone to represent on earth. Or someone to channel all his dark energy into our world. Like a gate or portal." "You mean Alvin is like his side-kick?"

"In a way. Until Darkness is strong enough. Then he will take over Alvins body completely, take on a solid for and that would be most fatal because then the world would end." She muttered dryly and sighed, her shoulders slumming forwards.

Hiccup just blinked at her.

"WHAT?" he yelped.

Illiona nodded solemnly.

Hiccup started massaging his temples.

"Okay, right, that's really bad, no wonder Loki was so upset." He mumbled and pinched the bridge of his nose.

"So, what do I have to do that this will not happen? Because I thought Alvin as just an annoying bug or an always returning rash. But not that he was so…important. Really, that is disturbing."

The girl looked down.

"There is only one way. You have to kill him the next time you see him."

Hiccup stared at her shocked.

"You want me to kill ALVIN THE TREACHEROUSE?"

"I don't want you to do anything you don't want to do or think you can't do. It's your call."

There was a long silence between them.

Then Hiccup asked very softly: "Illiona, what happened?"

She looked up confused but also afraid.

"What do you mean?"

"Something happened. You are…not yourself."

She laughed dryly. "The world is about to end Hiccup. That kinda makes you gloomy."

He shook his head.

"I'm not talking about that. Something happened. This place…it's different. And you, you are too. It's not like you to hide like that." He said pointing at her, the blanket and the shadows.

"Hiccup, don't." she said softly.

He shook his head again, got up and walked over to her, right through the blazing fire.

"No. Whatever it is, you can tell me! I'm your friend. You help me, I help you; that is how it goes."

He knelt down next to her and put his hands on her trembling shoulders. "So tell me."

He'd expected her to swat his hands away, flinch, shout at him but he didn't expect her to break down in tears in front of him.

Somehow his words must have triggered something inside the small girl, because she was sobbing so hard into his shoulder the blanket slipped off her skinny frame.

And Hiccup gasped.

Nor did he only see the connecting chains in her wrists and ankles and the torn bloody skin underneath them but also the patchwork of dark bruises that littered her whole body.

The alto familiar feeling of hot rage expanded in his chest.

He'd always known that something wasn't right with Illiona from the first moment they had met. But this…this went beyond his wildest dreams."

"Who. Did. This?" he growled.

Illiona just kept crying.

He held her close, stroking her head but he was shaking with rage.

How could anybody do this to a child?

This was the final straw for him.

He'd dealt with a lot in the past forty-eight hours but this really topped everything.

"Illiona, please tell me." He whispered.

For a long time she couldn't manage full sentences but once she'd calmed down he could understand what she was mumbling.

"I'm so sorry…you shouldn't have come….he will kill you….I knew I was lost, I saw it…but I also saw you…here….I'm such a bad person!"

Hiccup frowned.

"Illiona, that makes absolutely no sense. What are you sorry for, who will kill me, what…" he tried but she sobbed again.

"I'm so sorry, I'm so sorry, I'm so sorry."

"What for?"

"I'm such a horrible person! Such a horrible, horrible person!"

He grabbed her shoulders and shoo her.

"Illiona, you are not a horrible person, I would know! You are a wonderful person! You are sweet and caring and helped me so much! Despite even not knowing me! Why would you think you were a bad person?"

Her lips quivered and her cheeks were wet from all the tears.

"No Hiccup" she whispered "I _am_ a horrible person. I condemn people to death; I lead them to me, I make promises of gold and gems, even though I know it's a trap. Even though I know they will be killed."

Hiccup looked at her shocked.

"What…what are you talking about?" he mumbled, not understanding a word she said.

Illiona avoided her gaze and stared into the shadows.

"I haven't been totally honest with you Hiccup. In…in fact I lied. Or at least…haven't told you the whole truth."

Hiccup frowned.

"I…I was going to get you killed. But now….now I don't have the heart anymore." She whispered.

"Illiona what…" he started but she turned away from him.

"It'll be better if you leave now while you still can. I won't tell them anything. Forget me and I will cut our connection. You'll never hear a word form me again, I promise."

"Illiona if you don't stop talking in riddles this very moment I swear to the gods I will….well, I'm not sure what I will do but heaven help me something will come to my mind!" he shouted and made her look into his eyes.

Gentler her said: "Now take a deep breath and tell me. And stop with this nonsense about killing people and condemning me to death, alright?"

New tears were forming in her eyes.

"You don't want to hear what I have to say." "Try me."

Illiona clenched her fists but then relaxed them again.

"Very well. Don't say I didn't warn you."

Hiccup remained silent.

"It is true that I have visions and can see parts of the future. But…but the only reason I decided to help you was…so I could use you." She whispered

"Use me for what?" Hiccup asked confused.

"I saw it all. I saw myself free, away from here. I saw you. I thought that you would be my key to freedom. I thought you were going to free me from this prison."

"What…what prison? Why didn't you tell me earlier? Did the same guy beat you up?" Hiccup shouted, as suddenly everything made sense in his head.

Illiona flinched.

Him shouting at her must have scared her.

He grabbed her hands and said determined: "Tell me exactly where you are and I will get there and make sure the guys who did this to you will never see another sunrise once I'm there."

She sobbed and shook her head.

"You can't Hiccup. He will know you'll come. He always knows! And he always kills them!"

Fresh tears rolled down her cheeks.

"And I'm worse than him. I…I know that he knows. I know that he'll kill them. Yet…yet I always beg them to come and save me. I'm so sorry Hiccup. Please believe me. First I thought I could convince you to come too but you….you are different from the others I begged to come. You…you care for me. You…_want_…to help me."

"Of course I want to help you silly. I owe you. You helped me so much!" Hiccup muttered.

"But I'm a killer! I condemn people to death. Innocent people! I make them promises of cold and jewels! I make them come here without knowing the full extent of the danger they walk in to." She rambled and shook her head.

"Illiona, stop! You are not a horrible person. You are scared, you are desperate. Let me help you!" he whispered.

"I can't you will die!"

"I've lived until now."

"You don't understand. I never meant for you to find out like this. I was going to trick you like the others. But you….you actually care for me. No…no one ever….cared for me. You make it so damn hard to betray you." She whispered.

"Were are you Illiona? Tell me and I will drop hell-fire on that place and kill everyone who stands in my way to you. I will save you, if you let me!" Hiccup begged her.

"Why are you so nice to me? I did nothing to deserve it." She whispered.

Hiccup pushed a strand of hair out of her face.

"Because you are a good person. Because I like you. Because I can feel it."

She suddenly looked over his shoulder and panic filled her eyes.

"Someone's coming." She whispered.

"Tell me where you are." He urged.

She bite on her lip.

"I can help you, save you, make it stop!" he whispered.

"I can save you."

She looked into his eyes.

"And I will." He added.

"Fire-Wall-Lands. Island of Tomorrow. Ask your friends about it."

With that everything shattered and darkness consumed Hiccups mind.

.

.

.
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Chapter Seventy-Eight: A long night

As soon as Hiccup opened his eyes he was wide awake.

He stumbled to his feet and searched blindly for his bags and the maps inside them.

Frantically he started searching for the 'Fire-Wall-Lands'.

He quickly found them. They were a lone group of islands between the north-coast of Kinkal and the outskirts of the Archipelago farther north.

They looked like a maze of water-paths and islands. He tried to see which nation they belonged too but there were no official colors or flags painted along them.

He then tried to find the Isle of Tomorrow.

The writing was faint and small but eventually he made it out.

It was a small oval-shaped island right in the middle of the maze.

But that was it.

"Kate, Josh, George, Hope. Get up guys." He called out for his friends, not bothering to look up if they did.

Fife minutes later, the other four had gathered around him, all grumbling with sleep still in their eyes.

"What is it?" George growled annoyed.

"What do you know about the Fire-Wall-Lands?" Hiccup asked and tapped the spot on the map.

They looked at him bewildered.

"That and the Isle of Tomorrow." Hiccup added.

"That's why you woke us at this ungodly hour? To tell you something about an old fairy-tale, are you serious?" Josh whinnied and sat down next to him.

"Fairy-tale?" Hiccup asked.

"Well there is the story, rumor, whatever, that there is a giant gold-mine on the Isle of Tomorrow. Some hundred years ago a bad seaquake tore the island apart and opened the gold-mine. But they say it's cursed because every time people set out to dig for the gold they vanish and are never seen again. And after more quakes shook the sea and killed many more they started to call it 'Devils Gate'. Soon the story of a curse made its way around and people stayed clear of that place ever since." Kate explained yawning.

"So on one lives there, supposedly?" Hiccup asked.

"Not a single living soul." George agreed. "The quakes tore all the islands apart and then people kinda found out that they'd been living in active volcanoes for eons, because said volcanoes exploded into their faces and destroyed everything. It's all waste-land now. Nothing grows there. Nothing lives there. That is common believe."

Hiccup frowned. "But you don't know for sure?"

Josh shrugged. "No one's been there for hundreds of years. If you even get to close with your boat it can happen that you disappear in the 'Glow of Hell' and never find your way out again. And die." He said.

Hiccup's frown deepened. "Glow of what?"

"The 'Glow or Hell'. It's a strange phenomenon people have experienced over the years. Sometimes travelers or high-sea-fishers drift to close towards the islands so that they enter the mist and smoke around them. Those that made it out alive speak of a strange growing orange/red light that comes from somewhere within the fog. No one is quite sure what it is. Only the dead know the answer to that question. The only things people sometimes find from those lost in the maze are parts of their boats that are swept away by the tides and end up on beaches far away." Kate explained.

"That place is a death trap even without the mist and fog and horrible things that happen in there. We don't even know if our maps are still correct." She added with a gloomy face. Hiccup raised an eyebrow questioning.

"When the seaquakes shook the islands they tore them not only apart but also activated the volcanoes. Tons of magma and lava were released in the explosions that followed the quakes. Most of it fell into the sea, cooled down and hardened. For all we know the landscape could be an entirely new one. Old water-streets could've been closed by running lava, the water-levels could be lower, new paths could've been created by the quakes elsewhere; the list goes on and on. But no one knows. It's not like we can map the place new." She explained.

"How come you know so much about that place?" Hiccup asked.

"My father was always interested in that place but never told me why." She mumbled. "He even sent out a boat once to scout the place. None of the men returned."

"Sounds like a lovely place. I mean volcanoes, lava, magma, fog that swallows and kills you, deserted and destroyed islands, probably some monsters too… what's not to like? Why are you so interested again?" Hope muttered and looked at Hiccup expectantly.

"Well the thing is…"

But he was interrupted by a new voice.

"Is everything alright? Why are you all awake?"

It was Conner.

He stood awkwardly a few feet away from them.

"Oh, sorry to wake you." Hiccup apologized.

"It's okay. I was still awake; you guys make even in sleep a lot of noise. I'm just not used to it." He flopped down next to Hope and looked at them expectantly.

"Now, what are you all talking about the 'Fire-Wall-Lands'?" he asked.

"None of your business." George growled and shot him a glare.

Hiccup glared at George and said in a more friendly tone to Conner: "No offence but it'll be best if you knew as little as possible. For your own safety."

Conner rolled with his eyes.

"Oh cut the crap, will you? For your own safety, please. I live in a forest full of human-eating chickens and could be killed for my interest in boys. Besides, I saved your lives even though I didn't have to. I gave you food and shelter even though I didn't have to. And I told you my damn secret even though you are total strangers. Now you can tell me yours! It's the least you can do. Or I leave you to the beasts." Conner interrupted him.

George snorted. "Please, there are five of us and one of you. Plus we have four dragons on our side. Four and a quarter if you count Hiccups lap-dog with them."

Conner ignored him, folded his arms and stared at Hiccup.

Hiccup sighed. "He's right guys. We owe him. Not just for our lives."

"Then do his laundry but don't tell him." George hissed.

Hiccup looked at him annoyed.

"Since when do you care about whom we tell and whom not?" he asked.

"Since you start treating everybody as if they're your new best friend. We barely know this guy; he could be the enemy for all we know." George growled.

"For all I know everyone of you could be the enemy." Hiccup answered slightly pissed.

Then he turned back to Conner.

"Still he has a point. But I will tell you because you did the same. And I don't think you lied. You had no reason to."

Conner nodded and Hiccup started to explain to him, starting with him befriending Toothless and ending where Conner had interrupted them earlier.

"So yeah, that's the story." He finished.

Conner eyed each of them silently.

Finally he leaned forward and stared Hiccup right in the eyes. Then he muttered: "Ah shit you're actually saying the truth. Man that is some deep shit you're in."

The he looked at the map. "Still, George is right. Nothing lives on the Fire-Wall-Lands. And Josh is right about the volcanoes. The Isle of Tomorrow was once the capitol city/island of all the islands but they say it sank when the seaquakes happened."

Hiccup frowned. "You believe us?" he asked. "Well I know you're _not_ lying." Conner mumbled.

"So why do you want to know all of this?" Hope asked Hiccup, redirecting the conversation to why they were all awake in first place.

Hiccup fought with himself.

Should he tell them? He had too, he was going to save Illiona after all and he wouldn't be able to do it alone.

Hiccup frowned again.

"I don't think you are right. The Isle or Tomorrow is still there and it is inhabited."

Now it was the others that frowned.

"How would you know? Until an hour ago you didn't know anything about that place. And now you are the expert?" George asked angrily.

And Hope said in a friendlier tone: "I think we would know if there were still people."

Hiccups head was working hard.

Then a thought struck him.

"No we wouldn't. You said yourselves that no one's been there for years. The island isn't even supposed to exist." he said slowly. "And we wouldn't know for sure because everyone who does go there is taken, vanishes."

Kate seemed to warm up to his train of thoughts.

"You mean they are taken by the people who might still live there?"

Hiccup nodded.

"But why? If it's true what is said about that place, then it's still destroyed. Why would people live there?" Josh asked.

"Isn't that obvious?" Kate asked. "No." Josh said.

"The gold. If it's really there I'm sure they wouldn't want to share it with anyone."

Whereas the others nodded in agreement Hiccup shook his head.

"No. That's not the reason. At least not the only. What good would the gold do them if they can't trade with it because they have to keep it a secret?"

"None." Conner said. "Exactly, none!" Hiccup agreed.

"So what is the real reason?" Hope asked.

The tiny wheels in Hiccups head turned fast as lightning.

"I think all those people disappeared because they saw or heard something they weren't supposed to know." "And what would that be?" George asked.

"They learned about the actual, most valuable, treasure on the island." Hiccup mumbled, more to himself than to anybody else.

"More valuable than gold? Diamonds maybe?" Josh suggested.

"No." Hiccup said, looking up. "The reason why I know the island is still there."

There was a short silence, the he said:

"Illiona."

.
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He quickly explained to them how he knew Illiona, who she was and what she could do.

Once he'd finished they looked at him with huge eyes.

"Wow. You mean, whoever is keeping Illiona on the Isle of Tomorrow is responsible for all the missing people?" Kate asked.

"That's exactly what I'm saying." Hiccup said and slid with his finger over the map.

"Whoever it is took advantage of the situation and probably created the fear of that place and now he has a seer who tells his the future and lots of gold to spend. And all in a secluded area where no one bothers you. Life can be worse."

"But how do they do it? How do they take the people? How do they secure the place so big?" Hope asked doubtfully.

"That's what we have to find out if we want to rescue Illiona successfully." Hiccup answered.

Silence followed those words.

Josh was the first to recover.

"Rescue her? Why?"

Hiccup explained his last conversation with Illiona and what she had confessed.

Kate pursed her lips.

"That can only end in a disaster. She said it herself; she condemned others already to death."

"This is different. I mean she warned me. That is our advantage."

"But she won't tell you who is keeping her or what to expect." Josh argued. Hope nodded agreeing. "We have no idea what to expect there. We'd be exposed to anything."

"We still have to try it. I promised her I would."

"What good do you do her dead? Besides Hiccup, we already have one rescue mission to do. Let's safe the world first and then your friend." Kate reminded him.

He shook his head harder.

"I cannot leave her there. She's in danger."

"We're all in danger." Conner said silently.

"We need her!"

"What for?" George asked.

Hiccup tried to find the right words but he just couldn't find the right words.

"It's hard to explain." He answered lamely.

"We understand that she's your friend but going helter-skelter into a dangerous place unknown to mankind is not the brightest idea." Josh said friendly.

"Sometimes you have to make tough decisions. But that is what it means to be a real leader. We have already one deadline. And if the world ends it won't matter if she's with us or not." George growled.

Hiccup looked at him coolly.

"You mean the live of one compared to that of millions."

It wasn't a question.

George shrugged. "Pretty much." He said.

Hiccup shook his head. "And what if she is important? What if she is the key to saving the world? What if she is a seer for a reason? What if…"

"Hiccup stop. Lying to yourself won't make it better." Kate interrupted him softly.

Hiccup felt the familiar heat of anger rising into his head.

"NO! It is true! She IS important! And I will go and save her. And even if she's not important to this quest the at least she is to me because she is my friend. She is a little scared girl blessed with a dangerous ability that people will kill for and because no one deserves to be held captive against their will." He hissed and jumped to his feet.

"Stay behind if you want, go ahead if you want. But I will go and safe her. I don't leave my friends behind. I don't break my promises."

He turned around to pack his things but Kate stopped him.

She sighed loudly. "Alright alright, you got me, now I feel bad. And because you will get killed if you go alone, I will come with you. And because I promised to stay with you and I don't break my promises either."

He smiled at her. Josh groaned.

"This is a stupid idea." He said. "So nothing new?" Hiccup asked jokingly though it fell on deaf ears.

"No Hic, this time I mean it. This is dangerous, really dangerous. Something stinks. But I won't stay here if my two best friends are risking their stupid lives."

"So you're in?" "Yes."

Hope shook her head too.

"I knew that there would be stupid and dangerous things to come if I joined you so I guess it's my own fault but I will come too."

George rolled with his eyes. "If they are going that probably means I'm going too."

"You don't have too. We'd be all very happy if you finally decided to stay behind." Josh said sweetly. George ignored him and nodded. "So I'm in too. You'll need someone who knows how to fight." They ignored that last bit.

"I want to come too!" Conner suddenly said.

They looked at him as if he'd grown a second head.

"No offence but this is not an amusement trip." Josh said.

Conner rolled with his eyes.

"You don't say?" he asked sarcastically.

"Why would you want to come with us? This is nothing I will be looking forward too!" George said.

"Great, then we can switch places. You can stay here and show your amazing fighting skills against the Revatoren and I will go with the others freeing that poor girl."

"That poor girl has killed others before. You sure you want to go?" George shot back.

Conner turned to face Hiccup.

"It's not like I don't know danger. I have nothing to look forward if I stay here. Only death. One day I will not be fast enough and one of the beasts will get me. I don't want to die here alone when I can help you save the world. I know it's your call but I can help."

Hiccup considered his words for a moment.

"We have not enough dragons for all of us and sharing will tire them out quickly. We'll need a ship. Preferably without a captain that wants to kill us. Think you can help us?"

Conner grinned. "Even better. I can get a ship just for us."

"Atta boy." Hope grinned.

.

.

**AN: So yeah, things are a bit slow now. I'm so not in the mood for writing but that probably will return, once the school starts again. As always, tell me what you think, apologize for mistakes and as always HTTYD is not mine. The story however is, as are most of the characters. **

**Love, Kate**


	79. It starts making sense -Part1-

**A little quote by A. Huxley for this chapter: "That men do not learn very much from the lesson of history is the most important of all lessons history has to teach."**

Chapter Seventy-Nine: When everything makes sense

If Hiccup looked back at that fateful day in 'The City of Fallen Heroes', he would probably say that it was the most shocking and important day in all of his life.

Granted he behaved like an idiot most of that day and the events that took place that morning and early noon would only really help him weeks later, but he could not deny its importance.

Or as the others would say 'You can't chose your family'.

.

.

Kate insisted that they still catch a few hours of sleep after Hiccup had revealed his plans concerning Illiona to them.

He should have know that it would be a bad idea but he agreed, feeling exhausted after the revelations they had only an hour before.

Still, sleep didn't give him the break he wished for.

The familiar darkness of sleep settled over him only to be replaced second later by a blinding white light.

When he could see again he was standing in a hallway in some kind of golden palest. The window next to him looked over green fields and a white and golden city. There were stars in the sky despite it being broad daylight.

He knew exactly where he was of course.

Asgard.

Home of the gods.

He gritted his teeth.

Great.

Just the place he wanted to be.

He looked around, trying to find Loki, expecting him to be the one who called him, probably to talk, but the prankster god was nowhere to be seen.

Who he saw instead where Odin and Heimdall, walking slowly side by side a few feet ahead of him, talking in low voices.

Well, since he already was here, he might as well take advantage of it.

"…cannot believe it. And for so long." Odin just said, shaking his head grimly as Hiccup caught up with them.

Heimdall kept quiet and just walked next to the obviously angered King of the Gods.

"I warned him it would happen. But he was too stubborn to admit it. Now at least we can dispose of the boy. As we should have done long ago." Odin ranted on.

"I tell you Heimdall, it doesn't surprise me to be honest. Fate has its way of repeating itself and this is the same all over again. I actually regret that I have not acted earlier but I thought it would turn out good and right. But I looks like I was wrong and now I will have to intervene. And no one will stop me this time. By Yggdrasil!"

Heimdall lifted his head slightly.

"And what are you planning to do Milord?"

"I will kill the boy for the sake of everyone. Too long have we let him roam free, thinking it would play out fair and nicely. But that boy was destined to fail." Odin snorted and stroked his beard.

Hiccup felt angry. They were talking about him.

"That so called destiny was changed the day he was born." Heimdall said slowly.

"Please" Odin snorted "as if that changed anything. It may have delayed things but certainly didn't stop them."

"Do you really think it's necessary to kill them?" Heimdall asked.

Odin laughed coldly.

"Look at them! They might not know it now but it's _them_! They may be kids, most of them. But there is no doubt. They're back. But I'm not letting any of this happen ever again. That In a way you could even say I'm merciful to end their lives before they destroy themselves."

Hiccup's breath stuck in his throat.

Kill them all? Where they talking about his friends?

But what was the rest suppose to mean? Regrouping? Them? Being back? Fate repeating itself? What did that mean?

"Is your faith in mankind really that broken?" Heimdall asked without any emotion.

Odin stopped and turned around to face the Keeper of Asgard.

"I loved Hiccup Horrendous Haddock the Second like he was my own flesh and blood. I would have made him a god had he succeeded. My faith came from him." He said softly. Then his voice hardened.

"But it had to be betrayed. I'm not letting that happen again."

"These children are nothing like their ancestors." Heimdall argued slowly.

"Of course they are." Odin said, turned around and resumed walking.

"I don't think so. They show traits, yes, but that's not avoidable. If anything it's necessary. I believe their ancestors spirits lives somewhere inside their souls but I think what defines them is what makes the kids different from them."

Odin snorted.

"You've seen the little devil-spawn Hiccup the Third. He's the exact reflection of his ancestor. He's easy to influence. Humans are weak by nature. Why do you think Darkness managed to turn him against us?"Odin asked angrily.

"Darkness didn't make the boy turn his back on us. It was us who did it. We took the boy for granted. We assumed he would just follow. We treated him wrongly. Like Hiccup the Second did. But he's not the same man. He lacks at obedience and forgiveness, that may be true, but that was what kept him alive all this time."

"I will not have the fate of the world put into the hands of a stubborn teenager with authority-problems." Odin said through gritted teeth.

"You've made your opinion quite clear already yet it's not you who decided upon that." Heimdall said with a trace of sarcasm in his voice.

"So why talk to me about that?" Odin asked.

"I just think you're acting to soon and don't see what's really going on, because you don't know for sure, what's going to happen. I say that you are making a grave mistake."

Heimdall's voice grew louder.

"The future is not set in stone and so is fate. It may repeat itself but I don't think to do the same mistakes twice. That would be fatal. No I think it does it for quite the opposite. I think fate knows what it's doing and I think we should let it! This is our chance to make things right again where we screwed up last time."

Odin's knuckles were white around his staff.

"And what's not better than to kill them all? It would save us a lot of problems."

"But it wouldn't solve our war with Darkness. It would delay the unavoidable confrontation for another thousand years and then this would all start again and again with the difference that this time we would be helpless and unable to defend ourselves. Then we will certainly die."

"And seeing how the odds are so are we going to so in near future too." Odin growled.

"You're wrong. There is still hope. There is still a light. It may be faint but each flame can grow if giving the opportunity and the necessary things." Heimdall said convinced.

But Odin would have none of it.

"Do you remember the despair and the hopelessness that threatened to take over when Hiccup the Second attacked the Archipelago and was killed as the result? When his legacy was forgotten and all his hard work was lost in the wind? We were lucky that Darkness didn't rise then, that he still needed more power. But we won't be that lucky again. I can't see the light you speak of. That's why I'm not taking any chances. Because if killing Hiccup the Third is going to prevent the end of the world then I will hesitate at nothing to smite him off the face of this beautiful earth."

"That boy is no threat! He's the solution!" Heimdall growled.

Odin's face hardened.

"As Safe-Keeper and Protector of Asgard and the realm I order you, you will do as I tell you." "And what will that be?"

"You'll kill that boy who hasn't yet turned into a man. He must never grow up, must never become what his uncle became."

"You want me to kill a sixteen-year old boy in cold blood?"

"I want you to do your duty and protect what you've sworn to protect!" Odin's eyes blazed with ager.

"I swore to protect the realm from those who threaten it. But as I said before: Hiccup Horrendous Haddock the Third is not a threat. He's the last of his blood, the last of his line. He's the last hope to this realm and as such of great value."

Odin was furious.

"You are all blinded! You put faith where it will die! You trust too much in human's ability to change!"

"And you don't trust it enough."

"Trust is like a broken mirror Heimdall. You can fix it but you'll always see the cracks. I stay with my sentence. Hiccup Horrendous will die. And that's the final word I will have in this matter."

He started to walk away from the mighty warrior-god.

"Did it ever occur to you that maybe, just maybe, it wasn't anyone's fault but our own? That we were too blind to see what was right in front of us? I sometimes wonder if we could have prevented the past and how the future would look like if we had."

Odin stood, his back turned at the other god. His voice was hard as steel.

"Hiccup the Second chose his way. It let away from us. We did what we could. Now Loki did what he could. Hiccup the Third chose his way. It too let away from us. I will not let him make our enemy stronger. Darkness depends on Hiccup making the final mistake, just like his uncle did all those years ago, so he can get that last bit of power he needs to take form and plunge the world into chaos. That boy holds all strings. He decides which to pull and which to let go. That is what makes him so powerful and so dangerous. Take that power, let us hold the strings again and we can ensure that darkness will never rise again."

"And for that you have to kill him?"

"What is the life of one person compared to that of billions?"

"That is not what I asked."

Odin paused shortly.

"Your fate, your path, your destiny, ends only with your death. Death is the one barrier even we cannot overstep. Death is the end. Kill him and everything will be over. Darkness will lose his power again and peace will return."

Heimdall shook his head and starred at the ceiling. "Yeah, nothing can go wrong with that plan." He mumbled.

Odin looked at him angrily. "Why?"

"Have you been listing at all to what I told you? Do you honestly believe that this is the right way? More death and destruction? More sorrow and pain? Isn't that what Darkness wants?" Heimdall asked softly.

"It is the only way."

"You keep saying that yet I cannot believe you. Face it. You're wrong."

"Excuse me?"

"I said you're wrong. That boy was chosen for a reason. You can't really think that killing one boy will solve all your problems."

"You will do as I tell you!" Odin snarled.

Heimdall's eyes suddenly blazed with a dangerous fire and his voice grew deeper.

"I protect the realm form those who threaten it. I stand under nobody's command and if I say that the boy won't be harmed, he won't!"

Odin's voice too changed.

"We'll see about that."

then he stormed away, cape flying dramatically behind him.

Heimdall remained where he stood and watched the King of the gods disappear.

Hiccup lat out a long breath. That had been intense. Although only understood like ten percent of what had been said.

His attention was drawn back to the Keeper of Asgard when he said without averting his gaze from where the other god had disappeared around the corner:

"I really hope you have a plan young hero."

Hiccup froze. Besides them there was no one else there.

"Yes, I mean you Hiccup Horrendous Haddock the III." The giant protector slowly turned around and looked at Hiccup.

Said young man was more than ever irritated, confused and slightly scared.

"But…but…no one…ever saw me…." He stuttered.

"Wrong." Heimdall said.

"I always knew you were there. True, this is the first time I can actually see you but I felt your presence before. And I could hear you. You know quite a lot of swear-words when you're angry or upset." He said with raised eyebrows, looking slightly amused.

Hiccup blushed.

He may or may not had let go off some profanities at his last visits.

"After all, I am the Keeper of Asgard. It is my job to know who enters the realm and who leaves it, even if their bodies remain somewhere else." "Sorry." Hiccup muttered, not exactly sure what he apologized for, after all he had no control about it, where his ghost was shipped off to when he slept but it felt right to say sorry so he did.

"I don't blame you for anything." Heimdall said shrugging.

"You were right most of the time anyway."

Hiccup arched an eyebrow. That was a first. A god admitting that he was right.

"What does he mean with me holding all the strings?" Hiccup asked, nodding to where Odin had stood.

Heimdall sighed.

"It's a little complicated."

"Try me, I've had a lot of complicated already and I'm sick of you gods hiding things from me and being not honest and leaving me in the dark."

Heimdall started to walk and Hiccup tagged along.

"I can understand that you are angry Hiccup. But believe me that Loki always had your best at heart when he did what he did. I don't agree with his methods but he has always tried to be honest with you."

Hiccup didn't answer. This was not what he wanted to hear.

"The truth can hurt Hiccup."

"But so do lies." Hiccup growled.

"There have never been lies. Just untold truths." Heimdall cut him off.

"What are you keeping from me then?"

"The truth."

"Could we stop this riddle conversation and get to the point?" Hiccup asked annoyed.

"Do you really think you are ready to face the truth?"

"Why wouldn't I be?"

"You might not like it."

Hiccup snorted. "And I like it even less when I'm plunged into things head first without even knowing what's going on. Half the people who tried to kill me did it because of my ancestor and all I know about it is a thumbnail-big sketch of who he was, how he lived and what he did."

Heimdall sighed. "Well, you know the basics, about how he was a dragon-rider and how he tried to rejoin humans and dragons to fight Darkness all those years ago, right?" "Right." "And you know how his grief and how his anger towards the Vikings for killing his friends and family turned into rage and how he eventually succumbed to it and attacked them? And was killed the process and everything that followed?"

"Yes. I had a nice conversation with Hamish of Port East about that."

"Well, there are still things you don't know. Parts of the story left out on purpose. Truths about your ancestor and his companions. And truths about what those things mean for you."

"Then tell me!"

Heimdall was silent for a long time.

Then he finally spoke.

"Darkness thought after he turned Hiccup the Second against us he would be able to rise. Would be able to use him the way he now intends to use the Outcast like. As an anchor. A manifestation in the physical world. But he was still too weak. Thank the gods for that or the world would have been lost back then. So he needed to wait. Wait for the right person to come along. Little did we know that we were waiting for the same person. He for his liberator, we for our savior. And that person is you."

Hiccup didn't say anything.

"The prophecies are quite clear. Only the heir of one of the first ancient riders would be able to fulfill his ancestors work. Your mother was that last heiress but she was not the right one. You were. You combine great blood inside your veins. That of riders and that of leaders. It gave you power. The moment you were born the fate of the world was literally pushed into your hands. We tried to guide you, help you become the person you are today."

Hiccup didn't look convinced. "How did you do that?"

Heimdall didn't look at him but Hiccup could see that the god seemed slightly edgy.

"Do you know that you were born too early?" he asked silently as the turned and walked down yet another endless corridor.

"No." Hiccup said frowning.

"Well, you were born four weeks too early, to the end of devastating winter. You were supposed to be born in the first month of spring when life blossoms and is at its strongest. Instead you were born at the end of winter where there is no life, and the ground is too weak for life. But that was all planned."

"How can you plan to be born too early?" Hiccup asked but when the god gave him a pointed look he muttered: "Oh…so that was your doing."

The Keeper nodded. "You had an entirely different life destined at first. Had you been born when you were supposed to, you would have been an entirely different person. You would have been the big and strong son, the heir your father always wanted. You would have been a great dragon-slayer, like your father and you would have been a great chief one day. You would have found the nest and destroyed it with your wits and your strength.

But that way your mother side would have been nucleated, destroyed and the legacy of the riders would have been forgotten. We couldn't let that happen.

So we had to interfere. You were born too early, you became ill; it affected your health, your growing, your strength and inevitably your whole life. You became who you are today. It was necessary."

Hiccup was shocked.

"You mean to say you took my life, the life I could have had, my _happiness_ in a sense, so you could have that hero that could safe your asses?" he shouted in disbelieve.

Heimdall stayed calm though Hiccup could see the nervousness in his eyes.

"Please young hero, calm down."

"Calm down? Are you kidding? I just found out that my life was so miserable because of you. I could have had everything! Why did you make me suffer through all of this? If I had been destined at first to be such a great warrior wouldn't that be better than for me being such a small wimp?" he shouted furiously.

Heimdall held his hands up appeasing.

"Sacrifices have to be made Hiccup." He tried to reason.

"Oh shut up. I'm sick of you demanding sacrifices at every second turn. I sacrificed so much already for you. And now you tell me that you manipulated my whole life, destroyed the life I could have lived and expect me to be okay with it?"

"It was the only way!"

"There is always another way!" Hiccup shouted.

"Just listen Hiccup! Had we allowed your life to fold out like that, you would have succumbed to darkness at one point and would have become what Alvin is now for Darkness, what he first planned for your uncle. You would have been his anchor. The personification of evil and darkness!"

Hiccup was speechless.

"Do you see now why we did what we did?" Heimdall asked exasperated.

Tears dwelled in Hiccups eyes.

"You had no right." He whispered.

"That was my life you were messing with. You gods think just because you are immortal and have powers you can do whatever you want." He whispered with tears streaming down his face.

"You are heartless creatures. You aren't much better than Darkness. You just want to be saved. You are so desperate because your powers are not strong enough. So you decide to ruin the live of some innocent person so it fits your needs. You created me. You made what I am!"

His voice grew louder.

"And it will be your fault when everything fails!" he shouted.

"I'm just a pawn for you. My life means nothing to you in the end."

"Your life means a lot to us." Heimdall argued.

"I don't see that."

"We never formed you Hiccup. We merely gave you a push in the right direction."

Heimdall stopped and grabbed Hiccups shoulders.

"I know you are hurt, I know that you want answers, I know that you are miserable. But don't give up. You have a good plan. You are on the right way. This is your destiny now. I know that you know. You are just hurt by the truth I have given you. I told you, you were not ready for it. But that doesn't matter now. This is your chance now to do things your way. Do the right thing. Because you are the only one who can. We are trying to help you. But it's difficult. We're under constant assault and can't fight at two fronts at once. This is why we rely so desperate on you Hiccup. Asgard may be our home but our powers are bound to Midgard, you humans and the dragons. Do you understand that? Do you understand why I have told you the truth though no one else dares too? Because this is what they feared. That you would turn completely against us, become a servant of the dark. I'm trying to prevent that. Do you see?"

Hiccup nodded numbly.

The part of his brain that always thought, always argued logically and always put emotions and personal matters and conflicts to the background told him that the god was right.

He fought the oncoming wave of emotions, tried to concentrate on that little voice of reason. Heimdall was right. Heimdall was right.

He chanted that sentence over and over.

_He's trying to help, he's risking everything by telling me this. He knew that this plan could backfire. But I won't let that happen. There is too much at stake. _

Those thoughts swirled through his head.

Finally he gained the control over himself back and asked in a low voice:

"What must I do?"

The god smiled relieved.

"Continue as before and trust your instinct. It has brought you here. Trust your friends. Keep them close. All of them. Be strong."

Hiccup nodded.

Heimdall smiled.

"Odin is right about one think young hero. History repeats itself over and over again. What you are going through…your ancestor went through the same. You have to learn from his mistakes so you don't end up failing like he did."

"He didn't fail."

"He didn't succeed either." Heimdall said calmly. "We all are, in a sense, trapped in an endless loop of recurrence. How do we learn from that? We do things differently. That's how."

Hiccup scoffed. "Well, I learned that when you know the future and you try to prevent it from coming true it comes true more than ever."

"The future is an unstable things. Many things have to be considered. Your seer will be able to tell you a lot about that, I'm sure. But one thing first."

Heimdall straightened up.

"Find the blind man. He will be able to answer some of your other questions. And remember Hiccup. Family is not only our blood but also who we decide to call family. Family is the most important thing ever. It can change the very fabric of the universe. Loki himself proved that. You will soon find out the rest. I'm sure of it."

Hiccup wanted to strangle the god for speaking again in riddles and again keeping things from him. But he controlled himself and said silently: "Thank you for being honest with me."

"Don't make me regret it." Heimdall just answered.

"Now, sleep." He said and touched Hiccups forehead with his index-and middle-finger.

Around him everything faded into oblivion and he knew no more.

.

.

**AN: Hm, I said in the title of the chapter that everything would make sense now but nothing makes sense yet. Well, if I had continued with the chapter as I had planned, it would have been 19 pages long so I thought NO, you can't do that, so I divided it again. **

**The rest is coming soon, **

**Love Kate**
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Chapter Eighty: When everything makes sense -Part2-

The morning air was damp and cold on their skin. Conner gave them extra furs to wrap in. The change from hot dry desert air to damp and cold took its toll on all of them.

But soon they were wrapped in makeshift fur-waistcoats and capes and were walking through the forest.

Hiccup could see his breath in the chilly morning air before him and somehow that made him happy. It'd been a long time since he'd been somewhere cold enough to make the breath visible.

The atmosphere was surprisingly light and comfortable.

Though Hiccup felt the dread of last night still on his shoulders. The deep sleep had recovered his body but not his spirits.

Hiccup was walking next to Conner who had his bow loaded with and arrow as he walked, but nothing stirred around them.

"Better safe than sorry." Conner said with a shrug. "It's still too early for them to come out but then again we're very close o the borders so even if the beasts are already awake I doubt they will follow us or attack us. And if they caught something yesterday then they're probably still full so we just need to look out for wild boars. They can be quite annoying. Oh and be careful, sometimes there are still old traps from the time of the purge that have never been activated or removed. Believe me, it's no fun dangling upside down from a tree for hours."

Hiccup shook his head and interrupted the older boys chattering.

"I really don't get it."

Conner looked at him confused.

"Why did you stay here when your father disowned you in first place? Why not leave, why do you come with us now?"

Conner sighed and kicked a branch of rotten wood aside.

"First it was anger, I guess. I wanted to show that I was capable of surviving on my own. That I had learned to be responsible and that I could care for myself. Then it was because I had hope."

Hiccup raised an eyebrow questioning.

"I was hoping that my father would calm down after a few weeks or even months and would seek me out to talk to me. I was hoping that he might accept me after all."

"And?"

"We met." Conners eyed darkened. "It was not pretty. He was hunting with friends and we ran into each other quite literally. He was surprised that I was still alive and I could see the disappointment about that in his eyes. He cursed and tried to kill me." Conner touched the faint scar on his cheek.

"It was the only time I was glad to be attacked by Revatoren. They gave me the opportunity to escape."

"And then?" Hiccup asked.

"I was devastated. I lost all will to live and nearly died. But I guess I'm too stubborn to really die." He said with a shrug.

"And why do you suddenly want to come with us?"

"Like I said. If I must die, it might as well be doing something for the greater good. I know that my father will never accept me. It's enough self-pity for me now. Besides, you all give me a strange feeling of comfort. Like we've been friends for ages already. I don't want to lose that feeling. I've been alone for so long. You are the first to understand and somehow like me. And if I want to get on with it I have to leave this place. And I don't care if that sounds selfish. It's how I feel."

Hiccup nodded slowly. "I see." He said and looked up into the trees.

"When will we reach the city?" he asked, changing the topic.

"If we keep up this pace I say early afternoon." Hiccup nodded. Then he frowned.

"Conner, have you….did you ever went to the city after your father discovered your secret and banished you?"

Conner grinned. "Of course. Especially after I learned that he survived our little encounter. It makes me feel good. It feels like I'm rubbing salt into the wound in my father's soul where I used to have a spot. Even though he doesn't know. It's silent satisfaction for what he did to me. My way of showing myself that he doesn't control me anymore. That's also the reason why I can help you. My dad is a hunter. But he doesn't only hunt in the woods, no, he hunts everything. From birds in the sky to deer in the forest to fish in the sea. He owns the biggest fishing boats in the whole town. He has his own dock for them. You only get in, if you have the keys" He reached into his pocket "And lucky for us he never bothered to take mine when he banished me. He probably though I'd be too afraid to ever come back. But the woods don't provide you with everything. A lot, yeah, but not certain medicines or material for weapons."

"Why didn't you settle down in a part of the forest with no beasts?"

"The risk of being discovered earlier would have been greater." Conner replied shrugging.

Hiccup shook his head laughing softly.

"What?" Conner asked.

"It's just that I don't get it."

"What do you mean?"

Hiccup pointed at Kate who was cutting of small pieces off an apple and tossed them at Josh who tried to catch them with his mouth.

"Kate joined me because she didn't want to be locked up anymore. She wanted an adventure and I was the first to come along and give her the opportunity. She didn't think twice about it yet she has followed me through every up and down. Josh followed me because he couldn't go back and felt it was time for a new adventure. Hope followed me because she knew she didn't belong anymore and wanted to find out where she belonged to and George…well, he's a story for himself. But he stayed too even though he'd many opportunities to leave. I think he knows too that he has a different purpose somewhere else. He's just too proud to admit it. Well, and I went because I knew it was the right thing."

"And?" Conner asked confused.

"Somehow all of you followed out of some impulse. Not out of common sense or because of a real reason. We followed our instincts. We followed our gut-feeling if you get what I mean."

"So what? Sometimes the voice of reason isn't right. The easy way doesn't always mean the right way."

Hiccup shook his head. Thinking of Heimdall's words he felt a strange sensation in his chest. He felt like he was close to some sort of realization but couldn't quite grasp it. Like catching fog with bare hands.

"I just have the feeling that there is more to this than meets the eye."

.

.

.

The City of Fallen Heroes was cramped into the bottom of the long bay. On one side it was shielded by water, on the other three sides by twenty feet tall walls.

There was one main gate, guarded by the huge golden statues of two ten foot tall lions.

The light reflected off their golden skin and made it impossible to look at them.

Four guards guarded the entrance but they looked bored and let them pass without even looking at them properly.

Two were playing a card-game, one was drinking from a brown bottle and the fourth leaned against the wall, looking as if he was about to fall asleep.

So they walked through the lower city, down the slight hill on which the city was build, Hiccup noticed that it was not so different from Barn.

People looked at you suspiciously and sneered when you passed. Many were armed, some reached for their weapons when they got closer.

The streets were narrow and the smell of excrements and rotten food invaded their nostrils.

The houses, though tall, were simple and grey and towered above them.

Stray dogs and cats lay along the road or dug their way through old trash. Even an old goat crossed their path.

"Hmm, feels like home." Josh muttered.

Hiccup snorted slightly and looked at Conner who had pulled the hood of his fur-coat over his head. It shadowed his eyes and only showed his mouth and chin clearly.

All of them were armed and on guard. They had left their dragons in safe distance. Once they had a boat and were out of sight Hiccup would call them.

"So, what's the plan?" he asked as the streets slowly widened and they hushed first glances of the sea. Slowly the houses turned from simple and grey to colorful big and wide buildings with real windows and roof of stone and not straw. The streets were cleaner and the people less aggressive though not any friendlier.

They passed shops, taverns, churches and libraries. A small park opened up to their left and Hiccup could hear children laughing.

He turned around and looked back the way they had come.

"This is sad." He muttered. "Poor and rich living so close together yet they are miles apart." He said when he spotted a woman sitting in the shadows, dressed in rags, asking for some money while a family of well clad parents with three children walked right past her, ignoring her pleas.

"You can't help everybody." Conner said silently and led them on, down the main street towards the water.

The harbor was an amazing sight. It was a floating maze of gangways and bridges and islands. Hundreds of boats, all different were anchored there. Colorful sails and flags flattered in the slight wind, their names were carefully painted across their sides or sterns.

Hiccup read them as they approached.

_Belladonna, Queen of the Waves, Riptide, Northern Star, Ophelia, Andromeda, Light Bringer, Wave-breaker, Ocean-tamer, Poseidon, Child of the Waters_…

Each boat was different, some had two masts, others three, he even saw a boat with four! Some were long and wide, others small and light. Some were higher than others; some had cabins build on deck and the more luxurious ones looked like floating palaces.

There was a lot of action on the docks and gangways. Next to the owners of the various boats also servants and crew-members were bristling along, some carrying equipment like tows or fenders. Others carried boxes with food or chests with cloths. One was holding dogs on a long leash.

There were boats leaving and entering the harbor, people talking in foreign languages and accents. People of different nationalities and looks were gathered here. Some were exotic looking with strangely done hair and different clothing.

"This is…amazing." Hope mumbled. "I have never seen so many people before in one place." She added.

George snorted at that. "No wonder. You always stayed in that sand-hole of yours."

She glared at him.

"It's not like I had a choice."

"Guys, concentrate." Hiccup interrupted them.

He turned back to Conner.

"Where are your father's ships? You said he had his own dock?"

Conner nodded.

"They are down there. But we have to wait till evening. Now most of the boats will be out there fishing, including the one I have in mind. But that doesn't mean that there is nothing to do. But I need to make sure that my father won't interrupt. So why don't you go and gather food and whatever we need while I check out the area?" "Sure you want to go alone?" Kate asked.

"Yes. I know these docks like the back of my hand. I grew up here. I know how to hide in a crowed. Besides, it's a workday. With the right disguise people will just assume I'm a worker or a crew-member. And as long as I don't run into any friends of my father's I will be fine. I meet you here an hour before dusk. That gives us enough time for everything."

Hiccup hesitated.

"Okay." He finally said.

"Great." Conner beamed at them. "And make use of the time. This place has some interesting things and nice shops. Oh and there is a bakery down that road. Go there and get some of the bread. It's heavenly."

Kate turned to Hiccup and grinned.

"You promised me shopping." She reminded him and wriggled with her eyebrows.

"Really? The worlds ending and you're thinking about shopping?" Josh complained.

"It's not ending yet." Kate argued and looked at Hope for support. The other girl smiled too. "Come on boys; let us have some fun too. All the fighting is nice and everything but we girls have needs too. And I so need cloth that fit me properly. Especially if we keep going north."

Hiccup sighed in defeat. "Well, looks like we have no choice but to obey." He said shrugging. Both girls beamed at him. George just shook his head. "Ladies pet." He mumbled. Hiccup just poked out his tongue.

"So mature." Josh said.

.

Maybe it was fate, some godly influence or maybe just a coincidence, but then again they all knew too well that there were no coincidences, but somehow the remaining five of them ended up in a relatively silent street far away from the main road and its shops.

They had gotten all necessary things like warmer cloths, the bread Conner had asked for, provisions, medical supplies, some rope and a new bag as well as something against Hope's seasickness.

Now they had another hour to kill and went to explore a bit. It was the first time they had not to fear anyone in this city. They were like the rest of the foreign people that landed here each day. The people were used to figures like them and didn't ask questions.

It was Kate who spotted the small shop first.

It was hidden at the end of a small side-street, nearly overshadowed by the tavern in front.

The display window was decorated with carpets and tapestries, table-runners, hand-made pillows and blankets and that kind of stuff.

"Oh look, please let's go in there." Kate squealed.

Whereas the boys groaned, Hope nodded eagerly. "Yeah, I love different kind of fabrics! Maybe I could make us some new dresses or things like that!"

"Please, no more bags to carry!" Josh whimpered.

Hiccup had to agree, his arms were hurting from all the things they had to carry.

Kate snorted.

"Please, half of what we bought is for you guys."

Then again, she had a point.

Hiccup nodded and said: "Okay, let's go."

The shop was dimly lit and kinda gloomy. To their surprise the whole entire floor was covered with piles of carpets. Some of those piles were taller than Hiccup! And only small paths led through the piles. The walls were also covered in many layers of tapestries. The smell of incense sticks waved through the back of the shop towards them.

This place reminded Hiccup of Illionas weaving room where she kept all the tapestries she ever made. Among them was also the thirty meter long tapestry of his journey.

From all across the room pictures of landscapes, people, events of just different patterns welcomed him. All were of great detail and expertly made.

The colors were rich and seemed to fade into each other, creating the illusion that it actually was a painting.

From between the many stacks of weaving a small bird-like woman appeared. She was walking hunched over and her skin as nearly as dark as Hopes. She was dressed in a deep red tunic and black trousers. A dark green shawl was draped around her shoulders and she wore no shoes. Golden bracelets hung from her wrists and ankles and gave merry little tunes from them whenever she moved.

Her hair was thick and black, braided down her back in one braid. Her eyes were deep honey-brown-golden and framed by thick eyelashes.

Her skin was wrinkled and she was clearly old.

"Good afternoon." She said in a slightly scratchy voice.

"What can I do for such youngsters like you? I'm afraid we don't sell any weeds to smoke here." She said apologetically.

"Oh no, we're not looking for anything specific. Just…looking around if that's alright with you." Hiccup said politely.

Respect your elders was one of the few things his father had ever taught him and Hiccup respected his elders usually, if they deserved it.

And this woman strangely reminded him of Illiona.

She smiled friendly and nodded. "Of course. I'll be back there if you need me. Just call." "Thank you."

She retreated and they went to explore the small shop.

The girls went to fuss over the different textiles and the pros and contras each had.

George just strolled around aimlessly and lifted a carpet every now and then.

Josh was fascinated by the softness of one of the tapestries and the picture of a woman with bow and arrow in hands. He kept touching it and sometimes frowned as if he tried to remember something.

Hiccup found himself in a corner, were dozens of paintings were stacked atop each other or leaned in rows against the wall.

He began flipping through them, throwing short glances at them.

They were beautiful and looked pretty old. Some had words scribbled down on the frame and dates but only few.

"Urgh, man this place is dusty!" George coughed behind him.

And let go of one of the tapestries she had lifted up to look at the one underneath.

Hiccup looked up and his eyes caught on the picture next to which George stood.

It caught his eye almost instantly.

Not because it was very big or especially noticeable or colorful. In fact he usually would have overlooked it because it was so plain but he quickly pushed back and stared at it, eyes widening.

"I swear, I will probably suffocate in here if we don't get going soon. The smell, the thick air, the dust, it's not good for my lungs." George continued complaining.

With stiff movements Hiccup dumped the pictures he'd been looking at carelessly back against the wall and hurried over to where George was standing.

"Yeah, sure!" Kate laughed and turned slightly towards the approaching Hiccup.

"If it bothers you so much, why don't you wait outside?" she asked.

"Because it's cold outside." George said folding his arms.

"Gods above you are so complicated. You are like a fragile daffodil. One too strong breeze and you will break." Kate said shrugging.

"Am not."

"You are! Don't you agree Hiccup?" she asked still smiling.

When she received no answer she turned around.

"Hiccup?"

Said young man was standing next to George as if in trance.

"Hiccup?" Josh asked too, who had joined Kate only moments before.

The other two too turned around to their 'leader' and watched as he approached the picture hanging on the wall in front of him.

It was the portrait of several people.

Six of them stood in a semi-circle around a woman sitting on a chair in front of them.

Hiccup now stood in front of the picture, eyes wide, fixed on something in the picture.

"Hiccup?" Hope tried.

"It's him." he breathed.

His voice was nearly inaudible.

"Who?" George asked bored.

"Look." Hiccup said silently and pointed his finger on the person standing in the middle right behind the woman on the chair.

He was tall, over towering the others by a head.

His hair was reddish-brown and a mess; he had dark green serious eyes, a sharp chin, visible cheekbones and a scar down his left cheek.

He was dressed in a black tunic and brown trousers. Hiccup could see the hilt of a sword. The man had his right hand on the sitting woman's right shoulder and the other arm draped around the shoulders of the guy standing next to him.

"Hiccup? What's the matter?" Josh asked confused. But Hiccup ignored him and said lowly: "Kate, do you remember, the Gallery of Heroes, one of the earliest pictures. Don't you recognize him?"

Kate narrowed her eyes and tried to remember.

Suddenly she took a deep breath and looked alarmed.

"That's not…" she started but stopped and looked at Hiccup. He nodded.

"I'm sure it is." "But…how?" Kate asked disbelievingly. "We're like…thousand miles away in a totally different country." "I don't know. But it's him."

"Him who? Somebody care to explain?" Hope asked frustrated.

"Look at him closely. Look like someone we know?" Kate asked.

They all looked at the red-haired man intensely.

"Okay, I pass, who is it?" Josh asked after a few seconds.

"He…looks a lot like Hiccup. I mean he's older and more mature and grown and everything. But the hair, the eyes, the way he looks, his posture…" Hope trailed off. She blushed when he saw how everybody looked at her.

"What? It's true." She tried to defend herself.

George shook his head.

"Could you possibly be any dumber than you already are?" he asked annoyed. Conner looked down.

"Leave her be George. She's right."

"She is?" "I am?"

"That is me." Hiccup said calmly.

When he saw their irritated and confused faces he added: "Not _Me_ me, obviously! The painting is hundreds of years old. But that's Hiccup Horrendous Haddock the _Second_!" he explained and saw how their expressions lightened like a torch.

"You mean your ancestor who nearly ended the world some millennia back?" Josh asked. "Thanks for putting it like this Josh." Hiccup sighed exasperated.

"Hiccup Horrendous Haddock the Second as in the Hiccup Horrendous Haddock the Second who enslaved my family?" George asked with a frown.

"Oh Thor love it! For the last time he didn't enslave your family." Hiccup hissed angrily.

George just rolled with his eyes.

"So, what's the big deal?" Josh asked.

"The big deal? Nothing except the fact that this is like the first lead since Port East we have about him?" Hiccup asked sarcastically.

"Sorry, but I thought we were all interested in fighting the evil and uniting the seven nations, not about your family history." Josh replied.

Hiccup shook his head. "You don't understand. Everything that has happened is connected to him. I've been trying to find out for so long who he really was and how I, and hence you, are connected to him. I never get straight answers."

They were silent for a few seconds.

Suddenly Hope, who had studied the picture while Hiccup spoke, gasped.

They all turned around. "What is it?" Hiccup asked.

Hope had her arm stretched out and was pointing at something in the picture.

But as Hiccup followed her finger he saw it was rather someone.

His heart skipped a beat when he recognized him.

It was the man Hiccup the Second had his left arm slung around.

He was tall too but not as tall as Hiccup the Second.

His skin was deep brown, his hair a curly shadow and shorter than Hiccup knew him with. He had high cheekbones, a thin jaw and was dressed in black robes. A saber hung at his side and knifes were strapped across his chest. But Hiccup recognized him through his eyes.

They were bluish-silver.

"It's Brave." He mumbled.

"They knew each other." Hope said silently.

"Pretty well by the looks of it." Kate added.

"But how? Did they even live at the same time?" Hope asked.

Hiccup shrugged. "Well apparently." he said and shook his head.

"What a coincident." Josh mumbled and looked amazed at the picture.

"Except it's not." Kate said and her voice was grave.

They looked at her. She pointed at the guy standing on the far left side of the picture. He stood proud; his cloth looked expensive and contained many shades dark royal blue. He had chestnut-brown hair with a few blond strands and pale green eyes. His chin was covered in a light beard. He too had a sword strapped to his side and they could make out the edges of a shield, strapped to his back.

Hiccup wouldn't have recognized him immediately, had it not been for the big ring on his right index finger.

Heavy and golden with a red surface.

Hiccup had seen this ring before. Just at slightly different looking King.

Kate looked pale, like she was going to be sick any minute now.

"That is my father. At least one of his earlier forms."  
>"You're right." Hiccup agreed. "And he and Hiccup the Second definitively knew each other. After all, your father was the one to take him in after he ran away from the Archipelago."<p>

"But how's it possible that three very significant men of human history are in one picture? What are the odds of them getting to know each other?" Hope asked.

"Four." George suddenly said with an excited grin on his face.

"Pardon me?" Hiccup asked.

George pointed at the picture. "See there, standing between Kate's father and you ancestor? It's actually four important people." He said smugly.

They all looked at the man.

He had thin black and grey hair, hard grey eyes and his lips twisted into a smirk that warned everybody beforehand.

"Hamish?" Sure, hair and eyes were different but that face was undoubtedly his.

George shook his head.

"No, not Hamish but his ancestor. His name was Rupert the First. He was Lord of Port East, back when it was not dragon-infested. And he knew your ancestor all too well."

They all rolled with their eyes.

"But I thought they were enemies?" Hope said.

"Not always. Before Hiccup the Second betrayed him, killed him and married his wife Achnatea, Rupert was Hiccups friend. They fought a lot but used to be like brothers. That's what made his betrayal even worse."

"Oh sweet Freya; he didn't betray you George!" Hiccup shouted.

"How would you know?" George shot back.

"Because that's nothing like him!"

"You didn't even know the guy!"

"Did you know that Rupert dude? No? Then shut up!"

They all took a step back at Hiccups sudden anger. This was nothing like him.

"Hiccup, what's wrong with you? You've been acting like this now for days! Ever since Loki showed up." Kate said, anger and worry fighting in her voice.

"Like what?" Hiccup snapped. "And don't mention that pig."

"Not like yourself." Josh said, arms folded and a frown etched into his brow.

Hiccup rolled with his eyes and turned away from his friends.

"I don't know what you are talking about. I'm fine." He said and started walking down the small path between the carpets.

His friends and George remained where they were standing.

"Yes you do. Something is putting you off." Kate argued.

"Is it Loki? Hey man, don't think too much about it. Everything will turn out alright." Josh added.

"Yes, he will come and help us next time." Hope tried to ease him.

But Hiccup had enough.

He swirled around, fire burning in the depths of his eyes.

"You think it's bout that son of a bi***?" he growled.

The others flinched.

"It's not. And if it was I couldn't care less! But this is not about _one_ god with a self-esteem problem; no this is about all of _them_! And their stupid lies, their riddles and inability to speak clearly, their godforsaken prophecies, their heroes and all the other things that ruin your life!" he exploded.

_Yet that was exactly what this all was about_, the tiny voice n the back of his head said. _Shut up_, the emotional part of Hiccup replied.

For a second it was silent.

Then Josh cleared his throat awkwardly.

"Okay, if you say so. But that doesn't lead us any further. I mean, even I can see that this is not normal. What do we do about it? And who are the other three people in the picture? Who are the women?" he asked around, trying to change the topic and do something against the sudden tension in the air.

Hiccups shoulders slumped.

"I'm sorry for shouting." He muttered. "It was totally inappropriate. But….but there are things even I must get over and…there are things Heimdall said that I don't quite know how to handle."

There was a slight awkward break.

"It's alright." George said. "You're an idiot but I wouldn't want to switch places with you."

Hiccup looked at him surprised. It was as close to a compliment as he would probably ever get with George.

"Maybe the shop-lady knows something." Hope suggested.

Hiccup nodded in agreement.

"That's a good idea." He mumbled and hurried over to where the little lady had disappeared.

He found her sitting behind a small counter in a rocking-chair, knitting.

She looked up when she heard him approach.

"Can I help you?" she asked friendly, putting aside her knitting.

"I hope so. There…there is a picture we're interested in. It's…it's hard to say, we would just like to know a few things about it." He tried to explain. She smiled and started to get up and hiccup jumped forward to help her.

She smiled and thanked him.

"Now show me the object of concern." She said smilingly.

He let her to where his friends were still standing, silently talking to each other.

Their conversation died when they saw them approach.

Hiccup had a strange feeling in his gut.

"This picture." He said and pointed at the portrait.

The woman nodded but some of her smile had vanished.

"It's old, that much I know. It was given to my grandmother by a passing trader. He didn't want anything for it but the direction to the nearest tavern. It's hung there ever since. Nobody ever wanted to buy it."

"Do you know anything about the people in the picture?" Hope asked.

The old woman sighed.

"Some say so and some say different. I don't really know. This picture was old before it even got here."

Hiccup stared at the face of his ancestor. He wasn't smiling but he wasn't looking angry or unfriendly either.

He looked determined and in his eyes laid a certain kind of…softness.

"I've heard that they are traitors, thieves and murderer. And from others I have heard that they are heroes, champions of the gods and knights of the realm. All I know for certain is that if someone knows something about anything old and very historic, it will be Eyeless." She said the name with a certain amount of disregard in her voice.

"Eyeless?" George asked.

The woman nodded.

"Yes, he's and old fellow. He lives down by the water. You know that you've found him when you see an old man sitting on a stone and he starts shouting at you for no apparent reason. Beware his temper but he does know a lot. Many go and seek his council but they would never admit that openly. Eyeless has a…certain reputation you don't want to be associated with. Everyone is warned of him when he enters the city."

"Thank you." Hiccup said.

"Ahm, could we maybe…buy the picture?" he asked uncertain.

The woman waved it aside.

"Take it. I give it to you. It hasn't done me any good anyway. It'll be good to be finally rid of it." "Thank you." Hiccup said sincerely.

Carefully he unhooked the picture from the wall. It was relatively small and easy to carry. He slipped it between the cloths they had bought so it wouldn't be damaged.

With a small last thanks they left the shop.

The atmosphere was still a bit tense and not even George dared to say anything.

They made their way back to where they would meet up with Conner.

Surprisingly he was already there, sitting on some boulders, playing with some keys.

He looked up when he heard footsteps.

He obviously wanted to say something but when he took in the mood he stood up and folded his arms.

"Okay, what happened, what did I miss?"

Hiccup showed him the picture and explained what was behind it and what the old woman had told them.

Conner raised an eyebrow.

"She told you to see Eyeless? The first thing every child learns once it is old enough to go out alone is to stay away from strangers and Eyeless." He said.

"But what if he does know something?" Hiccup asked.

"One way to find out." Kate said.

Conner shook his head. "You're crazy seeking him out."

"Why?" Josh asked.

"Because he's crazy." Conner replied.

"Where's the problem then?" Hope asked innocently.

Conner groaned.

"Don't you want to know what I found out and organized?" he asked instead.

Hiccup laughed.

"Alright, tell us."

"Well, the ship I have in mind is _The Huntress_, my dad's favorite ship. It's a strong boat, designed to hold loads of caught fish so a few dragons won't be a problem. There is massive space under deck with a direct access from the deck to the loading area.

The ship is build for high-seas so it has cabins, a kitchen, even showers and a common area. It's fueled by steam power and sails. It's easy to maneuver. The only thing that needs to be done is hissing the sails once we're out. The rest can be done by two to three people. That's important n high-sea when the weather is bad so more people can concentrate on the actual job. For her size she's pretty fast and maneuverable. She can easily outrun other ships if necessary and she can even withstand, to a certain amount of course, if shot at. But there's still a lot of wood so we have to be careful with the dragons."

"Great, and how do we get on to her and out of here without raising suspicion? Because somehow I doubt that they're just going to hand over the ship." Kate said.

Conner showed them the key.

"As long as you have a key they don't question what you are doing on the dock. There are so many people working here, the guards at the gate won't care. And when I went into the Control-House and did some research I found out _The Huntress_ is due for an inspection tomorrow evening. I just changed the date to today. That way the crew that is suppose to bring the boat to the dockyard, won't be in our way and we can pose as the actual crew. Then they will leave us with the boat and they won't know it's missing until tomorrow morning. And by then, we hopefully will be long gone." Conner explained.

"And you sure that's gonna work? Because that sounds a bit too fantastic for my liking." Hope said doubtfully.

"I'm certain it will. I did it before. For amusement trips with some of dads smaller boats when I was younger. I always returned them before they noticed what was going on."

Hiccup wasn't sure what to think of that plan. He sort of agreed with Hope. This was way too easy but he tried to think positively.

"Alright and when will the boats return?" he asked.

"Oh they are back alright. But right now they are being emptied from today's catch. It's tuna-time so it could well take another hour before we can make our move."

"Perfect. Then we'll use that time to seek out the old man. Lead the way Conner."

.
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**AN: And things are still not making sense. Damn it. But I promise on the river Styx that the next chapter will reveal everything! Well, everything that is important. Oh and I will write another chapter about Berk, I realized that I haven't told you in a long time what's going on there. After all, Gobber and Stoick just found out something….shocking!**

**Okay, enough spoilers, thanks, please review and see you,**

**Love Kate**


	81. It starts making sense -Part3-

Chapter Eighty-One: The blind man that could see

"There he is." Conner said and he didn't sound too happy about it.

Behind them the sun was slowly setting.

He pointed at the rock on the beach on which a withered and old figure sat.

It was a man with long grey hair and a long grey beard, both caked with dirt, leaves and what looked like sea-weed.

He was sitting with his back to them, so Hiccup couldn't see his face. He was dressed in a long orange robe with a thick brown belt round the middle. In his right hand he held a long walking stick with a crook at the top like a Sheppard's staff. It was decorated with feathers and beads hanging from leathery cords, wrapped tightly around the wood. His feet were burrowed in the wet sand.

"Well, there he is. Best of luck. And you better go alone. And be polite. Try not to hit him." Conner advised.

"Right." Hiccup muttered.

"Well, go on, it was your plan." Josh said.

"Yeah yeah. Stay here." Hiccup growled at them and walked over to the old man.

The old man either didn't hear him or didn't care. Either way he gave no indication that he knew Hiccup was there.

He cleared his throat.

"Ahm, excuse me…are you…Eyeless?" he asked carefully.

He didn't see the man move.

But he did feet the head of the staff connect with the back of his head.

He yelped in surprise and jumped back.

"What kind of stupid question is that? Are you Eyeless? Either you know who you're talking to or you don't! Really, what do they teach you kids nowadays? No manners at all!" the man shouted at him and turned to face him.

Hiccup suppressed another yell.

The guy had no eyes.

Sure, the name 'Eyeless' could have suggested something in that direction but this guy literally had no eyes. There were small holes where they should have been. He lids were still there and hung loosely down.

Otherwise his face was pretty normal, pretty old, pretty wrinkled and pretty dirty. His teeth were crooked and yellow and he smelled like bad mildew.

All in all not too pleasant.

"Sorry, I didn't mean to insult you." Hiccup apologized.

Again he didn't see the staff coming and it connected with the same spot on his head as earlier.

He yelped again. Sweet Freya, that hurt!

"Do I look insulted to you?" the man shouted.

"Ahm…yes?"

Hiccup braced himself for another hit but none came.

"Good." The man huffed.

"Now what do you want boy?"

"I have questions and I was told that you might have the answers to them."

"And?"

"And I was wondering if you would take the time to answer them."

"What do you do if I say no?"

"Then I will stay until you will."

The man eyed him from head to toe.

Well, as good as he could with no eyes. But still Hiccup had the feeling of the man starring at him intently.

"Why would you come to me? Whoever told you to do so must be mad, because people tent to call me crazy."

"Are you?"

"Crazy is a matter of perspective." The old man said grinning.

"Then there is no harm in asking you."

The man laughed loudly.

"No, apparently not." He agreed.

He shifted his weight, belched and sighed contently.

Hiccup nearly passed out from the smell of mildew and uncrushed teeth.

"So, will you answer my questions?" he asked, trying to breathe through his mouth.

"If you tell me who your friends are." The man asked back.

"I came alone." Hiccup said frowning.

The man whacked him with his staff. "Don't lie! I hate liars!" he barked.

"Now, who are your companions?" he asked and leaned heavily on his walking stick.

Hiccup was surprised.

How did he know? The others were at least fifty feet away! There was no way he could have hear them.

"How did you know?" he asked incredulously. The old blind man again whacked him with the staff across the head.

"I'm blind boy not stupid!" "Sorry." Hiccup said and winced when he touched the sore spot on his head where the staff had hit him now for the fifth time.

He turned around and gestured for his friends to approach.

"They're coming." He informed the man.

„I can see that!" Hiccup frowned. "But…you're blind…"

Another blow to the head. "Don't go smart on me boy. That's all hairsplitting."

"Alright…" Hiccup mumbled.

The others reached them and stopped next to Hiccup.

"Really, Hic, I never thought I see the day were an old man beats the hell out of you with his walking stick." Josh joked and was immediately hit with the staff on the head.

"Is that how you talk about others in their company? Just like I said! Today's youth had no manners at all!" he raged and hit Josh for good measure again.

Hiccup cleared his throat. "Ah, yeah…anyway, these are my friends."

Eyeless rolled with his eyes.

"I would never have guessed that."

Another hit to the head.

"Can you stop that?" Hiccup asked annoyed. He was sure he could feel and egg growing in the place.

"No, I can't. You're too stupid. A blind man can see that!"

George leaned closer to Hiccup and asked with raised eyebrows: "Who's the nut job?"

Hiccup didn't have any time to answer because the blind man grabbed George with the hook of this staff and pulled him over to him, so fast that George lost his balance and fell onto his knees in front of the old man.

"The _nut job_ can hear you, you know? I'm blind not deaf, you boy with stupid hair!"

Then he released George who recovered quickly and moved back next to Hiccup.

"Let's go Hiccup. That old dodderer is not right in his head. Let's go and find someone who can really help us." "And how does he know that his hair is stupid?" Josh asked with raised eyebrows.

Hiccup shook his head. "The shop-owner said he's the only one who will probably know something about the picture. I don't care if he's crazy; he wouldn't be the first one I've met." He mumbled.

"Oi, boy, no whispering in my presence." The old man shouted. He again lunged at Hiccup but he ducked away time.

The man gave him a wide smile that showed them his few remaining teeth.

"Very good, you're learning. Maybe there is hope for you yet."

Hiccup ignored that last part and said: "In this one shop we stumbled across a picture. It's very old by the looks of it and we wondered who the people in the picture were. The woman in the shop said that you may know something."

Eyeless crooked his head and tapped with his fingers on the staff.

"Oh did she?" he asked.

"Ahm…yes." Hiccup said.

The old man was silent for a few seconds, 'looking' at each of them.

Finally he asked: "Why do you care?"

"Just curious." Hiccup answered.

"Curiosity killed that cat."

"Then the cat died at least knowing something we don't know." Hiccup replied smoothly. He was slowly getting a hang to the old man's thinking.

Eyeless laughed hearty and patted at the stone next to him.

"You're half-decent. Come and sit my young friend. Show me the picture."

Hiccup breathed a sigh of relieve and did as told and handed the man the picture.

Eyeless weight it in his hands and smiled.

"Ah…yes, I see…" he mused as he held the picture.

"How? I thought he was blind?" Josh mumbled irritated to Hope.

Fast as a snake the old man whacked him across the head with his staff.

Josh yelped in surprise and stumbled backwards.

"It's impolite to talk like that about others. I may be blind but I can still see!"

Kate frowned. "But…"

"Kate, don't. He can see, despite being blind." Hiccup intervened. He didn't want all of his friends to get a concussion.

"So" he said, turning back to the man "What can you tell me about the picture?"

The man smiled wistfully.

"A lot my dear young friend. This is one of the last pictures of the members of the 'Dragon-Mark-Companionship'*. I'm surprised you found this one. All relicts of those times were supposed to be destroyed."

Hiccup frowned. "The what-companionship?"

"The Dragon-Mark-Companionship. In the last war of mankind and dragons, they were an elite group of men and women from all over the world. They all had a tattoo or brand-mark on their left wrist. The Dragon-Mark. Ask a historian and he will tell you that they were traitors and enemies of human-kind. But they were not. They were dragon-riders, all of them. Ever heard of dragon riders young ones? No? Well, I don't blame you. You've grown up in a world full of hate." The old man said sadly.

The six friends look at each other. Right, each of them thought.

Eyeless continued talking.

"They fought the bigger evil. They tried to make peace between us and the dragons. But human kind just wasn't ready for such great changes. One by one these formidable and heroic young men and women were slaughtered. As all dragon riders were."

Hiccups heart started to beat faster. They were getting somewhere.

The man laid one old wrinkled finger on the figure of the woman that stood next to Brave at the right side of the picture. She was small with brown hair and crystal blue eyes. She wore a long dress the color of the evening sun. A pan-flute and a sword hung at her belt.

"This is Tenevra Holt. She was the first to die. In the battle of the eastern sea her dragon Amethyst was shot down. They both drowned."

Hiccup looked up at his friends.

Jackpot, he thought. This guy really did know!

But then he saw the look on Josh's face.

"Josh?" he asked "What is it buddy?"

Josh looked at him unsure and uncomfortable. "Well…I never told anyone after I left my old home. But my last name is Holt." He mumbled.

They all froze.

Eyeless laughed. "What a coincidence. Maybe you are her descendant."

The others shared meaningful looks.

There were no coincidences.

But the old man carried on.

His hands found Rupert the First.

"Ah, Rupert the First from Port East." He mused. "A strong man, a good leader with a dramatic streak though and very unforgiving sadly. He was an extremely good fighter. But also very reckless. He often provoked others to attack him just for fun and he search for danger wherever he went."

Josh snorted. "Sound like someone we could know?" he asked.

"Shut up." George growled.

"Why do you feel addressed? I wasn't saying your name." he asked amused.

"But you were implying it."

The old man reached out and both boys yelped when they were hit by the staff.

"You don't interrupt an old man when he speaks!" he scolded them.

"Sorry." Both said.

"Rupert and Tenevra were never really close. Always bickering. Rupert was always irritated by her cockiness. And she always thought he was a big show off."

Kate and Hiccup shared a look. _Sound like two people we know_, he asked with his eyes, nodding at Josh and George.

She smiled and nodded.

Hiccup yelped. The old man hat yet again hit him with the staff!

"What was that for, I didn't say anything!" he complained.

"No secret conversations with your girlfriend young man!"

"She's not my girlfriend." He said blushing.

"Not yet." Hope added grinning at the red faces of both Kate and Hiccup.

The old man shrugged and continued.

"Rupert left the group after a huge argument and never returned." He sighed sadly. "It was the beginning of the end."

His hand moved to Kate's father.

"Ah yes, King George of Derandolia. How is he my dear?" he asked, directing his question at Kate.

She looked surprised and stuttered: "Ahm…he…he's well. But how did you know I…" "Your accent my dear."

"Oh." Kate blushed. "Well, he is well." She repeated.

"Good. That is good. He's a lucky bastard. He can get killed as often as he wants to and he always comes back. Lucky bastard I tell you. Well, he was probably the glue that kept them all together. He had the idea with the companionship. And he was great friends with everybody. He was the second to be killed. Well, as far as you can kill him. Was torn apart in an explosion, if I remember correctly. His body finally regenerated two years after the last of his friends had died. Must have been terrible for him to return to a world with his loved ones dead and the war lost."

"I never understood how his immortality works." Kate mumbled.

Eyeless laughed.

"It is a strange phenomenon. His bodies never dies, like normal humans. His soul sinks into a deep sleep while his body recovers from all kind of injuries. You can cut off his head and burry his remains on two different sides of the world and he would pop up again, perfectly fine."

"That is seriously creepy." Conner muttered.

The old man shrugged.

"It's what he is young man. Anyway." The man continued.

"This is Jade O'Connell. She's from Durgonheim. A feisty woman but sure full of love." He pointed at the woman next to Tenevra. She had black hair that reached her shoulders and dark brown eyes. Her blue dress was similar to Tenevras. Long but not so she would stumble over the brim and wide enough to fight in it but not too wide so it would be in the way.

She had a quiver around her waist and a bow in her left hand.

"She was the last to join them. And the third to die. She was stabbed trying to buy the others some time to escape form a bloody battle between human and dragons where they had tried to stop them. They never recovered her body. Her family never knew what really happened to her."

He sighed again.

"She had a little daughter. Her name was Alyssa. Her ancestry still lives here in this very town. I think her great-grand-something-sons name is Conner O'Connell. His father, Jarred O'Connell is one of the local hunters. Jade passed her gift with the bow down to them." The man remembered. "Of course they don't know that."

They all starred at Conner who was now white as snow. "They do now." Kate whispered.

"What did you say girl?" "Nothing."

He eyed her shortly, and then returned to the story.

"This lady here, sitting on the chair is Isabella of Testerhof. She was a seer."

The sitting woman had light brown hair and was wearing a purple and white grown with golden ornaments and a lot of jewelry. She had a knife resting in her lap.

Hiccups head snapped upwards. "A seer? You mean she could see the future?"

"Is that not what seer do?" the old man asked with a raised eyebrow.

"She didn't take part much in the fighting until the very end. She was the second last to be killed. She tried to summon the power of the gods but failed and burned alive. It is said that her bloodline still has the gift of clear sight."

"Illiona." Hiccup whispered softly.

"And this is Brave. An unusual name but alas, they all have unusual names in Kinkal. He was a very brave person. He defied laws and traditions and believes and often saved his friends necks in the nick of time. He was also the first to ride a Whispering Death, a dragon that was deemed unable to ride. They say he formed a blood-bond with that dragon. And he died saving said dragon. He was pierced by a spear thrown at his downed friend and later succumbed to the injuries. Really admirable."

Hiccup nodded. So much they had learned from Hope and Namhera.

"And last their all leader. The man who wanted to do the right thing but failed greatly. Hiccup Horrendous Haddock the Second. He was brave, loyal, strong, a good fighter, a very intelligent man that rode on the back of a Night Fury into battle. He wanted to bring peace, to unite the world once again. But his own vendetta against his old home back in the Archipelago made it impossible for him to keep a clear head. He killed his own friend Rupert the First in an argument. He actually had wanted to apologize to Rupert after they had broken apart. But Rupert provoked him and opened old wounds. When he was dead Hiccup the Second married his wife and took his children in and wanted to care for them. He was guilt-ridden. But his own heirs with Rupert's wife overthrew Rupert's children and from there it only went downwards. He left soon after his first son killed his step-brother. He then returned to the Archipelago and attacked them, blaming them for what had happened with his live. Had they never rejected him, he was sure of it, he would have never turned out to be who he was."

Silence followed his words.

Hiccups head spun in wild circles.

Everything fell into place.

Everything made sense!

"But why do you kids want to know this all?" Eyeless interrupted his wild thoughts of possibilities and shocking news.

"Just…for fun..." Hope mumbled weakly.

"I see." Eyeless said slowly.

He slowly stood up.

"Well, I have to go. It was nice talking with you all though you really have to work on your manners."

"We will." Josh mumbled.

The old man started walking away but then stopped, turned around and said: "Let me give one last advice to all of you."

They all looked up and he smiled at them.

A soft and gentle smile.

"You are not your ancestors. None of you is. This does not have to happen again. Be aware of their mistakes and don't make the same ones. Do so and I'm sure that whatever you are fighting, whatever you are trying to archive or do, is going to come true. But to be honest, I don't worry too much. I can see so much potential on every one of you. Good luck and may your ancestors be with you."

With that he disappeared in an alley leaving the teens behind.


	82. What's wrong with me?

Chapter Eighty-Two: What' wrong with me?

The steel cut through the though wood like a knife through butter. Easily and without hesitation.

Little splinters flew everywhere and the two halves fell of the tree-stump onto the ever-growing pile around it.

The ax itself buried itself a few inches into the tree-stump

Astrid pulled it lose with a sharp tuck, placed another piece of wood on the stump, lifted the ax over her shoulder and swung it down with much force.

Again the sharp steel cut through the sturdy wood without any problems.

It was hard but monotonous work.

And usually men's work.

But as a shield woman she wasn't expected to be like the average Viking wife.

Besides she needed the distraction.

Gods above, everything had been a mess these past eight months, despite all the good stuff that had happened.

And it all had started with Hiccup running away.

Yes, she had heard what Gobber had said to Stoick about a fortnight ago.

Still she couldn't believe it. What evidence was there?

Why would Hiccup run anyway? He was at the top of the class, admired by anyone in the village, ever her, though she wouldn't admit that, even under torture.

"Don't you think that's enough fire-wood for now?" and amused voice asked behind her.

She turned around to see Tarin standing behind her, arms crossed and a slight smile on his lips though his eyes looked concerned.

She looked back at the pile of wood at her feet and realized that she had been totally lost in her work.

But she shrugged it off and mumbled: "Summer is at its end. Fall will be early this year. And After winter Devastating winter will once again consume it all."

She had to admit it sounded rather gloomy.

"I just want to be prepared." She added silently.

Tarin stepped closer.

"Astrid, are you alright?" he asked slowly.

"Why yes." She mumbled and kept her gaze down.

He shifted uncomfortably on his feet.

"It's just that….ever since our wedding….you have been somewhat….absent…" he muttered.

Guilty heat rose in her cheeks.

"What…what do you mean?" she asked. Though she knew exactly what he meant.

"You train all the time, you leave early, come back late, you throw yourself in danger and try to do everything at once. I barely see you these days."

He shoulders stiffened.

"I'm a shield woman. I'm expected to work hard for the village." She answered.

"But you are also my wife now. Doesn't that count too?" he asked.

Astrid didn't know where the sudden burst of anger came from. Honestly, she didn't know.

But suddenly she growled: "You don't own me." "I….I…I never said that!" he spluttered indignantly.

"The stop implying it!" she growled again and made a threatening step forward while lifting her ax.

She felt her mind going blank. All there was was anger. Her sight dimed down and she struggled against the dark thoughts and the little voice in the back of her head screaming: "_Teach him a lesson! Show him who you are and that you are not his pet_!"

"Astrid?"

Her name, spoken softly, confused and….and…scared brought her back to reality.

She gasped and stumbled backwards, dropping her ax and nearly cutting off her foot in the process.

She felt dizzy and shook her head to clear her vision.

She looked at Tarin who looked at her with big eyes.

"I…I'm sorry." She whispered.

"I…I don't know what got into me, I….I swear I didn't want to…." She stammered.

In a second he was next to her, wrapping his arms around her.

"Shh…it's alright, nothing happened. I'm sorry for angering you. Please know that I didn't mean to insult you."

She relaxed in his embrace.

"You didn't insult me. I….I just lost it somehow. I'm sorry. But….this is all still new. I'm sorry that I'm no better wife."

He kissed her forehead.

"Don't worry. You are perfect."

Astrid wasn't so sure.

As Tarin escorted her back to their house she couldn't help but shiver.

She felt as if something was watching her.

She had lost control over herself for a few precious seconds. She could have hurt Tarin.

She had felt something grabbing on to her insecurity and turning it into rage, a defensive mode she often used.

But she hadn't meant too.

The cold feeling wouldn't go away and did she imagine it or did she hear faint humorless laughter, cold and evil, in the wind?

What's wrong with me, she wondered as she entered the house, unaware of the growing shadows around her house and the little patch of Darkness that shifted through the cracks in the ground and disappeared.
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	83. Nicking a nice ship form a nasty man
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Chapter Eighty-Three: Nicking a nice ship form a nasty man

"We should get going." Conner said after a long tense silence.

"The tide is coming in and it's getting darker by the minute. If we want to get out of here, we have to do it now." He added.

Hiccup looked down at the water splashing around his feet.

Conner was right.

His hands were still clutched round the wooden frame of the picture.

_The picture_.

The answers he'd longed for had been given to him but still Hiccup felt as if he was still missing something.

Besides that, dread was filling him.

All of their ancestors had dies in their war against Darkness. Who said that they wouldn't die too?

"Hiccup? Hello? Anyone home?" Josh asked, waving a hand in front of his eyes.

Hiccup flinched and looked up.

"What?" he asked.

Kate smiled slightly.

"Conner said we needed to get going." She said.

"I know." Hiccup mumbled.

Next to him George groaned.

"Please Haddock. Let us deal with our escape plan before you sink into long philosophical conversations with yourself about what the old dodderer just told us. Because I don't fancy staying here." The older boy said and shook Hiccup not too softly by the shoulders.

Hiccup pushed him off.

"I get it." He growled and grabbed his stuff.

"Let's do this." He mumbled with a heavy heart.

.

.

All concentration was lost.

Hiccup forgot all they had planned and just stumbled along the others, his thoughts lost in the past and possibilities and wishful thinking.

"Hiccup, keep it down you big oaf, will you?" Hope hissed for the umpteenth time and shot him a glare.

"Really mate, you will blow our cover if you don't cut it out right now." Josh agreed.

Hiccup rubbed his temples. His head felt like it would explode any minute.

His backpack was heavy, the straps were cutting into his shoulders.

"Sorry. I…I just…." He mumbled.  
>"We get it Hic but let's worry about what that meant later, alright?" Kate begged and threw a glance over her shoulder.<p>

The dock of Georges family as the one on the far right side of the entire harbor.

There were giant spiked gates, security and controls everywhere.

Hiccup wondered how Conner wanted to get them through all of that.

As they approached the first front gate, he got a first glimpse of the dock.

It was a long about seven meter wide and about 50 meters long wooden and metal platform with smaller ones leading ever now and then off to the left and right.

In the space between them lay the boats.

Just like in the rest of the harbor these watercrafts were all different but they all had one thing in common.

They were gigantic.

Some had up to four masts; others were as tall as houses with smoke coming out of giant chimneys.

At the very end on the dock lay a tall and long boat but not as wide as most of the ships, made from dark wood with big scuttles and two strong masts with rolled up sails.

From three chimneys wisps of smoke curled into the air.

Form a tow that stretched from the top of the mast nearest to the heck to the very back, colorful flags and burgees flattered in the slight evening breeze.

Hiccup couldn't see much of the deck because the high railing was in the way.

A gangway lead up to the deck but it was locked up.

Still, Hiccup could see light floating outside through the scuttles.

But otherwise no one was close to the ship.

And then he spotted the name, writing in silver paint across the whole hull of the ship, so big he first didn't really see it.

_Huntress of the sea_.

That was the ship Conner intended to steal?

Was he mad?

How would a bunch of teenagers command such a big ship without a crew?

"Conner you are mad. We can't steal that boat. It's too big! How would we handle it?" he hissed.

Conner shook his head.

"I told you, it's steam-powered. You basically have to do nothing. Every now and again you have to fill the fires with the black-crystal-coal. But it only burns slowly so it lasts very long while creating a lot of head and thus energy. You only have to steer it and raise the sails if you want too. And besides she's the only boat big enough to hold the dragons. Every other ship will sink under such strain. Dragons are heavy after all!" Conner argued back.

"And you really know how to handle this ship?" Hiccup asked.

"God, yes Hiccup, I do. I grew up on this ship."

"And there's nothing that can go wrong with that plan?"

"If all goes smoothly as it should."

"You have a plan B just to be sure?"

"…."

"Conner?"

"We'll improvise."

Hiccup paled.

Kate rolled with her eyes.

"Really Hic, I thought you were a friend of improvisation. After all, you improvise the whole time."

"This is different." Hiccup mumbled.

"Everything is different now." Hope said silently.

She was right in every possible way.

Hiccup took a deep breath.

"Alright. Let's do this."

.
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It was surprising how easy it was in the end.

The guards at the first gate didn't spare them a second glance after Conner showed them some kind of batch and just stepped aside, looking as bored at their colleagues at the city gate.

The Huntress had been the last ship to enter this evening, coming back from another day of fishing on the high sea outside the save bay the city was nestled in.

So due to that the dock was practically deserted.

Here and there people hurried along, carrying baskets, tows and ropes, backpacks, pushed wheelbarrows and rolled barrels from A to B.

They passed five more gates inside the dock but no one stopped them.

Or as Conner put it: "Once you're in, nobody really cares who you are."

He stopped them at the only building on the dock itself, as small hut that read 'Administration' over the door.

Inside sat an old man with stiff joints that barked at them for being late when they said why they were there.

He gave a set of keys to Conner and some papers that he was to give to the people in the dock on the island where they were suppose to bring the ship.

Hiccup was astonished how easily everyone here was fooled.

After living in hardship for almost all his live, especially these last month, with suspicious people at every corner, this experience seemed surreal to him.

Conner thanked the old man and said that "They would bring the baby home soon".

The old man just snorted and then reached into one of the desk drawers and pulled out six small pouches and handed them to them.

"Your payment." He only said before dismissing them.

Yep, Hiccup decided, this had to be a dream because nothing could be this easy.

He should really stop jinxing the luck he got.

They made it easily to the ship.

Despite the little natural light that was left the dock was lit up bright as daylight with no shadows.

Still they easily made it to the boat without anyone sparing them any second glance.

They boarded it, explored a few minutes, picked each a cabin to stay in and left their stuff there to gather around the steering-wheel to hear Conners plan and instructions.

"Alright people. The engine is still working but it needs refueling. Josh, go down there and start scooping the coal that lays all around in piles the room into the six fire-pits and make sure to be careful and close the doors to the pits after you finished filling them. Six loads of the shovels in each pit should be enough for now." Josh nodded and headed off.

"Right, while he does that we need to get everything else ready. The fire will need it's time to heat up and produce enough heat. While it odes that I want Hope and George to activate the pumps. They pump water from the sea into the boilers where the water is heated, becomes water vapor, which powers the engines. The boilers are in the belly of the ship but they are huge and need to be full the whole time. Once the pump is active it does it on its own but until them you need to pull the big read lever down and down again, once it traveled back to the top again. Don't worry, you can't miss it and it's labeled. You need to do it with all three boilers. At least five times each. Alright?" "Aye Captain." Hope said. George nodded and they followed the direction Josh had taken.

"Kate, you need to open the chimneys. They are half closed. Next to each is a rod that you need to turn so long until it doesn't go any further. They will open the only partly opened lids fully." Kate nodded and went to climb the three steep stairs up the house to the chimneys, of which each was as big as his father and four times as wide.

"And what can I do?" Hiccup asked.

"I need you to order these tows and recoil them in neatly piles. Also, when you are done with that I need you to fetch the fenders on the open side of the boat and put them in there." Conner pointed at a large inbuilt chest on top the deck.

"And when you finished that I need your help with undoing the ropes on the harbor except two so that when we cast off, we can do it from the ship by pulling on the tows."

Hiccup nodded.

He wasn't as skilled sailor but his father had taught him a lot and his time with Will had contributed a lot to that.

He easily finished his tasks and when he put the last of the giant fenders into the inbuilt cabinet, which was much bigger than it looked, Kate had finished her task too.

By the time the three of them had gathered at the steering wheel again, thick columns of steam were rising from the chimneys and a slight hum went through the ship.

Conner nodded approvingly.

"Good. Not long and we'll be able to cast off. The darkness is a good advantage and I know these waters. There're not many dangerous spots so I'm very optimistic. And besides, before they have a ship ready to follow us, we'll be long gone."

His confidence was infectious.

Hiccup started to feel more relaxed and confident himself.

"Alright, now to the last part. The others should be done in a few minutes. Hiccup, you are with me, Kate, stay here and keep an eye on things. If there's something wrong, tell us." Conner instructed and led Hiccup down the gangway, back onto the dock.

"Alright, we'll keep the stern and heck fastenings but make them as a sling so we'll only have to pull on one side to get free when we cast off. You'll do the heck, I'll do the stern. Unfasten the others, roll them up and throw them up on deck."

Hiccup nodded and hurried over to the tow.

It was wrapped around a thick iron post, about knee-high, that looked like a 'T'. The rope itself was a thick as Hiccups arm and worn from years of use but still strong and crusted with salt.

He worked quickly but the tow was heavy and hard to bend and the knots although simple, hard to untie and retying was even harder but he managed just fine.

As he moved to the next rope to undo it and throw it up onto deck he felt the wooden planks under his feet vibrate.

Only slightly at first but it grew.

He looked up and back towards the first front gate.

He couldn't see much due to the other gates and the few people that were still there and loads of goods that were piled on the runways, but he did see the group of men entering the dock.

He looked back to Conner he was crouching low two tows away from him, so wrapped up in his work that he hadn't seen the men yet.

Above them Kate whistled slightly.

"Conner." He half shouted, half whispered.

Said boy looked up. Hiccup jerked his head towards the approaching men. "Someone's coming." He mouthed.

Conner nodded, got up, pointed at the tows, then to Hiccup.

Hiccup nodded. He would continue, while Conner would look what was going on.

He threw a quick glance up to the deck.

Kate was hiding in the shadows and ne nodded at her to warn the others and get ready if necessary.

He then hurried over to the remaining tows.

He nearly stumbled and fell into the port basin when somewhere far behind him a gruff voice shouted through the silence of the early night:

"OI! Why's there still light on the Huntress?"

Hiccups heart skipped a beat. His hands moved even quicker but the rope seemed to work against him.

His hands were sweaty and he tried to block out the voices but it was hard.

He could now hear the old man growling: "The lads are bringing her over for inspection. But they're late the idiots. Well, not our problem."

The first voice answered.

"Well it is my problem if those thick-headed idiots damage my boat."

Hiccup froze. His boats? But these were….Conners' dad's boats.

Oh hell.

And Conner was here. Conner was walking towards his father.

The father that wanted him dead.

The man, who must have been Jarred O'Connell, spoke again.

"And besides, she isn't due until tomorrow! Didn't you read right in the book again? Today we have the 'Venus' over there and tomorrow we bring the Huntress and come back with the Venus!"

Oh-o! Hiccups panic only grew.

And where the hell was Conner?

"I did check the book when the lads came and it said that it would be today." The old man growled.

"Get me the book, I will check it myself."

Hiccup let out a small breath of relief. Maybe this would gain them a few precious seconds.

"OI! Boy!"

For a horrible second Hiccup thought Conners father had seen him.

But when he swirled around, he saw Conner, still in his disguise with a strange hat pulled low over his head, stepping forward.

"Yes sir?" he asked in a much deeper voice and with a slight slang.

"You working on my Huntress?"

"Aye sir."

Hiccup could tell Conner was nervous.

He craned his neck to see what was going on.

Conner was standing next to a pile of empty barrels, only a few feet away from his father.

Hiccups first impression of Mr. O'Connell Senior was that the man looked total average.

He was neither very tall nor small, he was slim and agile, yes, but not overly muscular. He was dressed in brown pants, calve-high leather-boots, a grey-laced shirt and a brown waistcoat strapped around his middle with a matching belt. His hair was flat on his head and looked somewhere between brown and blonde.

He was armed with a bow and a quiver full with arrows but also with knifes and a short sword.

He had a permanent frown etched into his face but otherwise he didn't strike Hiccup as unusual. In a crowd his face would blend in with that of others. He was easy to overlook.

But Hiccup guessed that that was only helpful. The man was a hunter after all and blending in with his surroundings is something every hunter must be able to do.

He could also see that Conner was playing nervously with the hem of his sleeves.

"What's your name boy? You're not one of my usual crew members. Did Jack hire you?"

Conner nodded and said in a slightly shaking voice: "He…he and Andrew didn't have time to do it tomorrow but they were busy with the 'Queen of the Waves' today so they asked me to do it. Because he knew that the Huntress had to be inspected because of the insurance and everything. But I learned under Jack. I can do it sir."

"But why didn't you do it tomorrow? And why wasn't I informed?"

Conner was shifting his weight.

Keep it together, please, Hiccup prayed.

"It was all very spontaneously. And I have to help Andrew tomorrow so we guess we'd do it tonight."

"Did you check it with the dock master on the island?" Jarred O'Connell asked growling.

Conner nodded.

He was getting more nervous by the minute.

There was a tense silence, in which Hiccup managed to loosen the last tow. He threw it up to Kate, who caught it and silently put it away.

The hum was louder now.

The ship was ready for departure. Hiccup could see that the two remaining roped that kept the boat in place were firm and not hanging anymore.

There was a lot of pressure on them.

When he looked back up, he saw that Hope and George had joined Kate. That must have meant that the boilers were ready and filling with water.

Then he looked back to Conner.

They needed to go. Now.

But O'Connell Senior was working against then.

"What's your name? Jack didn't tell me about any new…apprentices."

"Maybe that is because I'm new? My name is….Michael."

Hiccup winced at the slight hesitation.

He wanted to help Conner so desperately. But how?

In that moment the old man came back, carrying two books.

"Looks like there was a small mistake." He grumbled.

"This book says that the Huntress is due for the dock today but the copy we keep says tomorrow. One must be wrong."

O'Connell Senior narrowed his eyes, his hands twitching towards his weapons.

"I don't make mistakes. And my men are trained not to make mistakes." He growled and stepped towards Conner.

"And Jack would have told me." He added in a dangerously low voice.

"Who are you boy? Really? And what do you want with my finest ship?"

Shit. That was all that went through Hiccups head.

And his panic grew when Jarred O'Connell quickly pulled off Conners head and starred right into his sons face.

For a moment everything was silent and still.

Jarred O'Connell didn't move at all.

Conner looked like a frightened deer in a trap.

Hiccup threw all caution in the wind.

He sprinted towards Conner, his eyes taking in everything, his brain working on a plan, a distraction, something.

His gaze fell on the piled barrels.

They were hold together by some ropes that were anchored in the ground.

He thought for only a second.

"CONNER, MOVE!" he shouted as he threw two of his throwing knives.

His shout woke up everyone and several things happened.

Conner flinched, looked up and at him, saw what Hiccup was doing and dived to the side, starting to sprint down the dock.

Jarred O'Connell too unfroze and faster than Hiccup had thought was humanly possible, he had his bow in his hands with and arrow notched into the string and was pulling back.

The other men started shouting and running, drawing weapons.

And Hiccups knives hit their target with full force.

Two of the tows were cut clean through but for a horrible second none of the barrels moved and Hiccup thought it wouldn't work.

He shouted for Conner to run faster, he saw how his father pulled back the string and let go of the arrow.

That was the moment the barrels came tumbling down, knocking over men and blocking the path but also Hiccup view of the arrow.

The barrels were still rolling around and causing havoc. He saw men fall into the water and Jarred O'Connell driving to safety behind a carriage.

And then he finally saw Conner sprinting towards him.

"RUN!" Conner shouted and Hiccup did and together they raced side by side towards the gangway to the ship.

"UNDO THE ROPES!" Conner shouted at their friends and Hiccup saw Kate and Hope hurry to the remaining ropes and pull them loose.

Imminently the boat started drifting away from the dock, the gangway, a simple plank, started to shake and come loose.

The sprinted it up and as the plank got loose and fell, they pushed one last time, sailing through the air, towards their friends' outstretched hands and anxious faces.

Hiccup slammed into the boat, sliding down, his hands instantly searching for something garb onto.

He found something and his descend stopped abruptly.

And then something crashed into him, making him nearly lose his hand-hold again.

The something slid down next to him but managed to hold onto his leg.

It was Conner.

Now they were both dangling at the side of the boat, the sea suddenly far away underneath them and Hiccup was only hanging there by his fingers.

He could hear shouts from the dicks and suddenly Conner below him cried out in pain.

Hiccup risked a glance down and froze.

There was an arrow sticking out of Conner shoulder, making it painful to hold on for him.

Hiccup looked over his shoulder and saw that at the rapidly vanishing dock Jarred O'Connell stood with raised bow, ready to let another arrow fly.

An arrow that wouldn't miss this time.

But then two faces appeared above him.

Josh and George.

They both grabbed one of his arms and hauled him up, with Conner still dangling from his leg.

With a few mighty pulls and some grunts the two of them lay seconds later gasping for breath on the deck.

Arrows whizzed past them but they were quickly sailing out of reach.

Hiccup saw Kate at the steering wheel, driving them out of the danger-zone.

"Thanks." He gasped and then looked down at Conner, who had a pained expression on his face.

But Hope was already there, examining the wound.

"Are you alright?" Hiccup asked.

"I have a freaking arrow sticking out of my shoulder and I just, again, escaped my dad, again, barely. Guess show I feel."

Hiccup grinned.

"Let me guess, you want to do it again?"

"Hell yes." Conner panted. "Did you see my dad's face? That was awesome! And all the adrenalin is making me woozy. It's a nice feeling!"

As Hiccup and George laughed, Hope shook her head.

"Men. You are so….I don't know…you make absolutely no sense." She said.

Conner laughed shakily.

"Just tend my wounds woman. Leave the rest to us." He said jokingly. For that he got a painful slap to the head.

"Keep it down. I'm the one you can cure you or make you suffer if I want to."

"Yes Miss."

.

.

**Definitely one of my favorite ones.**


	84. George and the fight for the chicken

**AN: Because it had to happen at some point and in my opinion it's long overdue.**

Chapter Eighty-Four: George and the fight for the chicken

There was one thing George despised nearly as much as traitors, fish in any form and dragons. And that were hypocrites.

He hated people that fooled others through their actions and pretended to be someone they weren't.

And what he despised even more was the fact that he was turning into a hypocrite.

He hadn't planned for it to happen of course. If he could he would reverse the clock and do it all differently.

But alas _that_ was apparently _not_ possible.

All in all had his situation been bad this past weeks.

Why? Well, let's see:

First things first: Against his previous statements, George had, admittedly, formed a temporary alliance with the younger boy and his little group.

George was not stupid, despite Josh's constant protests, but George saw the truth when obvious to him and he knew that foul things were happening all over the world. And he knew that his uncle had been not in his right mind and yes, he wanted it to stop, especially since friends of his were still missing in action in Talkin and he desperately wanted to see them again.

If he could archive that by following this young Viking so be it.

George was devoted to the people he loved; loyal to those that deserved it in his eyes.

But he didn't have many friends and was generally disliked by his people due to who his father was and his father's-father and father's-father's-father and so on. As if any of that was his fault, he hadn't asked to be born with traitor blood in his veins. But try to explain that to dragon-weary people that needed someone to blame so they wouldn't go nuts.

Anyway.

If Haddock deserved his loyalty was a debate for another time but his quest deserved it.

Of course he'd been angry at first when he had found no way to leave this little band of homeless kids that wanted to save the world.

He was appalled by their behavior and they had stood against everything he'd ever been taught and what he'd believed his whole live.

But as the weeks had passed and they had lived for so long so close together he had started to understand each of them. And with understanding came sympathy and, as much as he wanted to deny it, he liked being part of their group, of the adventure and he felt his sense of duty calling out to him to help.

He was a soldier and he'd been raised to protect the weak and he'd seen the evil they were up against with his own eyes. His own sense of morality and his own opinions of fairness and goodness and they ways of the world had kept him from quitting and running away, back to Port East and his old, and yes, somewhat miserable life.

George wasn't able to explain his feelings and why he did what he did, especially not after the nut-job of an old man had reveled that all their ancestors had been like them before but he knew that he was still in debt to Hiccup for saving his live and something else kept him with these strange bunch of kids from all over the planet.

They were all so different and yet they got along so well, a fact that irritated George immensely.

Somehow they had all connected and bonded.

How, George didn't know.

But deep inside him there was a little voice that voiced the desire of being part of that bond.

A ridicules wish, they would never accepted him, he told himself over and over.

_You imprisoned them and were mean and made everything unnecessary hard with your behavior_, one voice said sternly.

_**But why did Hiccup still offer his hand in friendship time and time again? Why haven't they told you to go yet? Because the still want you here**_, argued the other voice in his head.

_He's just being nice_, the other voice said.

_**No, he means it**_, the other said.

_Get real_, the other would just counter, _all we do is fight and argue and insult each other. We can't work just once together with anyone of them. We are too different from them._

And then the other voice would remind the other voice: _**We already worked together. You and Hiccup worked together when you had that mock-fight in Kinkal when you were captured by Alvin to serve as a distraction, you and Josh just saved Hiccup and Conner when they were dangling from the side of the boat, about to be shot, you helped Kate often with the food, you helped to care for her when she was poisoned, you also shared laughter with them and you managed to obey certain orders from others too. Admit it; you are just too proud and afraid to bind yourself to these people. You are afraid of them turning their back on them just like everybody else did in your life. Even though you know that is not going to happen. **_

_And how would you know what my motives are? It's not like they only left me, they left you as well and above all, how can you know the future. We barely know these people._

_**And whose fault is that? We could be so much more, so much better, if you'd just open yourself to new possibilities. Change is nothing bad. Change is good. We could do with some friends you know?**_

_We have friends._

_**Yes, people that will kill you once they know what you are doing here. Riding dragons, consulting with strangers, leaving home undefended….**_

_That was not my fault, I was abducted._

_**We're back at the beginning again….**_

That was usually the point where George told both voices to shut up.

He was conflicted. He didn't know what to do.

Usually he did the wrong thing.

How did that have anything to do with becoming a hypocrite?

Easy: It made how he now felt even worse.

This whole mess he now called his life had started with dragons.

Dragons attacking his home ever since he could remember, dragons killing his family, dragons making his life hard, dragons being the reason for their poverty, dragons ridden by humans throwing his world out of balance, dragons carrying him away in their claws, dragons suddenly being nothing like he thought, dragons suddenly being annoyingly friendly and playful, dragons suddenly saving his life, dragons becoming part of his daily life, dragons turning out to be…awesome creatures.

Yes, awesome, that had been the word.

He, George, who had despised dragons his whole life and had sworn to kill every last of them, sneaked every night into the stables under deck and spend some hours with Nightlights head in his lab, scratching the dragon under the chin and over the eyes, breathing in the slight smell of sulfur and gas, feeling the warmth emitting from the dragons scales, enjoying the soft humming-noises they made.

But he was too afraid and still too proud to let the others know. He already got annoyed imagining Josh's smug face.

Yes, he was absolutely a hypocrite.

Had he known what was in store for him, he'd run away a long time ago!

.

.
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The second evening after stealing the boat from Conners dad had started so well, George was sure nothing could ruin it.

Yeah, right, enough said!

But George felt optimistic.

Why?

Easy!

The weather was nice, the waves not too bad, nobody had, yet, attacked them and he'd been nominated to make dinner.

Okay, the latter one had, at first, not been a reason to be happy.

He was a horrible chef. It was a wonder he'd survived this long on his own.

But as he rummaged through the pantry of the ship and its cooling-room, which was filled with giant ice-blocks that only melted very slowly, he found what made his day.

CHICKEN!

George just loved chicken.

But the last weeks he'd been forced to eat fish and he HATED fish with a passion that was already legendary at home.

Sadly living in a FISHING-village didn't help much.

So he'd been ecstatic to find a dozen plucked and gutted chickens hanging from the ceiling of the cooling room.

Dinner that night had been awesome, even the others had said so and he'd seen relieve in the other's eyes too that knowing there was something else than fish.

Well, except for Hiccup maybe. That guy probably had sucked fish-flavored-milk when his mother had nursed him.

Anyway.

Still munching on a chicken-leg and another one in the other hand, he retreated to the deck with the others.

Sitting with their backs leaning against the railing they watched the sky pass overhead and searched for star-constellations.

Though he was sure Josh made his up.

He couldn't see a giant with three horns that was standing on a barrel and was holding a seven-picked-fork.

He doubted the others could either.

They laughed and shared stories and he felt strangely content.

He even told them some of his home-legends and a thing or two about himself in the progress.

The night went on and on and the stars twinkled in the sky and the crescent moon illuminated the deck enough for him to make out his companions faces.

Conner was lying on his back, still laughing from the joke Kate had just told them.

She had laid her head on Hiccups tights as a pillow and was fiddling with some piece of cloth and complained every time Hiccup moved.

Hiccup kept complaining that his bum was falling asleep from where he sat, leaning against the railing. Hope sat with crossed legs next to him and George sat next to her, legs outstretched, probed up on his hands and slightly leaning back and Josh lay in the middle of their circle on his belly and was carving his name in the plank with a knife. Conner had told him to 'knock it off' but of course Josh listened to no one but himself.

It was rather cold but none of them cared too much because of the heat the dragons around them were emitting even while sleeping.

It was peace and quiet in a way they hadn't known for a long time.

Just being together and saying nothing was enough said already.

"Thanks." He suddenly blurted out.

He didn't know why his mouth had decided to speak before his brain had given it permission but now it was too late.

All five of them looked at him.

Kate and Conner even sat up. Josh's eyes had widened to plates.

Hope frowned, as did most of them.

"For what?" Hiccup asked.

Was it just his imagination or was the other boy smiling? George couldn't see due to the light and the shadows.

He swallowed.

Now what, his mouth asked his brain. And the brain answered with: You started this, you say something!

But then the words left his mouth by themselves.

"I'm sorry. I only now understand. And I'm grateful for that." He said.

Conner frowned.

"Grateful for what?" he asked.

"I was a dick, I admit that. Though you can't really blame. At least not for the first few weeks or so." George continued.

"Or months." Josh muttered.

George ignored him.

"I've been thinking a lot lately."

"That's new." Josh commented.

"Shut up. Anyway, I've been thinking and I think… that I have treated you wrongly, all of you. And for that I must apologize. I must say and admit, my whole life I never had friends like you." He said silently.

There was a long heavy silence.

Then Hiccup asked carefully: "Since when are we your friends? I mean you made I quiet clear that you want nothing to do with us and would run as soon as you get the chance. What changed?"

George sighed.

"I know what you are doing is right. And what you did in Port East was right, to a certain extend of course and that you have always been right and that I can't blame you for what happened in the past. I think I have known all along but my pride wouldn't let me accept it. And I'm sorry for that. I guess I was just scared of the possibilities you showed me and how wrong my uncle had been, how twisted with hate. I don't want to end up like that. I want to have friends, people who care for me and to which I mean something. I want to make a change in the world, I….I want to be part of what you are doing Hiccup. What you all are doing. It might be impossible but not improbable. I…I pledge myself to this task because I am a soldier and although I know not much about this thing with the gods and diplomacy and whatnot, I do know how to fight. And I think you need that too. Also I….I have to come clean about something."

The others looked at him with raised eyebrows.

He got up and approached Nightlight.

The dragoness raised her head sleepily.

"Ahm, George…what are you doing? You sure that's wise? She could bite you." Kate warned.

"She won't." he said.

"Hey girl would you like a scratch?" he asked softly and Nightlight purred loudly and offered him his chin. He started scratching and talked softly to her as she purred and rolled onto her back so he could scratch the soft underside of her belly.

Nightlight crooned and nudged him carefully in the belly when he finished.

He returned to the others who all looked to him with their jaws on the ground and eyes wide as plates.

"You…you just….you…Nightlight….she let you…what did you do to my dragon?" Kate spluttered amazed.

"We…kinda became friends."

He told them everything, from his nightly visits to his doubts and fears.

When he was finished, there was a long silence and then Hiccup got up. George, who was still standing looked at him expectantly.

It was so strange. He was at least three year solder than the Viking, yet he felt like a small boy that had done something bad and now, after confessing, awaited his judgment.

Hiccup studied him for a few seconds then he said:

"I'd be honored to welcome you to my family" he said with a gesture at the others "I'd be honored to call you my brother in all but blood. I'd be honored to finally fight along your side and cover the grudge between our families. I'd be honored to start new. Hello, my name is Hiccup, nice to meet you. I'm on a mission to save the world, you wanna join me? We can offer long sleepless weeks, dangerous lands that can kill you and people that sometimes want to eat you, we usually sleep in caves and eat what we can hunt. Oh, and we ride dragons, we treat them like family but they are no pets and usually people don't like us and we end up fighting for our lives. What do you say?" he said with a grin.

George took his hand firmly and said: "Why not? Sounds like fun."

The others cheered.

.
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Here the evening should have ended and they all should have gone to bed and everything should have been alright.

Of course it wasn't like that.

As they walked over to the door to go under-deck, with George still holding one of his chick-legs, when a shadow blocked out the moon for a second, but long enough for them to notice.

Instincts kicking in, heads shot up and hands reached for weapons.

But most of them had left the in their cabins.

Only Josh had a knife. The others were unarmed.

"What was that?" Kate asked silently.

"Maybe just a flock of birds?" Conner suggested.

Again something flew overhead and at the heck of the ship an oil-lamp went out.

"That is anything but a flock of birds." Josh muttered.

"Form a circle everybody." Hiccup instructed silently. "We need to know what we're dealing with." He added.

"We're in the middle of the freaking ocean. What could it be?" George hissed.

"Don't know. Maybe a really big flying-fish?" Josh suggested.

"What's a flying-fish?" Hope asked.

"Not now." Kate muttered and her eyes moved across the night-sky.

Again a shadow passed, too fast to make anything out.

"We need weapons. Who's closest to the door?" George asked.

"You." Hope said back.

She was right. The door was right in front of him, about five meters away.

"I can make it." He said confidently.

He didn't get the chance to try.

Something swooped down from the sky and landed with a heavy 'THUMP' on the deck, right in front of George, blocking the way under-deck and the only way to their weapons.

In a heartbeat they had broken the circle and stood in a row in front of the….

"It had to be a dragon." Conner groaned.

"Naturally." Hope sighed.

Indeed, standing there on two legs with its wings aggressively opened and snarling at them stood a Deadly Nadder.

It looked pretty much like the one Hiccup had to face during Dragon Training on Berk with the exception that it wasn't blue but dark-green and the spiked on its head had a red tinge.

Its nostrils were flaring and its eyes were mad.

Behind them their two remaining dragons Toothless and Namhera (The others had gone to their stables under-deck minutes before) jumped to their feet, ready to attack.

"NO! NO FIRE! OR WE'LL ALL BURN!" Hiccup shouted.

Gradually the dragons settled back down but not without hostile hisses directed at the intruder.

Not that said intruder really cared. It sniffed around and stamped with its feet.

"Well, go on then." Conner muttered. "There are four dragon-riders among us. One of us can do something, right? Like, send it away?" he asked.

"Well, we can most certainly try." Hiccup muttered and stepped forward. Toothless whinnied behind him, looking at Hiccup pleadingly. "Don't worry bud. Piece of cake, really." He assured his friend.

Carefully he extended a hand and whispered lowly: "Calm boy. Everything is alright. Just calm down and then we can see what we can do for you." At least he thought it was a male. It was often hard to tell with dragons.

The dragon spared him a quick glance and Hiccup could see it in its eyes.

He let himself fall to the ground the same second a volley of spikes flew over his head and impaled themselves quivering in the wooden railing.

Toothless howled and nearly pounced at the other dragon but Hiccup jumped up and blocked his path. The Nadder only seemed mildly interest. It was still sniffing the air.

Hiccup backed up until he stood between his friends again.

"Okay, so that didn't work." he muttered and thought.

"Don't….don't Nadders have a blind spot or something like that?" Kate asked. "I remember reading in Bork's book about it."

"Of course, you're right. _'Every dragon has its blind spot. Find it, hid in it and strike'_. Kate you're brilliant. I wouldn't have thought of that." Hiccup said, quoting his old teacher Gobber.

He dusted himself off a bit before approaching the Nadder directly from the front, staying in its blind spot whenever it moved.

He nearly made it into reaching distance to scratch that soft spot under the dragon's jaw that made them fall asleep, when the Nadder suddenly jumped around, knocking him over in the process and advanced on his friends.

They scattered like a bunch of chickens.

The dragon decided to follow George who ran as fast as he could across the whole deck, curing and ordering the others to "get that thing of his back before it made mincemeat out of him". Nightlight and Namhera started chasing after them, running the others over, getting in their way in tripping them in the process.

It was total chaos.

"We need to help him!" Hiccup shouted at the others.

"No kidding, right?" Josh answered and grabbed a rope. "Catch!" He shouted and threw Hiccup the other and.

Understanding what Josh had in mind they ran towards the middle of the deck.

"GEORGE! LEAD IT OVER HERE." Josh shouted.

George risked a glance and nodded when he understand.

Running full speed he jumped over rope.

The Nadder that was hot on his heels got caught in the rope and went down.

In a second Hiccup and Josh were up and started to wrap the rope around its legs and wings so it would be contained for now.

But the dragon fought tooth and nail and its tail swept Hope off her feet and sent her sprawling into Hiccup, who let go off the rope.

Namhera, who saw his rider getting 'attacked' by the other dragon roared and trailed across the deck ready to attack the Nadder.

The ropes got lose and the Nadder got free, pushing Namhera off and he swirled around and its eyes fixed on….

"GEORGE! GET DOWN!" Kate shouted as the dragon pounced.

George flattened himself onto the ground. The dragon missed him by a hair but before it could attack again, Hope and Conner were there, driving it back while Hiccup dragged George back.

Namhera and Toothless rejoined the fight, snarling and snapping at the other dragon.

It just sent volley after volley of spiked at them its crazy eyes on George the whole time.

"What could it possibly want from you?" Hiccup asked George gasping.

"I don't know I've never seen this dragon before." George answered and stopped for a brief second to catch his breath.

Josh ran up next to them.

"Maybe my prayers were finally answered. But the timing is most unfitting." He said with an awed look at the dragon that tried to get past the barrier of humans and dragons.

"What prayers?" Hiccup asked irritated.

"Oh, you know the usual. I've been asking god for a while to send a dragon to eat George so we'd be rid of him." Josh said casual.

Seeing the horrified and angry gazes of his two friends he added hastily: "Of course that was before I saw what an awesome guy you actually are!"

Hiccup shook his head.

"It doesn't matter why it's here. We have to find how we get rid of it. There's no kidding with wild dragons!"

The others nodded.

"But how do we do that?" George asked.

"I have no idea, maybe…" Hiccup was interrupted by a sudden burst of flames and Hopes surprised cry.

They swirled around and saw the Nadder spit fire.

"NO! Keep it from spitting too much fire! He'll burn everything down!" Conner shouted panicking and swung the hitcher he'd found hard around, hitting the dragon on the snout.

It screeched and pushed Conner hard to the ground, hit Namhera with its thorn-covered tail in the side and knocked Toothless against the railing and jumped over Hope.

It grunted and fixed its gaze on George before advancing.

Desperately Hiccup did the only thing he could.

He conjured his fire-abilities and hurled fire-ball after fireball at the other dragon, keeping it away.

But he couldn't go full flame; the risk of setting the deck on fire was too big!

"George, go and hide somewhere, Josh, go and get weapons!" he shouted while blocking the dragon's path.

He saw Josh running towards the door; saw Kate helping Conner back to his feet. She looked up at him and he saw uncertainty and worry in her eyes.

But his attention was directed back at the Nadder. It tried to sneak past him but Hiccup jumped into its path, hurtling more fireballs into its face.

And then Toothless was next to him, jumping at the dragon. They went down in a ball of wings and tails and to Hiccups great horror the Nadder pushed Toothless off and **over** the railing into the sea!

"NO! TOOTHLESS! NAMHERA! GET HIM!" he shouted, desperation clawing in his throat. The Whispering Death looked at him blankly for a second, then his gaze darted to Hope who nodded hardly and shouted: "Go my friend! Save him!"

With that Namhera too disappeared over the side of the boat.

Hiccup suddenly felt very nauseous. He didn't care that the Nadder surged past him and he heard George shout in anger. He didn't care that Josh was suddenly there, shoving the Stormblade into his hands or the Kate shouted his name.

He fell heavily to his knees.

_Toothless._

Dragons weren't great swimmers. And Toothless didn't like water very much!

Josh dragged him to his feet.

"Keep it together. Namhera will get him. But we have to help George!" he shouted.

Hiccup looked up and saw that the Nadder had cornered George by the heck of the ship. They were too far away to possibly reach him in time.

But then Hiccup noticed something.

Something crucial.

The dragon was not staring at George.

Well, indirectly it was but its gaze was fixed on something George was holding….

And then, like so often, things clicked together in Hiccups brain in the fraction of a second and he knew what had to be done.

"GEORGE! IT'S THE CHICKEN! IT WANTS THE CHICKEN!" he shouted across the deck.

He felt the disbelieving gazes but he kept going.

"NADDERS LOVE CHICKEN! I READ THAT IN THE BOOK OF DRAGONS!" he shouted again.

"GIVE IT AND IT WILL LEAVE, I'M SURE OF IT!"

Every normal, sane, human being would have given up the battered chicken-leg that George somehow had managed to hold on to, in a heartbeat.

But not George.

His eyes narrowed down and he clutched the chicken-leg to his chest.

"NEVER!" he shouted.

The other five stopped behind the dragon that didn't care much. It kept swatting with its tail and kept them at bay while it cornered George further.

"George, don't be stupid!" Kate shouted.

"Give the damn dragon the damn chicken if it saves your damn life!" Josh shouted.

"I just got it!" George shouted back and twisted aside as the dragon snapped at him.

"We'll get you another one, I promise but it's not worth dying for a piece of chicken-leg!" Hiccup shouted.

"It is when you've eaten nothing but fish for months!" George shouted and swatted at the dragon as it got to close for his liking.

"He has a point." Josh muttered at Hiccup.

Hiccup shot him a glare.

"George, give the dragon the chicken-leg now!" Hope ordered and stomped down with one foot.

"No, it's mine!"

That was the moment the dragon decided it had enough of their games.

It snatched the chicken from Georges hand and backed away, seemingly grinning triumphantly at George.

George clenched his fists.

"YOU. DIDN'T. JUST. DO. THAT?!" he growled.

What he did them would be told to children all over the world by their parents for eons to come.

George, the human, tackled the full grown wild Nadder.

Stupid? Yes. Effective? Very.

It's unclear who was more surprised. The Nadder or the other five of Georges companions.

But one thing was clear.

It worked just well for George's purposes.

The Nadder in its surprise dropped the . George caught it and rolled between the dragons legs and jumped to his feet.

The dragon swirled around, destroying several riggings and part of the railing.

Its eyes were narrowed down and fixed on George who swung the chick-leg like a trophy.

"Ha, did you really thing you could beat me that easily?" George gloated.

Hiccup groaned.

A Nadder was a very proud dragon. They didn't take nice to teasing.

Just as Hiccup thought that it jumped at George with its claws outstretched.

What followed can only be described as the most disturbing wrestling match this earth has ever and will ever see.

The others could do nothing but stand and stare and occasionally jump aside.

The two unlikely opponents were locked in combat but it didn't look like either of them was actually getting hurt….

This bizarre fight got to end when both parties were tugging on one side of the chicken-leg like on a tow.

"You…can't…have…it!" George said through gritted teeth.

The dragon screeched something too while tugging at the chicken with its beak.

It came as it had too, both let go at the same moment; the chicken went flying and flying, twisting around itself in midair.

Both George and the dragon reached for it.

George's hand was only inches away when the jaws of the Nadder clapped shut around it and it swallowed the chicken in one final gulp.

Personally Hiccup thought George was lucky to not get his hand bitten off.

For a second the dragon and the boy just stared at each other.

The dragon made a deep rumbling noise in the back of its throat but it was not threatening.

George was panting. His cloths were torn and he has some superficial scratches.

For wrestling with a dragon he looked surprisingly good.

The other five just stood there, gaping at them.

Finally George said: "You're a pretty good fighter. I respect that."

The dragon crooned and suddenly its throat contacted and it regurgitated half of the chicken before George's feet.

"Oh look, you made a friend." Hiccup grinned.

George picked up the half-eaten chicken and took a hearty bite while looking the dragon up and down.

"I think that's what I'm going to call you. Fighter. 'Cause that's what you are."

He sounded very pleased with himself and the dragon rubbed its head on his shoulder.

"Ahm…excuse me, but name it?" Kate asked astonished.

"Yes, name it. Your dragons have all names. Why can't mine?" George asked with a devilish grin.

"Your… dragon?" Josh chocked.

"You want to keep him?" Hope asked horrified. "After he nearly burned down the ship and killed us all?"

"He didn't try to kill you. He was just a bit…hasty in his…decisions… and actions." George defended the Nadder.

Conner fainted.

"Great." George groaned.

Fighter looked confused.

"Don't mind him, he's just a girls petty-coat." George said snickering. The dragon made some equivalence to a snicker.

"Great, the last thing we need is a Dragon-George." Kate groaned.

Hiccup just laughed.

"Look on the bright side." He said.

"Which is?" she asked.

"You won't have to share a dragon with him anymore."

That was how a perfect day ended for George.

.

.

.

.

**Alright people, it happened. Tell me what you thought of this development. **

**Love, Kate**
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Chapter Eighty-Five: It's hot, it's dangerous, it's probably hell

Hiccup first noticed it when he helped Conner with some reparations on the ship.

George's fight with Fighter two days ago had left some damage on the ship but neither of them saw it necessary to help. The two of them spend nearly all of their time together, rough-housing around, bonding and stuff like that.

Of course that was important but it was still strange.

Anyway.

Hiccup was nailing a piece of wood into the railing to stabilize it, when he happened to look up.

He frowned.

The sea was always misty and especially in the morning hours there could be a lot of fog hanging lowly over it.

But this….this was strange.

He put the hammer down and asked: "Conner, correct me if I'm wrong but have you ever seen so much…mist….over the sea?"

Conner too looked up from his work.

He frowned.

"Now that you mention it. It is pretty dense. But then again it's been hot these past days. Maybe it's just natural."

Hiccup nodded but not without a wary side-glance he returned to his work.

.

.

It was two days later that Hiccup was certain something was amiss with their location.

And he wasn't the only one.

They all stood at the bow of the ship, looking ahead.

Well, they would have if they'd been able to look ahead but the dense walls of mist, fog or what-ever it was, hid everything beyond from their eyes.

To all sides and even above them there were these white walls. The sun was only a distant plate in the sky, unable to get all the way through to them.

The air was heavy and wet.

He couldn't decide whether he felt hot or cold.

Hiccup didn't like it.

It reminded him too much of the time they had encountered Zhang. And that had ended in a prison-break.

They had put a table near the canopied steering-wheel on which they had laid out the best maps they had.

Which didn't mean much since it was also one of the oldest but the only one that still had the 'Fire-Wall-Lands' painted on them as detailed as possible.

On every other map it was either a white spot or an incorrect version of how it might look like.

They stood around said table and were trying to estimate their most likely location.

Conner sighed.

"The last time I saw the stars was nearly four nights ago. The rest of the time the fog has blocked them out. We're only sailing by compass now but that won't get us anywhere in a long run."

Hope leaned forward and asked silently: "Do you think that this could be already the…the mist that swallows all the travelers? You know the one we talked about back at Conner's cave?"

Conner looked at the map.

"I don't think so…I know that we made good time and the wind has been in our favor and everything but we couldn't have possible made it there that quickly." He said doubtfully.

"I say we stick to the compass and the general direction. I mean the fog can't go on forever, right?" George said.

"That's what you said about the desert too." Hiccup reminded him, his eyes travelling the map.

"And it stopped somewhere."

"Yeah, after it nearly killed us." Kate reminded him.

Hiccup sighed.

"Let's go with that for now." He said. "It's not like we have any other options. But one of us is constantly at the steering-wheel and one is looking ahead, trying to see if there are any obstacles. The last thing we need is sail the boat head-first into a rock or something. I'll work out a timetable." He said. Everybody nodded.

"For now Conner, you take the steering-wheel, Hope, you are on look-out. George, see if the fire needs refueling. Kate, get us all spare ropes you can find. And Josh, get Zhang."

They looked at him confused.

"Why do you need the last two things?" Hope asked.

"Easy" Hiccup said with a grim expression "We'll take a look ahead."

.

.

.

"Are you sure this is going to work?" Josh yelled over the head wind as Zhang pressed onward through the thick whiteness.

Hiccup on the back of Toothless floated elegantly closer and shouted back: "It's an ancient Viking method. Like this we navigate through unknown territory to not get lost."

"But why do I have to be the dog on a leash?" Josh complained.

Before they had taken off from the deck of their ship, Hiccup had knotted all the ropes Kate had brought him together into a very, very, very long rope and tied it to Zhangs leg.

Back onboard Kate had tied the other end of the rope to the main mast and kept them anchored.

Hiccup had done it so they would not get lost in the mist. If they wished to return, Josh would take the rope off Zhangs leg and it would guide them back to their ship.

The incident on Port East had thought them all a lesson.

Mist was a tricky thing.

"Stop complaining and see if you can spot anything." Hiccup ordered him, slightly chuckling.

But the easy atmosphere didn't last long.

It was as if the nothing around them sucked everything living out of its surroundings. Hiccup felt as if all his sense slowly shut down.

He heard nothing but the constant swoosh of the wind, saw nothing but whiteness, all he felt was the coldness and the wetness of the mist on his skin, soaking through the many layers of cloths and all he could taste was water. It all blended together to a monotone picture of misery.

His head was spinning. Everything looked the same. There weren't even the littlest sign of anything.

He steered over to Josh and Zhang. Both looked miserable. With chattering teeth Josh looked up at him.

"C…can…we…g…g…go…do…down?" he stammered.

Hiccup nodded defeated.

"Oh thank god!" Josh groaned and quickly untied the tow.

But his fingers were so numb from the coldness and slippery from the water; it slipped right through his fingers and fell down…

.

.

.

.

.

.

.

.

Hiccup sometimes wondered why he bothered.

Apparently bad luck was the air he was breathing. So why care at all?

For a heartbeat both boys watched the falling rope with dumb expressions.

Them Hiccup clicked the tailfin into dive-mode and Toothless, wings pressed flatly against his sleek body plummeted head-first after the rope.

Hiccup pressed himself flat against Toothless's back, one hand outstretched.

He could see the rope in front of him.

His hands closed around it and Toothless stopped abruptly, hovering heavily in the air.

Zhang came to stop just paces away, Josh breathlessly asking: "Did you get it?"

Hiccup glared at him. "Yes I did." He said annoyed.

"Come on, let's get back.

Back on the ship, dressed in dry and warm cloth they told the others about the nothingness ahead.

That night everybody went defeated to bed, unsure what the next day would bring.

.

.

The next day was grey. The sun was hidden not only by the mist but also by clouds, which only intensified the strange phenomenon they had expected and dreaded.

Kate saw it first.

She was sitting in the crow's nest on look-out when she suddenly cam barreling down and towards the canopy there Hiccup and Conner discussed their rout.

"Tell me I'm imagining things but could it be that…that the air is…glowing over there?" she asked and pointed ahead.

Both boys looked up.

She was right.

You needed to concentrate to see it but there was an orange tint to the air…

But that orange-red glow ahead only got stronger after another day.

By then they were surrounded in the orange glow that sucked the color out of everything, making it all a dull grey color.

The air now grew hotter and the mist denser. It was like breathing water at times.

George swept the sweat from his brown and muttered: "Gods help us. It's the 'Glow of Hell'. We're close."

Hiccup gulped.

"What is this place?" Kate asked softly.

"I think we are about to find out." Hope whispered.

.

.

Hiccup thought at first it was the sound of thunder.

The rumbling noise had been there all day, distant and ominous.

But as the day went on and on, he soon discovered that it couldn't be thunder rolling.

That didn't really cheer him up. A storm was at least something he knew. This…this scared him.

Not being able to see, only hearing scary noises from up ahead were they were going, always fearing with the next wave they would smash against some rocks was unnerving.

Also he missed the sunlight.

He'd lost all sense of time.

It was as if they were trapped under a dome of fog, cut off from the outside world.

The only indication that days were passing was that sometimes the air grew darker and then a little bit lighter again.

But there was no total darkness anymore.

The orange light was ever-present. Just like the mist.

It was Nowhere-Land.

This really was a godforsaken place. He could understand that people got lost here and were never seen again. You could probably sail round in a circle all along and would never notice. Good thing they had a compass.

.

.

The atmosphere between the others was tense.

Approximately one week they had been trapped in this mist now and there was nothing to do.

Loud disagreements were a common thing, everyone snapped at the slightest thing but Hiccup couldn't hold it against them. He too was barely keeping it together as it was.

He tried to keep them occupied with training and discussions about their mission and what they were thinking and making plans but that only helped a little.

The training-fights were brutal and hard with everybody letting go of their frustrations. Things like target practice turned into competitions, the discussions were half-hearted and short-lived.

They all knew that they had to keep it together, that they should try harder to not let this situation affect them so much but it was so damn hard.

Hiccup told himself again and again: This is only another test. To see if you are patient enough to wait and keep going and don't lose it so easily. Maybe that is what killed all the other people that wanted to go to the 'Fire-Wall-Lands'. They didn't pass this test because all they wanted was the gold and didn't want to wait for it. Their greed and hast killed them ….or the lack of food after some months.

Hiccup sighed and continued staring ahead.

.

.

The rumbling sound grew louder and louder. By the second day after it had appeared it was so loud it was hard to fall asleep peacefully.

On the morning of their tenth day at sea (or so they thought) it happened.

They were all on deck for their morning combat exercise, when Josh's eyes suddenly widened and his jaw fell down. He was standing in front of them, so they couldn't see what he was gazing at.

Confused they turned around….and froze.

For the first time the mist-wall in front of them broke apart and revealed a sight that couldn't be real.

"The 'Fire-Wall-Lands'." Josh breathed in awe.

"We're like the first people to see this in…in ages!" Kate whispered.

"Only if we live to tell the tale." George mumbled but he too was overwhelmed by the sight.

"Gods almighty." Hope breathed. "What a sight."

"If this isn't hell, I'm sure as hell I don't want to go to hell ever!" Kate muttered.

In front of them rose rampant black volcanic mountains into the sky, stretching on to both sides before they were swallowed by the mist again. They were spiky and dangerous looking like the jagged teeth of some monster, with thorns all over it.

They loomed over them like the shadows giants but that was not the impressive thing.

Hiccup had seen lots of mountain-ranges like this.

But what made this place so unique and breathtaking and dangerous was the lava.

These weren't just volcanic mountains; they were actual volcanoes and from the top and from cracks in the sides of their walls spilled molten fire in wide rivers down the hillsides into the sea.

Its orange glow was so strong; it seemed to shine through everything.

The air was heavy with the smell of sulfur and heat.

The sea was hissing where the lava touched it.

Steam rose and the wind blew it away.

Again there was that sound of thunder rolling only ten times louder and they watched in awe as on top of one of the volcanoes something exploded and chunks of rock and balls of fire rained from the sky.

Every now and then the mountains would break apart to reveal small and narrower or some wider passages through their midst and into what lay behind them, but every time Hiccup peaked into them as they sailed by, he saw lots of boulders in the shallow waters, lava falling from the brims above and winding paths that sneaked through there like a maze.

In front of them another volcano exploded and again chunks of stone and lava hit the water,

not too far away and they all gulped slightly.

"This is very dangerous." Conner stated.

"And somewhere inside that maze is the 'Island of Tomorrow'. On which Illiona is held captive." Hiccup said tonelessly.

"Well, they really don't need to worry about people trying to invade secretly. You need to survive getting there first." Josh said in a similar voice.

Hiccup sighed. "Let's go and look for somewhere to anchor for tonight. Somewhere save."

.

.

.

**AN: Yeah, it's been a long time but now the weekend is here and I can chill out a bit and write. **

**Thanks for following the story, thanks for reviewing it and thanks for sticking with me. You're great.**

**Lots of love,**

**Kate.**
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Chapter Eighty-Six: Paradise in Hell

Hiccup lowered his looking glass.

"So that's it." He said. "The 'Isle of Tomorrow'."

"It looks a lot like Paradise." Josh commented.

"It's far from that." Hiccup replied and passed the looking glass to George.

"And somewhere on that island your friend Illiona is held captive?"

"In that mountain to be exact." Hiccup said and pointed ahead.

.

Two nights ago they had dared to sail into one of the wider passages in the wall of constantly lava-spitting volcanoes that was not as dangerous as the others and had found a wide bay, wide and deep enough to hold their giant boat. It was well hidden by tall volcanoes looming over them forming a semi-circle with a direct escape-rout to the open sea and smaller winding path to all sides that could not be sailed by any sorts of boats because there was constantly lava falling down from the brims above those paths and hitting the water below, making it deadly dangerous to pass.

This bay sort of was their operation base now.

And last night Hiccup had send Illiona a dream-message that they were close and that she should be ready.

She had told them not to contact her anymore because the people that held her captive where already suspicious of her and that they should beware the invisible guarding monsters, whatever that meant.

So earlier this day Hope, Conner and Kate had set out for a first scouting mission but had come back empty handed.

After a quick lunch the remaining three of their team had saddled up and taken their first glance at their current location.

It was a mesmerizing sight, no doubt but it was also very creepy.

This archipelago was nothing but a collection of volcanoes, sometimes connected by land-bridges.

Water-paths sneaked through them.

Some volcanoes were tall and had wider open round craters filled with magma like some sort of fiery lake.

Others had smaller openings, looking like chimneys that spit magma and lava every now and then into the sky with a lot of energy.

The ground shook the whole time. Everywhere there were pools of the molten stone and they had to be careful not to walk to closely by because every now and them a bubble of magma on the surface of those small pools would spontaneously burst, firing small drops of the burning hot lava everywhere. They also had to watch where they stepped should they walk or the ground would break away under their foot, revealing yet another pool of fire just a few feet underneath them.

Sometimes they even came across small pools of boiling hot water that smelled strongly of sulfur.

The air was hot and it hurt breathing.

Soon they were covered in ashes and were sweating lakes.

The rocks were either black or dark brown, the earth was dry and dusty and where there were no volcanoes or anything similar there was wasteland.

Nothing living, nothing friendly, just hostile surroundings wherever you looked.

There was no sun in the sky, just the steam and that ever present orange glow.

Hiccup had already forgotten what trees looked like or clouds or anything colorful.

His mouth was as dry as the desert they had escaped three weeks ago.

.

They had wanted to give up and continue their search tomorrow when and exploding volcano had forced them to reverse course and while doing so they had flown over the highest chain of volcanoes yet and had spotted something that hurt Hiccups eyes.

Blue.

After nothing but orange and grey and black for days the sight of crystal-clear dark blue water that sparkled slightly was overwhelming for their eyes.

They had landed their dragon on a ledge overlooking the small ocean-like pond in front of them.

It was unreal.

Actually everything they had seen so far was unreal but this topped it all.

Ringed by the tall black volcanoes the sparkling blue looked unrealistic, like something from a dream.

Something so…beautiful couldn't possible exist in such a hostile surrounding.

But that wasn't all.

In the middle of this mini-ocean lay an island.

But it was nothing like the volcano-islands all around them, no.

It was covered in lush green forests, wide grassy fields, it had white sandy beaches and a single grey mountain rose like a needle from the east-shore into the sky.

A small village was located near the shore. The houses seemed to center around one huge mansion.

There were docks that ran far into the middle of the mini-ocean and there were lots of boats of all kind there.

They even saw people doing their normal daily duties without as much as a wink at their spooky surroundings.

It was Paradise in the middle of hell.

.

"That mountain?" George asked.

"So you see another one?" Hiccup asked sarcastically.

At the east end of the 'Isle of Tomorrow' grew a single mountain skywards like a giant grey needle.

It was tall but thin and looked absolutely smooth. From here Hiccup could see no caves or any entrances or holes in general.

"We need to circle around to get an overview." He said and put the looking glass back into his pocket.

"In broad daylight? Good idea." George said just as sarcastically.

"Hey guys, let's play nice, alright? Hiccup is right, we need a look around but also George is right when he says that doing this in broad daylight will get us caught. So I say we go back, eat and drink something, tell the others what's going on and then come back and look around. Sound good? Because I am tired and thirsty and hungry and need a bath."

Hiccup and George nodded and together they mounted their dragons.

.

.

When they landed back on the deck of 'The Huntress of the Sea' Kate was already expecting them.

Her hair was wet and open, falling down her back to her waist.

Just now Hiccup realized how much she had changed these past months on the road with him.

She'd never been as graceful as her sister but they both shared a certain kind of elegance and they both were pretty women.

But Kate had outgrown the tiny and slim girl with the shoulder-length hair she'd been when she'd joined him.

She was a lot taller, her hair longer and under the sun of the desert and other places it had become redder. Her aristocratic white skin was tanned and rougher and littered by marks of their travels. Small scars, little blemishes that suited her far better, crossed over her arms.

Her big green eyes were a lot wiser. She'd seen things even the books of her old home and the stories of others could have never prepared her for.

She'd been a little naïve when she'd joined him, thinking this was a little adventure. That this was live and death was something she'd discovered soon but she had stood with him through all of this.

Hiccup sometimes wondered what her motives were. Just to get away from being a princess? Somehow that was a weak excuse in his eyes. But he didn't doubt her. She had proven again and again how trustworthy and loyal she was.

Seeing her standing there in brown pants, a wide white shirt and an open brown waistcoat and boots, with her favorite hunting knives strapped to her hips, he felt a strange warm feeling blossoming in his chest. The little acrobat had changed into a fighter.

Was it pride? Certainly, but also something else.

When they had landed she approached them and asked eagerly: "And, did you find something?"

Hiccup smiled at her. "Yeah, we did. But we'll tell you later. It's kinda strange to explain. Where are the others?"

"Making some early dinner. We didn't know when you'd be back so we decided to make something you could heat up again. Why don't you take a bath while I go and help them and we meet up in say half an hour to discuss things? Sound good?"

"Sounds perfect." He said and before walking past her he gave her a quick peck on the cheek. "Thanks." He said. And he meant in more than one way.

Kate brought them towels and after she was gone the three of them undressed and jumped into the water.

The probably only good thing about their location was that there was plenty of warm water. Through swimming was hard with only one and a half legs Hiccup managed it just fine to stay over the surface.

And so they scrubbed of the sweat and ashes and grime and the dirt form under their fingernails and between their toes and combed their hair.

While washing his face, hiccup realized that the scratchy thing on his chin and cheeks was no dried dirt of blood or anything.

He touched it again and felt his throat closing up slightly.

He'd started growing a beard. The first stubbles of manhood had started too grown on his chin.

Had he still been on Berk this would have been celebrated.

Together with the sixteenth birthday it marked the step from child to adulthood.

He dropped his hands and took a deep breath.

This was nothing, just some stubble, nothing worth to get sentimental about.

He'd just shave it off.

He quickly climbed aboard, ignoring the water fight between George and Josh and grabbed a towel before heading to his cabin.

It was small with a cot in the wall. There were two scuttles with a table underneath and two chairs. Next to the door was a closet and there were two small shelves above as well as a row of coat hooks along another wall.

The wooden panels on the floor were covered by a small rug. There were maps on the walls as well. Maps of places he hadn't seen yet.

Three oil-lamps that dangled from the ceiling spend warm light and his bags were piled next to the table. The table itself was littered by his own maps, papers, notes, the Book of Dragons and a half eaten apple.

He quickly dried himself, noticing how tanned his own skinned was and how much he'd grown. All this flying, running and fighting certainly helped you developing some muscles. The things he'd worn when he'd left Berk and which he'd taken with him since long didn't fit him anymore.

He'd found new cloth on the boat that was far better. Sturdy blue pants and a black long sleeved shirt and a new pair of boots. Well, one new boot.

There was a knock on the door.

"Yes, come in." he called out and turned around.

Hope stood there.

She was wearing a white apron over her bright yellow tunic and white trousers. How she managed to keep those trousers white was a mystery itself.

She had the hundreds of tiny braids her hair was divided in pulled together into one and she was missing her golden jewelry.

"Dinner is ready." She said with a smile.

"Thanks, I'll be there in a minute." He told her.

"Don't take too long or there will be nothing left."

He laughed. "Don't worry. I just need to tie my boot and then I'll be there."

While eating George, Josh and Hiccup reported to the others what they had seen.

"I will only believe it when I see it. It sounds…unnatural." Kate said.

"Actually it's not that unbelievable." Conner interrupted. "Volcanic grounds are the most fertile plains there are!"

"That still doesn't explain the disappearing people and all of that." Kate said.

"This place is a mystery wrapped in a riddle my Gran would say." Hope said.
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Chapter Eighty-Seven: Attempted Rescue

In retrospect Hiccup would always think that the signs had been there.

This was a catastrophe, waiting to happen.

But no, he hadn't listened to his gut-feeling and instead charged on, head first.

They were perched on the same ledge he, George and Josh had sat on earlier that day and were looking down.

Despite the lack of sun the people living on the Isle of Tomorrow seemed to have a pretty good idea of what time it must have been.

Within an hour all lights were out and there were no people n the streets anymore.

Thick heavy black curtains were drawn before the windows, blocking out all light and noise, doors were locked and strange silence descended upon the Isle.

What really bugged Hiccup was the lack of security.

There were no guards. Not at all. There were no walls of defense or weapons of defense.

The cattle were still out on the fields, grazing without a care in the world.

"Are they really this careless? I mean, I can understand that you have to be suicidal and lucky to get even here, like us, but it is possible. Could they really be so naïve to believe no one will ever bother them?" Josh asked.

"Maybe we just can't see it." Hope suggested.

"Let's not complain if they are that naïve. Come on gang, let's see what we got here." Hiccup said and gave Toothless the signal for take-off.

They sailed through the low hanging clouds. The air was hot and damp, nothing compared to the dry hotness around the volcanoes.

Hiccup nodded at the others and they all simultaneously went into a dive. Head first they plunged downward. Nothing but dark shadows against the orange of the sky.

They flew low, barely above the grass fields and tree-tops.

Hiccup made a simple hand gesture in three different directions.

They nodded and split into two groups.

Hiccup, Kate and George flew towards the lonely mountain **(anyone people?)** whereas Conner, Hope and Josh headed for the village to see what was going on there.

They flew just above the trees. It Hiccup stretched out a hand he'd be able to touch the tranches.

This forest wasn't as dense as Hiccup was used to.

The trees had a lot of space between them and most of them were conifers. Other than that there was no undergrowth or brake. He doubted that there was any wildlife down there.

The mountain was just up ahead and Hiccup steered Toothless higher. Slowing down they rose higher and higher.

Hiccup let his eyes wander over the surface of the mountain while slowly circling it. Kate and George ware just paces behind him, also watching, searching.

Once they had circled the whole mountain once and then another without finding anything, they met to regroup at the foot of the mountain.

"I just don't understand it. This stone is perfectly smooth. Where is it?" Hiccup asked frustrated and punched the saddle angrily.

Kate looked at him sympathetically.

"Maybe we should try again. Maybe we missed it because it's right in front of our eyes." She suggested halfheartedly.

Hiccup's head snapped up.

"What did you say?" he asked stunned.

She frowned. "I said maybe we can't see it because it's too obvious?" she repeated unsure.

"Kate you are a genius." Hiccup exclaimed.

"I knew that." Kate said.

"Why, what is it?" George asked.

Hiccup pointed at the mountain.

"Let's pretend you are the guy hiding Illiona in that mountain. It's a secret place, right? No one is suppose to know where it is and even if they know, they are suppose to have a hard time getting there, right?"

"Right." The others said.

"The mountain is perfect. It's neither big nor does it have any places to hide. You would be totally exposed if you climbed it."

"Yes." His two friends said in agreement.

"And yet should someone succeed in getting here, what is the first thing they would see of the island?"

"The mountain. It sticks out like a sore thumb." George said.

"Right. So obviously you can't build a staircase into the mountain, everybody would see it and assume that something must be in that mountain, probably something precious if you go by the effort it takes to make such a staircase into a mountain."

"So…they didn't hid Illiona here?" Kate asked slightly confused."

"Oh they did. They just made sure nobody would find the stairs."

Seeing the confused expressions on their faces he said: "It's an optical illusion. If you look directly at the mountain from the sea or even from above, you can't see it. But here on the ground…"

They all looked up and really, Hiccup was right.

There it was!

The mountainside wasn't nearly as smooth as it looked to the naked eye.

But its twists and turns formed a natural pattern, covering the stairs that had been carved into those patterns.

The stairs were twisted and made turns, went back down again and then up again, halfway around the mountain, sometimes steep upwards, other times they just barely rose.

But they didn't interfere with eth natural optic of the mountain and thus were invisible is you looked at them from the front.

But here, looking form the ground upwards they were visible.

"I think you are the genius." Kate said as she stared at the artwork in awe.

Hiccup grinned. "Come on guys. I want you to meet my friend."

Now that they knew what they were looking for they quickly found their way. Following the stairs they soon reached the end of the stairs.

But at their end there was nothing.

Hiccup frowned and concentrated. Maybe it was another illusion.

The stairs ended in a small ledge that was barely five feet wide and six feet long.

Clicking Toothless tail into position five so he could hover without him Hiccup jumped from his friend's back onto that small ledge and looked around.

Carefully he touched the stone. It was cold and hard, just like he'd expected.

He moved sideways, letting his finders trail over the rock.

"Hiccup, there is nothing here." George said.

Just then many things happened at once.

All three of their dragons started growling.

Fighters tail-spikes shot up, Nightlight extended her talons and the back of Toothless's throat started glowing blue-white. At the same time Hiccups fingers touched something different that stone.

Something dry and warm and scaly. Something that moved.

He flinched backwards and watched with horrified fascination how the stone turned scarlet red.

Illionas warning flashed through his head.

"_Beware the invisible guarding monster."_

A little late for that.

Suddenly Hiccup came face to face with big round white eyes with vertical pupils, a long snarling snout with teeth that stuck out of the sides of said snout, horizontal horns and very long flexible antlers.

Something green and bad smelling seeped from the corner of its mouth and fell to the ground. Where it hit the stone the stone started steaming and buzzing and slowly dissolved.

Acid.

For another second the dragon (at least Hiccup assumed so) and he looked at each other.

Then the dragon opened its mouth and roared right at him.

Hiccup made a surprise step backwards and that saved him from the snapping jaws.

"Oh hell." He mumbled, turned and jumped over the edge, landing thankfully on Toothless's back.

"Go, GO, GO!" He shouted at his friends who were still frozen in shock.

A ball of flying acid just missed Kate thanks to Nightlights quick reaction.

The riders didn't have to do anything. The dragons turned and flew as fast as they could.

Hiccup hoped that they could out-fly the other dragon and looked behind to see if it was following them.

It flapped with its wings and rose a few feet into the air but something held it back. It tugged at something Hiccup could only guess must've been some sort of chain. But in doing so it revealed a small dark patch that suddenly was illuminated by the soft orange glow of fire. And for a second Hiccup thought he saw a shadow hurrying towards the entrance of the cave.

But then the dragon was in front of it again, spitting acid at them so all they could do was turn and run.
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Chapter Eighty-Eight: Failed Rescue

"Changewings!"

The others flinched slightly as the heavy volume hit the table in front of them.

Hiccup sighed and flopped down in the chair in front of them.

"An invisible, acid-spitting, hypnotizing, very territorial dragon. And it's probably not alone. I bet they guard all of these islands and that's why no one's ever been able to get out of here alive. Invisible enemies you cannot fight. That's great. Just great."

The others made huge eyes at the realization of that.

George was the first to compose himself.

"Does the book say anything about how to train them or weaknesses that we could use against them?"

Hiccup sighed.

"It says, and I quote: "_These territorial dragons are one of the most dangerous in the known world. They are very protective, vicious and aggressive. They are gregarious animals and protect each other. Their acid can burn through anything; their hides can match their surroundings perfectly, their claws are like razors, their teeth are coated in poison and their stare can hypnotize even grown boulder-class dragons long enough to strike and kill. They have heightened senses, antlers that are flexible like whips and overall a vicious temper. There is no known way of training these beasts. They respond to no common means and dislike other dragons of all kinds. It is wise to forgo them. In case of an attack there are zero survival chances._" End of quote. So, I don't know about you guys but this is pretty straight forward."

"But somehow, whoever it was, the people on that island must have trained them. Is there really nothing you can think of?" Conner asked.

"Nothing." Hiccup said sadly.

"But that doesn't mean that we're giving up either. We need to make another round. See the Islands from all its angles, find out about the security and who runs this island. That means hours ob observation and spying. With Changewings on this island we'll have to be extra careful. They are mostly night-active but they come out during day too. They eat whatever they get and well, yeah, you already know the rest."
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They decided to start their observation already that night and Hope, George and Kate sat out for the first round.

They returned hours later in the slightly diming light of the evening, exhausted with little news.

"There is no security. Really, none. No people patrolling the streets at all! But we already knew that. Otherwise we saw people rowing out onto the lake to fish and they actually caught something. Really big fish that looked like tunas but were something else. Other than that it's really creepy how calm and peaceful it is. Everybody is so happy. I think the greatest tragedy today was the pile of horse-dung one lady stepped in." George said as he dismounted Fighter.

Hiccup nodded. "Thanks. We'll take it from here. You go and sleep."

They nodded but before Kate vanished at the stairs she turned back around.

"Hiccup!" she called.

He turned around.

"Yes?"

She chewed on her lower lip.

"I'm not quite sure if I'm being paranoid or if it is really something but….I had a closer look at the harbor. There…there are awfully many ships down there, don't you think? I mean, for such a small island with so little people…" she trailed off.

Hiccup shrugged. "Honestly, I can't remember much about the harbor."

She nodded.

"Anyway, goodnight." She said.

"Goodnight. Sleep well."

She hurried the stairs down and he mounted Toothless's back.

.

.

Hiccup, pressed flat onto Toothless's back raced across the red skies above the Isle of Tomorrow.

Below him was the village.

It was bigger than he'd seen at first glance.

He estimated that maybe two-hundred to two-hundred-and-fifty- or eighty people lived here.

The outer houses had one stories whereas they rose in height the closer they got to the center. At the center there was a five-story tall mansion with rich decorations and a fancy design.

The symbol of a sun was carved into the front doors, the shingles and painted on every window like a coat-of-arms.

Yellow and purple flags hung all around town.

They met up at the beach again.

"So, what do you think?" Hiccup asked.

"And idiot could take this island." Conner snorted.

"My thoughts exactly." Josh said grimly.

Hiccups eyes trailed to the outlines of the boats. Kate's words rung through his heads. _Something's wrong with those ships._

He pushed the thought aside.

"Alright, then I guess it's time for the rest. Let's mount up and scout the forest closely but be careful. At the slightest sign of danger or even activity, make sure you are hidden or flee, do I make myself clear? No need in warning them ahead of time that we're here."

The other two boys nodded and together they rose again.

They flew in an arrow-formation. Hiccup ahead with Josh and Conner flanking him on both sides a wingspan behind him.

As they overflew the forest Conner suddenly called out: "Look, over there." and pointed down.

There, in the middle of the forest, far away from the rest of the village stood a stone complex of three long and wide buildings. They had no windows, no chimneys, just one wide heavy metal door with lots of locks. They were square and had no real roof.

"They look like barracks, just without windows." Josh muttered and flew a little closer to Hiccup.

"Do you think they may be something like a granary?"

"With so much security? I highly doubt it."

"Nothing moving down there" Conner said as he joined them "But I saw signs of recent activity. Torches, still smoldering, and half eaten food and an unfinished card-game."

Hiccup nodded his thanks.

"Well, we better be careful. Maybe someone is still awake. The someone who guards this." H pointed down.

The other two nodded and they hurried away towards the mountain.

They stayed clear of its top this time. They had no desire to encounter Illiona's invisible guardian.

Instead they rounded the mountain until they reached the point where stone and water met.

The light of torches came so suddenly that Hiccup yelped a little.

Quickly they steered into the shadows.

As their dragons hung onto the steep walls of the mountain like bats, Hiccup looked down.

And gasped.

Just below them was a wide entrance in the mountain.

It was flanked by two long rows of torches illuminating the orange-red-glow of the night and casting strange shadows onto the surrounding areas.

But they also illuminated something else.

Two rows of people, one leaving, one entering the mountain, walked beneath him.

Men, women and children alike. Some were just able to walk, some too old to walk. They looked all different, all of different backgrounds and yet in their tattered clothes, covered in dirt and small injuries, all bearing the same empty expressions of pain and misery they looked all alike.

They were either carrying shovels or pickaxes or were pulling heavy carts loaded with something that was covered under heavy cloth.

They were supervised by tall and big men in black clothes with whips in their hands. Whenever one of the haggard, thin and exhausted people, of which some even missed a limb, would so much as stumble or walk too slowly for their liking the whip would crack, shortly followed by a small pained cry.

In their faces, on their necks, their arms and legs was the burned or painted sign of the Slave-Mark.

Slaves.

Just the word made bile rise in Hiccup throat.

He swallowed it down.

The line exiting the mountain was let towards the wood and the barracks they had spotted earlier. So that was why these buildings had no windows and were so secure. They held the slaves.

Just the thought angered Hiccup so much that he wanted to storm down there and whip those guards with their whips so they would see what it was like.

He could hear a child cry.

Josh, who seemed to guess his intentions hissed: "Don't be stupid Hiccup! You can't help them. Not yet anyway."

Hiccup clenched his teeth.

"I swear, I find out who is responsible for all of this and I will tear him or her apart limb for limb."

Conner and Josh exchanged concerned looks.

Of course they were furious too that someone could be such a horrible person to allow this but Hiccup eyes had darkened the friendly green turning darker and darker.

They would never know how their next steps would have looked like and if they had been able to accomplished what they accomplished, had it not been for the brave man that choose that exact moment to try and make a run for it.

Maybe he was desperate or wished to end it all or maybe actually had a plan but whatever the reason, it didn't work.

As soon as h broke from the lien of people heading inside the mountain and ran towards the woods, one guard fast as lightning drew a whistle from his pocket and blew in it.

There was no sound as far as Hiccup was concerned but the effect was immediate.

Trees suddenly started moving, grass bed under the invisible weight of something and vicious growling ripped through the night.

All the slaves froze in their movements, terror etched on their faces.

As for the brave man running…his chase was cut short when something invisible ripped off his head.

Blood spluttered everywhere as the slightly twitching corps fell into the grass.

The head seemed to float in midair until the air started to shimmer and the rest of the dragon materialized, together with eight others, all standing in a semi-circle.

They looked a lot like their friend up on the mountain but they were smaller.

Somehow they looked female to Hiccup.

The one holding the head in her mouth let it dropped and it rolled a few feet.

The guard with the whistle blew it again in different intervals and the dragons flinched, bowed down and howled like wounded animals.

Hiccup watched in horror.

What was that guy doing?

The man finally stopped and turned to face the frozen slaves.

"I don't think I need to explain myself, do I?" he asked in a gruff voice and pointed at the dragons and then at the corps.

"You are not going anywhere, you filth of the seven nations. You dared to enter our territory, now you have to face the consequences. Now back to work!" he bellowed.

Hiccup froze.

Kate's words rung even louder through his head.

_Something's wrong with those ships. Something's wrong with those ships. Something's wrong with those ships._

The ships!

Hiccup resisted the urge to face-palm himself.

Of course.

He'd been to many places. He'd seen their navies. He'd seen the flat boats from Kerala, he'd seen Will's fisher-boat, Conner's father had dozens of different ships in City of Fallen Heroes, the massive boats of Derandolia, in Barn he'd run past the harbor with its warships. Back then he'd never really acknowledged it but now the pictures of all those ports and ships floated into his mind.

Each nation built its ships differently.

And the harbor of the Isle of Tomorrow was packed with hundreds of different ships.

_Anyone who dares enter the mist has vanished. Sometimes they find the debris of their ships but even that is unlikely. The people just disappear. My own father once sent boats there. No one returned. It's a death-trap. You'll never get out. Something guards those islands._

That had been the words his friends had spoken few weeks ago in Conner's cave.

Everything fell into place.

Hiccup's gaze was drawn to the cloth-covered carts.

There were gold-mines here.

And the people didn't want to share.

Somehow they had managed to 'train' the Changewings and defended their island and their riches from intruders.

Intruders were captured and used as slaves to win the gold from the depth of the mountain.

They kept their ships so they could sail across the world and sell small portions of their gold unnoticed under different names and origin and at the same time kept the image of the cursed place no-one wants to get near.

It was bloody brilliant.

Cruel, but also bloody brilliant.

But Hiccup didn't have any time left to ponder about it because one of the Changewings suddenly raised its head and sniffed.

It narrowed its eyes.

It turned its head and stared at them.

It growled.

Heads turned.

And Hiccup made the mistake of looking the Changewing in the eyes.

The turned into swirling whirlpool, not unlike Zhangs eyes but much faster and they were way deeper.

And Hiccup was trapped.

His body went stiff.

His heart-rate slowed down dramatically.

He fell.

The impact with the earth was far away. He felt as if he was drowning in those eyes. He couldn't breathe.

Then there was pain on the back of his head and everything went dark.
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When he woke again there were unknown faces hovering above him.

Dirty, weary faces with eyes that long had lost their spirit.

Groaning he sat up and looked around.

He knew instantly that he was in one of the barracks.

It was crowded, semi-dark and it stunk so badly he wanted to vomit.

"Easy lad. That was one nasty hit to the head you got there." One of the faces said.

Hiccup needed a moment to understand.

"You…you're a Viking….you…you speak Norse!" he mumbled.

"Ay lad and so do you." The man said. He was tall and had a big beard, not unlike Hiccups own father but otherwise he was thin and haggard and dressed in rags. The slave-mark was burned into the base of his throat but it looked very old. It was white and smooth.

"My name is Humongous Hotshot the Hero*****. All though I have to admit that my hero-days are long over. What is your name my fellow Viking and how come that you are so far away from home?"

"My name is Hiccup. Hiccup Horrendous Haddock the Third. Son of Stoick the Vast and Valhallarama the Great, from the Isle of Berk."

"By Odin's beard!" Humongous exclaimed. "The Valhallarama? The great heroine? Daughter of Old Wrinkly?"

Hiccup nodded carefully.

"I once knew here. Eighteen years ago we were supposed to be married but then I got lost during a quest and ended here. I have been a slave ever since. You said Stoick the Vast? Well, it could have been worse." Humongous mused.

Hiccup stared at the man.

"Alright…" he said slowly.

Then he looked around.

"Ahm, can you tell me what happened?" he asked, not really sure what to make of those revelations.

"Well, after the poor fella was beheaded by those beasts, they started to act a little weird and then suddenly you fell out of the sky or so it looked like. Then there was a lot of shouting and then there was something shooting blue lightning at us and then there were suddenly two other boys, both probably slightly older than you with dragons trying to get you up and away. But the guards overpowered them. Knocked you out too."

"Josh and Conner. What happened to them?"

"They were brought to a different barrack."

"But they were alright, right?"

"Yeah. Knocked out but alright."

"Thank the gods."

Hiccup sighed relieved but then he panicked again.

"What happened to the dragons?"

Humongous frowned.

"You mean the invisible ones? They were brought back to their cages…"

"No, I mean the dragons we rode on!" Hiccup shouted. "Did they do anything to them?"

The other Viking frowned.

"You…you ride those kind of beasts? What are you? A spy? Why would you do such a shameful thing?" he growled.

But Hiccup didn't have the nerve to deal with these old prejudices now.

"Listen, I don't have time for this now. Just tell me."

The man narrowed his eyes.

"I didn't see much after the overpowered you and your friends. I was brought to the barracks with the others. About fifteen minutes later you were thrown in. That was maybe an hour or so ago. Hard to say. Time is difficult here."

Hiccup rubbed his hands over his face.

Gods he was tiered.

Then he got up.

He looked around.

"Alright. How do we get out of here?" he asked and eyes the door not too far away from him.

Humongous sighed.

"You don't." he said simply and crossed his arms.

"Even if you get through the door they have the invisible dragons. And you're still trapped on the island. We tried. All of us. If you try to overthrow the Lord you get killed as an example. They always find out."

Hiccup listened attentively. "The Lord?" he asked. "Who's the Lord?"

Humongous sighed and sat down, patting the place next to him.

"Come on, I'll explain it to you."

Hiccup sat down and looked at the ex-hero expectantly.

"If you made your way as far as here, then you know what this place is, what its history is and what lies underneath the island, right?"

Hiccup shrugged. "More or less."

"Well, I'll tell you anyway." Humongous said. "This was once a group of island not to different from our Archipelago with the difference that these islands were volcanoes. One day after a sea-quake these volcanoes exploded. The islands broke apart and changed the whole archipelago. Thousands were killed or made homeless. The people were helpless. There had been always gold-mines on these islands. They didn't know anything but mining. After the accident the other nations wanted to us the miserable situation of the people to strike a deal with them. Help in exchange for own goldmines on the islands. But they never got so far. Everybody that tried to get close to the islands vanished. People started to say that hell had opened and swallowed the people of these islands as a punishment because they were becoming too rich and too proud. Whatever the reason, people assumed this was a cursed place and everybody that had lived her had died."

Humongous paused.

"They were wrong."

He sighed.

"And old lady lived here. She had the gift of Sight and predicted the eruptions but also what would follow. The people, unwilling to ever share what they had thought had been given to them by their god and their god only, made a plan with the help of the Seer. When the time came they hid deem in the mines and sit the catastrophe out. At the same time they sent 'survivors' up ahead to tell the other nations of the horrible things that had happened.

When the catastrophe was over, the other people, who had survived the events with little casualties, came out again. They prepared as best as they could and when the other nations arrived, expecting no survivors, they were overrun by the islander and either killed or taken captive. They took their boats and stuff and rebuilt their island. To keep up the image of the destroyed hell-place they sold their gold under many different names and nationalities to the other nations. Till today no-one has ever suspected anything. Also the interest has decreased. But whoever is stupid enough to come here or unlucky enough to get captured along the way by the insular ends up here. Or dead. Which, believe me, would be a whole lot better. They let you work until you drop dead and then they give your body to the dragons. I've seen it happen. But coming back to your original question: The Lord is a descendant of those leaders. He's as stupid as they come but he's in control of the monsters and therefore of all the people here. He's a fat swine if you ask me but we all have to obey him. Or he makes you pay."

Humongous shuddered at the memory. "Not a nice thing."

Hiccup nodded. Most of what the old Viking had said, he'd figured already out on his own.

"But what about the dragons? Where did they come from? And I know dragons. They don't behave like these do. Especially Changewings don't. They're know to be un-tame-or trainable. What do they do that they have such control over them?"

Humongous shrugged.

"They never told us. Heck, I never knew these things existed here until they ate a friend of mine. And that was after I'd nearly been here for a year."

Hiccup frowned.

This was not good.
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Time passed slowly.

Most of the people were so exhausted, they slept deeply. Probably because they had another hard shift ahead of them.

Humongous too fell asleep.

But Hiccup couldn't. He was concerned for his friends. All of them.

The others back on the ship would get alarmed if they didn't return in a few hours. And even if they decided to wait they would still come after them eventually. And Josh and Conner were somewhere else, captured ad surrounded by strangers.

He sat next to a snoring Humongous and wondered if this was going to be his future. Forgotten in some barrack, damned to mine gold for some Lord and probably die young?

He wondered where Toothless and the others were. Humongous had never really answered him. He hoped that they'd gotten away.

But Toothless couldn't fly without him. And he was too loyal. He was probably captured too.

Hiccup buried his face in his hands.

Gods, everything was so messed up.

He clasped his hands together.

"Loki…" he whispered but the words caught up in his throat. He didn't know what to say.

"Loki… if you hear me…what I somehow seriously doubt…but if you do….please. I really need help this time. And please don't come up with some excuse to not help me. Please. I know I said to leave me alone but….but you know I can't do this without your help." He whispered fiercely. "So come on man. Don't be an ass. Show me you changed."

But for an answer there was no time.

The many locks on the door suddenly started to click and bolts moved and the door suddenly opened.

Light flooded inside, blinding Hiccup for a moment so he couldn't see who was entering.

Next to him Humongous stirred.

The other man looked around.

"They can't possibly be here for our next shift. We have at least another two hours." He mumbled.

Hiccup could now make out two guards in armor with long flowing capes making their way through the crowed of sleeping bodies, not caring who they kicked or walked over.

With dread he realized they were making a bee-line for him.

He got up, ready to fight but when he saw their weapons and back-up at the door he hesitated.

The guards stopped in front of him and the taller one growled: "You, intruder. The Lord wants to speak to you, you maggot."

Hiccup growled.

"Tell his Lordship I'm not in the mood and the he better free my friends or thing will get ugly."

For a moment they looked stunned that he knew their language but then the smaller one slapped him hard in the face.

"Don't talk like that you scum." He growled back.

Both of them grabbed one of his arms and dragged him through the slowly waking crowed of people.

Outside three walked in front of them and three behind them.

There was no way of escaping.

The threw him into the empty loading space of a cart before one of them sat down in the front seat and cracked a whip.

Two dragons materialized and started pulling the cart.

Their snouts were tightly bound and they had bleeding gashes in their thick dragon hide.

Hiccup thought he was going to be sick.

"What do you do with them?" he asked pained.

Again he was punched in the face.

His cheek throbbed.

"You don't talk unless asked slave." One of them growled.

"Oh sod off." Hiccup said under his breath in Norse.

"What was that?" another one asked sharply.

"Nothing." Hiccup said.

The ride was relatively short.

They pulled up in front of the big house Hiccup had just noticed last night.

The two that ha escorted him out of the barrack now brought him inside.

They walked fast and Hiccup had to watch here to step so he didn't notice where they were going.

Only when they shoved him into another room and closed the doors behind him he looked up.

The room was relatively empty. Just another door, two windows, a few paintings on the walls and a single throne on which the fattest man Hiccup had ever seen sat.

He looked like a baby whale. No scratch that. He looked like a melon with a neck and head, two short arms and feet. He was dressed in yellow and purple robes with a belt made from iron-chains or something.

His face was red and he was panting hard, even though he wasn't moving.

He fat short fingers were covered in golden rings and his little watery eyes moved over Hiccup with unhidden annoyance and fury.

Hiccup didn't really know what to do. He just stood there, awkwardly playing with the hem of his shirt.

For a moment only the heavy breaths of the fat Lord were to be heard.

The he spoke.

"So you are the one. I don't see much."

Hi voice was deep and breathless.

Good gods he needed a diet. And exercise. Lots of exercise.

Hiccup didn't answer. There wasn't much that could be said t such a statement.

"Well" the fat Lord said "What do you have to say for yourself?"

Hiccup kept silent.

"Don't think I don't know why you're here Hiccup."

He leaned forwards and huffed. "Oh yes, I know who you are. And know this." He smiled gleefully.

"Nothing happens here without me knowing about it."

Hiccup heart beat a little faster. Was that possible?

"You're here for my Seer. She again contacted someone and you were stupid enough to follow here sweet innocent words into your doom."

Hiccups breath hitched in his throat.

No!

The fat Lord clapped his hands and next to him a smaller Changewing appeared. It unfolded its wings and out tumbled…

"Illiona!"

He couldn't hold it back.

The girl looked up, her cheeks tear-streaked.

She was gagged and her hands bound. Her face was a colorful assortment of purple, blue, green and yellow bruises.

Anger swelled in his chest.

"Let her go or I swear you will regret it!" he growled and stepped forward.

The fat Lord raised a finger warningly and said: "Ah-ah-ah-a! Not so fast."

He snapped with his fingers and the Changewing jumped at Illiona, capturing her under its body. Illiona screamed through the gag in her mouth, fresh tears streaming down her face.

She was absolutely terrified.

The fat Lord shook his head amused.

"She really thought she had me fooled. That stupid girl. Sometimes I think she's more trouble than she's worth. But I've been suspicious for a long time now. She was far too nice."

He examined his finger-nails.

"Ah well, I guess it really doesn't change anything. Right?"

Hiccup really wished he had his sword right now.

"What do you want?" he growled.

The fat Lord laughed.

"Me? Oh I have everything I want, really! I mean, I have more money than I can spend, I have a seer, I'm feared, I can control uncontrollable dragons and with each load of gold that leaves this island my influence grows. Soon I will have allies in all seven Nations and then nothing will stop me. I will slowly overturn it all, build a new world, just like all my ancestors planned it to be."

Hiccup clenched his fists.

"Really? Well, pick a number and wait in line, the idea is popular at the moment. You will have a lot of rivalry." He hissed.

The fat Lord waved his words aside.

"Oh, there is nothing money can't buy. The richest should rule the world, don't you agree?"

Hiccup could hardly contain his anger anymore.

He felt his body shake.

"I really hate people like you. You bring misery upon thousands for your own welfare. You make me sick." He spat and made another step forward but the fat Lord clapped two times, faster than Hiccup had thought he could move, and behind Hiccup the two guards that had escorted him all along stormed in and grabbed him by the arms again.

He tried to shake them off but it was hopeless.

He watched as the fat Lord looked at the Changewing and how it cowered down, Illiona still captured between its legs.

He took a whistle from around his neck and blew inside. Faintly Hiccup could make out a sound but it was way too high for him to hear it properly.

But not for the dragon. It wailed and shook its head, making itself small.

The fat Lord then growled at it and it backed away backwards into a corner.

The fat Lord clapped again and two more guards entered the room through the other door and picked Illiona roughly up.

"Bring them back. I'm sure they have a lot to talk about."

.

.

.

.

***How to twist a dragon's tale by Cressida Cowell. And I changed the story a bit but that's not really relevant. I just needed a character and was too lazy to make up my own. I love Fanfiction. They take all the hard work from you. The fat Lord is, by the way, based on the fat Consul form How to Speak Dragonese. **

**Otherwise folks: Sorry it took so long. But I just couldn't get myself to write it down. Life's so messed up right now and I wished I could just transport myself in one of the stories and leave all the rest behind. **

**Anyway, I wish you all the best Christmas you can have, whether you celebrate Christmas Eve or Christmas Morning or if you celebrate Hanukah or, if you're an atheist just have a nice day, or whatever religion or society you belong too, I wish you a wonderful time, a good start into the new year and I hope to 'see' or rather hear from you then. **

**See this as a little Christmas present from me and enjoy.**

**May you all have a wonderful time,**

**Yours truly,**

**Kate Carpenter **


	89. Prison-Break

**AN: I'm having a really good flow right now. It's been a long time since the last one. So another chapter, just for you.**

**BTW, there were some remarks about Hiccups fire-powers. Yes, he still has them. I just forget he does. But don't worry, they will be of use in this chapter.**

**As to why he didn't use them in the last chapter when the fat lord had Illiona with him in that meeting/throne room, well, she WAS guarded by a dragon. He didn't want to risk it.**

**Anyway, enjoy.**

**Love Kate**

**.**

Chapter Eighty-Nine: Prison-Break

The ride back to the barracks was a lot faster than the way to the city.

Hiccup had no idea what was going to happen.

He tried to catch Illionas eyes but she was looking down, still silently crying.

His eyes caught something from the corner of his eye as the cart rumpled through the forest. Something moving very fast.

Something black.

Hiccup glanced at their guards.

There were only five. Two for each of them and one who steered the cart, though this one pulled by two oxen instead of dragons.

When they again stumbled across some big roots of some tree coming out of the earth Hiccup pretended to fall to the ground due to the jolt.

Doing so he fell on the ground and against Illiona who looked up.

He jerked his eyes in the direction of which he'd seen the movement.

As the guard pulled him back on the bench his hand slipped inside the man's belt and withdrew one of the knives which he carefully his behind in his waist-coat-pocket.

Suddenly something moved overhead and the oxen came to a stop.

Hiccup could see their wide eyes and saw how fast their sides moved up and down.

Something had spooked them.

"Why are we stopping?" growled one of the guards next to Illiona.

"Don't know. The stupid cows won't move. Something has spooked them." The driver said and hit the oxen's backs with his whip.

"Go on!" he shouted.

But the animals didn't move muscle.

The guy to Hiccup left growled: "Probably just a wayward dragon. Let me handle it."

He blew into a similar whistle like the fat Lord wore one and the guard from last night.

Again Hiccup could only faintly hear something.

The men waited for something to happen.

But things stayed quiet.

"Probably just the wind." The guy to Hiccup right said.

"Try to tell that to the cows." The driver grunted.

Hiccup used the distraction to nudge Illiona again.

He mouthed the words: 'Be prepared' and she nodded.

"They're oxen, not cows. Of course, someone with as little brain-cells like you wouldn't know the difference." He said casually.

The left guy struck him again.

"No one asked for your opinion you little shit. No one likes a know-it-all."

"You really don't want my advice?" Hiccup asked.

"No." the man to his right growled.

"So you're not going to move aside?"

"What are you on about?" he asked.

"Then his is going to hurt." Hiccup said and as fast as he could he jammed the small knife he'd taken from the other guard into the man's ribcage.

He screamed in pain and fell to the cart floor.

The stunned moment of disbelieve of the other guards Hiccup used to send his other guard with a well aimed kick to the chin tumbling over the side of the cart to the ground and throw a hand of fire at one of Illionas guards.

The back-up arrived.

Something bluish-white hit the driver with a whistle, blasting him into the trees.

Hiccup grabbed Illionas arm and pulled her away from the other guard.

The man came at him like a bull but Hiccup was prepared. He lived for these moments.

He dodged the first swinging blow to the head and moved in, catching the guy in the floating rib with the left and grabbing his ear with the right. He pulled while kicking from the side against the guy's knee. There was a sickening cracking-sound and the guy collapsed screaming.

A well placed last hit against the temple and it was lights out for him.

Hiccup turned around, panting and saw Toothless, Zhang and Nightlight, the latter Conner had loaned from Kate for their trip.

So the dragons had escaped somehow. Humongous hadn't been able to tell him but he was glad they had made it away.

Then he remembered his other companion and swirled around.

Illiona was still shaking awfully pale and still crying.

With one big leap he was there and hugged the traumatized girl tightly to his chest.

"It's alright Illiona. I'm here, I promised you I'd do it, that I'd come."

She sobbed into his chest.

"It's….it's so…good…so good to see you…Hic…cup." She whispered between sobs and buried herself deeper in his waist-coat.

"I promised you. Now all we have to do is get the others and get the heck out of here." He said silently and stroked her hair.

He held her at arm's-length.

"Are you anywhere else hurt?" he asked concerned.

She shook her head.

"Good. Now, take a deep breath and stay calm. Alright?"

She nodded.

He smiled at her.

Then he turned around and walked her over to the dragons.

"Nightlight, come her girl." He said softly.

Imminently the tall black dragon stepped forward, her big star-like eyes looking curious and excited and happy at the same time.

"Illiona, this is Nightlight. She's my friend Kate's dragon. She's a gentle soul. She'll keep you safe." Turning back to the dragon he said: "Nightlight, this is Illiona. She's a nestling without mother. Keep her safe from all harm, yes?"

The dragon cooed and licked Illionas cheek. The small girl smile din delight and patted the gentle beast's head, before hiccup lifted her onto the saddle and strapped her in.

"Alright" he said to her "She's gonna take you to the others now. Our ship anchors far away from here but don't worry, she'll find her way."

The look of delight on Illionas face vanished and she looked panicked.

"No! No please, don't leave me Hiccup! Please, I'm too afraid." She cried and started to undo the fastenings.

"Illiona stop! You need to go. There you'll be safe! I just go and get the others out and then we'll join you on the ship with the others! Everything will be alright."

"What if you get captured? What if you don't make it?" she asked with fresh tears brimming in her eyes.

"At least you'd be safe." He said honestly and took her hand. She shook her head.

"NO! You already nearly died because of coming here. I'm not leaving."

Gods, she was more bull-headed then Kate!

But they didn't have the time to argue on. Their disappearance would soon be discovered.

"Alright. But you stay on Nightlights back the whole time and if I tell her to fly, then you will go with her, understood?" She nodded.

The she asked: "Do you have a fiendishly clever plan?"

"It is a plan. I'm not so sure about fiendishly clever though."

"What do you need?" she asked.

"Where are the dragon stables?"

.
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_At the same time on The Huntress of the Sea_

"They should've been back by now." Kate said and turned around to her two friends. "Something's wrong." She added, looking eastwards.

"But what should we do?" Hope asked with her arms crossed and shifting her weight from one foot to the other.

"Yeah, what should we do? It's not sure they're in trouble. Maybe they're fine and if we storm in there like headless chicken we could get captured." George said, though he too kept glancing eastwards, hoping to spot their friends.

"They've been gone for hours." Kate said again.

"God, woman, we know but what can we do?" George asked.

"Go and look for them." Kate said determined. "Who's with me?"

.

.

.

.

.

_A little while later somewhere else_

"Josh stop it, it has no use! You'll break your hand or foot if you keep kicking and punching a solid metal door you dork!" Conner said exasperated from his spot on the floor.

"Shut up." Josh said and shoved his shoulder against the door. "Everything has its weak point. I just have to find it."

Conner groaned and rolled with his eyes. "Gods, I give up." He said.

"And that's the only reason why we're still in here." The other boy growled.

Conner sighed.

They'd been in this tiny cell with metal walls and roof and door for what felt like days.

Josh had been impatient ever since he'd woken up.

And since then he'd tried to break down the door.

With no luck.

Just once the small hatch at the bottom of the door had opened and two trays with floor on them had been shoved inside and the hatch had been closed before any of them could react.

Conner was mainly concerned for Hiccup.

When the boy had fallen out of the saddle that night his heart had stopped beating for a moment. And he would never forget those dragons and the guards and how they were all taken away and how Josh shouted at their dragons to flee.

Everything had goon all wrong.

He tried not to blame on Hiccup. The boy had the heart in the right place and just wanted to help.

H got up.

"Josh, stop it. You're powers are useless in here, we're both not strong enough to break down that door. We have to wait for Hiccup. Or the others. They will come as soon as they realize that we've been gone too long."

"I just can't sit here and wait!" Josh shouted frustrated.

"Then it's a good thing you won't have to any longer." A third voice said.

Both boys swirled around.

The hatch had opened again and the grinning face of their leader looked at them.

"Hey guys. You alright?" Hiccup asked.

"Well, I could do without your face but alright?" Josh said jokingly.

"Ha ha. I could go, if you want to stay here." Hiccup offered grinning.

"Naw, you'd be helpless without us." Conner said.

"Which is why I have to save you?" Hiccup asked with raised eyebrows.

"We're just testing you." Josh said.

Hiccup rolled with his eyes.

"Step back, will you?" he asked and his face disappeared from the hatch.

Conner and Josh backed off against the opposite wall and waited.

They only had to wait a few seconds.

Because suddenly the door started to glow orange around the locks and the orange turned into yellow and the yellow into white, until with a hiss, a hole appeared in the massive metal door!

That hole quickly grew and grew and soon they could see Hiccup standing outside, both hands on fire, burning the door!

"Awesome mate!" Josh shouted.

Finally the door was so unstable it collapsed into a smoldering heap of molten metal.

Both older boys jumped over the pile of debris and out into the fresh air.

There stood Hiccup and behind him three very familiar dragons.

On Nightlights back sat a young girl, maybe twelve years old. She looked heavily beaten up and her white dress was dirty and shredded. Her brown hair hung loosely in her face. That must have been Illiona.

The turned back to Hiccup and Josh in his high spirits hugged Hiccup ebulliently.

When he pulled back he say the dark purple color Hiccups face had taken and growled.

His overprotective older brother instincts resurfaced.

"Who did that?" he asked.

Hiccup waved it aside.

"Not important. I'm taking care of it as we're speaking. Important is only that we get out of here."

.
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_A little bit earlier_

"Over there." Illiona said and pointed at a building, similar to the barracks Hiccup had been held in. But instead of doors they had simple portcullises.

From inside Hiccup could hear angry snarling and howling.

"Where are the guards?" he asked Illiona.

"I don't know. They are probably overseeing the working in the mines. The dragons are so well trained, they stay where they are."

"They're not trained. They're slaves. No trained dragon would allow someone to be treated like that. No. I know what they did. My Uncle did it with his dog because there was no other way to 'educate him' as he put it. It's called conditioning. Whenever the guards produce a sound with the whistle, they would hear that very high unmistakable sound and my guess is that they were hit with whips while listening to that sound or tortured in another way. Anyway, they learned that the sound was connected to pain and if they did what they were asked for, then there would be no pain.*"

"That's awful." Illiona gasped.

"But it works." Hiccup said grimly. Then he pulled something from under his waistcoat.

A whistle and a whip.

Illionas eyes grew wide.

"Hiccup, don't. That's barbaric!"

He didn't look at her.

"Open the door." He just said and stepped in front of the bars.

Illiona didn't look happy about that but she did jump from Nightlights back and together with the dragon she turned the crank and the metal hatch slowly rose.

Once it was high enough Hiccup stepped inside.

Inside it was dark and cool.

Hiccup looked around and saw the glowing eyes of the dragons all around him.

The growling increased.

But Hiccup was unafraid. He continued walking until he stood in the middle of the cage and stopped there, looking around.

The dragons moved through the shadows, talking among each other, staring at him.

Hiccup knew they had surrounded them.

They didn't recognize him. They were probably debating if they should attack or not.

Slowly Hiccup lit one hand on fire and with the other he raised the whip and the whistle.

The effect was instantly.

The snarling increased but it mixed with whimpers and howling and the dragons backed off again.

Hiccup smiled and let the whistle fall…

…and crushed it under his foot.

There was silence.

And with a small hiss he lit his other hand on fire too.

The hand that was still holding the whip.

And he burned it in front of the dragon's eyes.

The remaining ashes floated to the ground.

And Hiccup cleared his throat.

"I know that you can understand me. I know that you are intelligent beings that have been suppressed by an evil fat git. I know he tortured you and your kind for generations and made you his slaves. I know how angry you are and how helpless at the same time. Believe me, I have been in your shoes before. I know the feeling of being helpless but also unable to change things. This is why I am here. I will give you back what is yours. You see, without their whips and their whistles, what are they? Nothing! You are noble creatures. Not some cattle. Be free again, leave this place and find peace somewhere else. Shake off the chains of slavery. You are more powerful than they are. Don't fear the whistles and whips. The door is open." He said strongly and looked them confidently in their eyes.

"You ssssspeake the noble language…" hissed a dragon to his right.

He turned to face it.

It was female, going by the voice and had a scar-covered face. She spoke in the common tongue. Hiccup knew that some dragons were able to speak human languages. Namhera could. But not all dragons could. But they could understand humans just fine.

"Yet you are not one of usssss." She said suspiciously. "Are you a ssssspy?"

"You sssssmell like dragon…" another one said.

"We ssssshould kill him!" howled a different one.

The one that had spoke first roared and the others fell silent.

"Sssssay human…" she growled "What do you want in exchange…?"

"Nothing. The man that enslaved you enslaved a friend of mine and he's planning to do the same with me. I want him dead. As much as you do. I can give him to you if you want. All I ask if that you take your revenge on the people that did this to you. Not on the slaves or on anybody else."

The alpha-female crept closer to him but Hiccup stood his ground. He knew that she was testing him.

"Why…are you doing thisssss?" she hissed curiously.

"Darkness is rising" the dragons hissed at that but Hiccup continued unafraid "The world is in chaos. We will all die. Unless I unite the world of men and dragons."

"That issss impossssibel!" growled a different dragon.

"There isssss more…" the alpha-female said.

Hiccup nodded.

"I want to ask for your help in this battle. You don't have too if you do not want too. But you are strong and rich in numbers. Together we could save our world."

"Why ssssshould we ssssave you petty humansssss? Why ssssshould we fight with them?"

"Because the more we fight among each other, the stronger darkness grows. You know who he is. What he can do. What he will do if given the chance. Please, if you won't fight with us, at least stay neutral and don't fight at all."

"You assssk a lot, little human…. We could jusssst kill you and be gone." The dragon hissed.

Hiccup shook his head.

"If you'd decided to do that, I would fight you and believe me, I would win and lock you up once again and leave you here to your misery. I wouldn't like it. But if you give me no other chance, I will do what I must do."

The alpha-female came closer again and sniffed at him.

"You are different. I smell Night Fury on you, I smell powerful magic from a god, I smell strong and ancient blood. I smell talent. I can see your soul."

She looked him directly in the eyes and they started to swirl again but somehow Hiccup could resist their hypnotizing effect and calmly looked back, his eyes reflecting the female's eyes.

"You were born with the sssssoul of a dragon but with the body and mind of a human. You are sssssspecial. I can sssssssee why the godsssss chossssse you. Why they sssssssaved you." She said.

Hiccup said nothing.

"You've made yoursssssself a deal. Lead usssss to the fat man and hisssss alliesssss and we will promisssssse to ssssstay out of any fightsssss and maybe…jussssst maybe…we'll even aid you, brother of the sssssnake."

"Thank you."
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Their disappearance had been noticed soon. A convoy of guards and slaves had found the burned cart and the dead guards and had immediately sounded the warning horn.

But by then it was already too late.

Invisible against the sky Hiccup and Illiona flew towards the village on the backs of angry dragons.

"Which isssss it hatchling?" asked the alpha-dragon.

"The tallest one. But before you attack, let me draw him out. Wait here for me." He asked them as they descended a few hundred meters away from the village.

"We'll be watching." The dragon said.

Hiccup nodded.

"Illiona, you stay here. It'll be safer."

With those words he jumped on the ground and sprinted towards the tallest house, the fat Lords estate.

He burst through the front doors, blasting fire at the nearest guard before knocking the other down with a strong kick and ran on.

He burst into different rooms, spreading the fire.

Then he spotted the train of yellow and purple robes and sprinted towards it.

Rounding the corner he was greeted by the fat Lord and a squad of twelve guards, their swords ready.

"I knew you'd try something sneaky like this. Men, get him!" the fat Lord growled.

"Try to catch me." Hiccup said, turned around and ran back through the burning house.

Outside he threw a quick glance back. The fire had spread and other buildings were on fire too.

A brief moment of guilt overcame him when he heard the shouts but then he reminded himself of what this people did and the guilt was gone. He even went as far as throwing another fie-ball onto one house.

Then he spotted the guard and ran.

They soon caught up with him, just outside the village but Hiccup wasn't too concerned.

He let them throw him to the ground and hold him down, as they waited for the fat Lord to approach.

Once he'd made it, he shook his head disapprovingly.

"Do you honestly think you had a chance?" he asked with heavy breath.

"You cannot kill me. Even you with your magic cannot take all of my guards at once."

Hiccup smiled.

"Oh, I don't think I can take you all at once." Hiccup said. The fat Lord looked confused. "What…" he started but Hiccup suddenly grinned devilish and said: "But my dragon can. And let me assure you, he is not in the best mood."

With a hideous growl Toothless leapt out of nowhere from behind Hiccup, sailed over his relaxed figure and crashed into the front row of the guards, taking down at least five.

The remaining backed away, forming a protective circle around the fat Lord.

Slowly, relaxed, Hiccup unsheathed his sword and advanced on them. Toothless was by his side, growling and snapping, the back of his throat already glowing blue.

The fat Lord fumbled with his whistle and blew in it but nothing happened.

Hiccup grin widened when he saw the panicked look in his eyes.

"You know what you fat git, I have a sort of twice-removed cousin back where I come from. She's a Bog-Bugler, and a pretty good one that is. That, of course, got her into trouble more often than I can count. By the way her name is Camicazi, and she once told me something interesting. She said that you can't keep a Bog-Bugler under lock and key. They always find out a way eventually."

The fat Lord looked irritated.

"And why would you tell me that?" he asked stiffly.

"Well, if there is one thing I learned in Dragon-Training back where I come from, it's that you can't keep a dragon under lock and key forever. It'll only make them angrier."

"So?"

"So you my friend have a lot of caged dragons. And by the look of their faces I can guaranty you, you won't like what they are about to do."

The fat Lord looked around.

"There are no dragons here boy. Now stop this childish game. Men, size him!"

Hiccup jumped onto a boulder that happened to lie there and raised his index-finger warningly.

"But my dear fat git, did you forget what kind of dragons you have under 'lock and control'?" he asked mockingly.

And suddenly it dawned on the fat Lord.

His face went pale and beats of sweat trickled down his forehead.

"No." he whispered and looked franticly around.

"Afraid so." Hiccup replied.

And then he added with an evil grin. "Changewings."

A low growl resounded from all around them and the camouflaged dragons changed back to their original red color.

Acid dropped from their fangs and their claws glinted in the low sunlight.

They had unnoticed formed a circle around the fat Lord and his Honor-Guard and now stalked around them, growling and communicating amongst themselves. Then the alpha-female tore her mouth wide open and made a high-pitched noise.

The signal to attack.

As they jumped at their prey Hiccup watched with a cold glare.

"That's for what you did to my friend Illiona all those years, you sick son of a b****. I hope you rot in hell!"

Then he turned around and headed with Toothless to where Illiona hid behind the trees.

She hugged him when he approached and whispered over and over again: "Thank you, thank you, thank you!"

He just hugged her back and said: "Come on, it's over. He can't hurt you anymore. Let's find the others so we can be out of here."

.
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On their way back to the barracks they passed a lot of guards and slaves but they didn't worry too much about it all. The sight of the burning village as well as the fast travelling news of the death of the fat Lord together with the fact that the dragons were running wild, pretty much occupied everybody more than two wayward children.

Halfway back to the barracks they ran into Humongous Hotshot the Hero.

He grabbed Hiccup by the shoulders and shook him, his face streaked with tears.

"I don't know what you did boy, but I, and everybody else, is eternally grateful! Please, if you are ever in need of my help or anything; do not hesitate to contact me!" He shoved something in Hiccups hands.

"Oh and I think your two friends are held in a single cell behind the barracks." He said.

"Thank you Humongous. Take the boats and as many people as possible and get the heck out of here. And spread the news. The Isle of Tomorrow no longer exists. We will make sure that such horrors will never happen again."

Humongous smiled.

"We will. I don't doubt it. Far well Hiccup. Until our next meeting."

"Until next time." Hiccup said.

.
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_Now_

"Conner, you're with Illiona on Nightlight. Keep her safe. Josh, mount Zhang, we have to get out of here." Hiccup shouted instructions over the screams and sound of burning forest and alarm bells.

He wanted to mount Toothless when suddenly a familiar red dragon appeared next to him.

It was the alpha-female.

"Thank you, human…." She said and touched his chin with her snout.

There was a short stinging pain and when she pulled back Hiccup felt something warm and wet drip down his chin.

"I marked you asssss kin, brother of the ssssssnake. May everybody know you are a friend of ourssssss. Human born with dragon-ssssssoul."

With that she took off and with her the whole group of Changewings.

Hiccup touched the small cut on his chin. It was not deep and not really long and only hurt little. Still, it was a huge honor.

He turned to his friends.

They looked at him stunned.

"Let's go."

They hadn't made it far, when through the mist three two familiar shapes appeared.

Fighter and Namhera and on their backs George, Kate and Hope.

They met halfway and Hiccup could see the relief in their eyes.

"Really, what did you do now? Weren't you supposed to just scout?" Kate shouted over the wind.

Hiccup shrugged and yelled back smiling widely: "You know us. We got carried away with our job. But I think we did an awesome job." And glanced down.

"Total destruction, just how I like it." Josh said and nodded approvingly.

"You must be Illiona. I'm Hope!" shouted Hope to the girl before Conner.

"Can we wait with the introductions until we're at the ship?" George asked.

"Sure." Conner shouted.

Merry laughter broke out.

They'd done it.

Then Hiccup remembered his plan and his promise and he shouted: "Hope! Get on Zhangs back."

They looked confused.

"Why?" Hope asked.

"Because I need Namhera to do something. I want him to make the island collapse. There is a giant network of mines under this island, I'm sure he could make it."

"But why?" Josh asked.

"So something like this can never happen again. This gold, this treasure, whatever you call it….people are not ready to own such things yet. Better they are buried deep under-ground, where no one can ever find them."

The others nodded solemnly and Hope jumped from Namheras back onto Zhang.

Josh caught her easily.

Namhera nodded at Hiccup and dived down.

Barely touching the ground he already started digging and within seconds was gone from sight.

They flew in slow circles, watching how one boat after another left the harbor, filled to the brim with people.

"I hope they make it through the volcanoes." He mumbled to himself but his musings were interrupted by Illiona shouting: "Hiccup! We forgot to free someone!"

He swirled around.

But before he could react they heard a deep, not promising anything good, noise from underneath and the island started to shake and break.

Huge gashes appeared, and they zick-zacked across the grounds.

The mountain started swaying.

He looked at Illiona and she had panic standing clear in her eyes.

"Whom?" he asked.

"The dragon that guarded me! He's chained to the wall, he can't get always. The chains are made of diamond!" she cried.

"Oh you got to be kidding me. That thing tried to eat us!" Josh said.

"Hiccup!" Illiona asked begging.

The small scratch on his chin burned.

"Lead the way." He said.

"Hiccup no, it's too dangerous! That mountain is going to collapse any minute!" Kate warned.

Hiccup shook his head.

"I was named dragon-kin. I take that name serious. Now come on."

Kate was right, the mountain started collapsing by the time they reached the entrance to Illionas old cave.

To its side clutched a desperate looking dragon.

It snarled when they got closer and started spitting acid.

"STOP! We want to help you!" Illiona shouted.

Bu the dragon was panicking. The whole mountain was moving, its companions where gone and it was trapped.

It didn't think rational.

"Please!" Illiona shouted. "You will die if you don't clam down and let us help you."

The dragon roared and whimpered and howled.

"Illiona, let me!" Hiccup shouted, an idea forming in his mind.

He few as close as possible and shouted: "Brother! Stop this madness! Stop and look at me!"

It worked.

The dragons eyes fell on him, the mark on his face.

"That's right. I'm your friend, not your foe. Listen to us. We really want to free you. Hold still and you'll be out of here before you know it."

The dragon relaxed and allowed them to approach.

"Kate, take Toothless over for me!" he shouted.

She nodded and jumped from dragon to dragon until she reached him and took his place. She didn't question him, not now when the whole mountain was swaying dangerously.

Hiccup jumped onto the swaying mountain and despite Conners protests Illiona followed him.

"Hiccup if that's really diamond then you won't be able to cut it with anything!" Josh shouted, desperately wishing they could get out of here.

"It was made by the gods. The hardest stone known to humans."

Hiccup grinned and his hands caught fire.

"And I carry godly fire, the hottest fire that is there. There's nothing it can't melt!"

And with that he directed the flames at the diamond changes at the dragons ankle.

The flames concentrated around the lock and grew hotter and hotter until they were nearly snow-white.

The lock cracked slightly.

Sweat formed on Hiccups brow.

_Come on Hiccup. You can do it. I believe it. You have the power. Find it._

The voice was there in the back of his head, unrigging him on.

The lock broke, the dragon was free and at the same moment there was a strong jerk and the mountain fell like a tree.

Kates hear skipped a beat when in a huge dust-cloud the mountain fell sideways and took their view on Hiccup, Illiona and the Changewing.

"NO!" she shouted and Toothless dived behind the falling stone, when suddenly something shot from the dust-cloud.

It was the Changewing.

With Hiccup and Illiona clutching to his back as it flew out of the danger-zone.

Relief floated through Kate.

And while sitting on the back of the Changewing, it purred in a deep, comforting voice: "You saved my life. You freed me. That is a debt I will never be able to pay. I'm your humble servant!"

"You can be my friend, my kin, my brother, but not my servant. You can even be free if you want to." Hiccup said firmly.

The dragon purred slightly, before addressing Illiona.

"My little hatchling. You asked him to free me, even though all these years I kept you, just like I was held a prisoner. Why?"

Illiona swallowed.

"Because it was the right thing to do." She said honestly.

The dragon nodded.

"I'd be honored to call you my rider little one. Would you accept?"

"I…I…I don't know what to say…I…yes, of course." She spluttered.

"Thank you."

"What is your name?" Hiccup asked.

"Windwalker." The dragon replied.

.

.

.

.

***Pavlov's dogs, anybody? I know, it's similar to Harry Potter and the Deathly Hollows Part 2. The concept is the same.**
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Chapter Ninety: Back on Berk

The old woman sighed and turned her back on the seas.

There was no wind.

There hadn't been for a whole week now.

The people were getting anxious.

No wonder. Vikings were a sea-tribe. They weren't used to be stuck on land.

From her hut so far up over the village, Gouthi had the perfect overview over everything.

She turned back to the bowl of water that stood on a chair next to the door.

Mumbling ancient words and moving her left hand in weaving patterns over the water she watched the still surface with half-closed eyes.

Suddenly the water turned black, before and image appeared in the water.

She saw a boat, cutting through the waves, and a boy that stood at the heck and watched what he had left behind.

He was taller and stronger than last she'd seen him, when she'd chosen him to be the winner of 'Dragon-Training' and sealing his fate doing so, just like it had been the will of the gods.

As village-elder and healer Gouthi was not just very respected and on the same level as the chief, if not even higher, no she stood also in contact with the gods, reading their wills and making sure they were pleased and, as a consequence, made sure the village was protected by the gods.

But that also meant having secrets and having to lie and not bring able to prevent horrible things from happening.

From the moment Hiccup had been born Gouthi had followed the gods instruction.

Although born too early Hiccup could have been healthy, had she been allowed to heal him properly. Instead she had to pretend and see the babe suffer and struggle to survive. She half wished he'd die. But the babe had been so strong.

Survived against all expectations, through fires and raids, the loss of a mother and the distance of a father, he had survived all that and more.

Being weak Hiccup had a horrible childhood. Teased and shunned out, the laugh of the village.

Gouthi suffered with the intelligent boy and wanted to make it up to him but she wasn't allowed.

She had to stand at the sidelines and watch how things unfolded.

She'd always know what Hiccup was destined to do.

She didn't know how and when he started to exceed all expectations in dragon-training she started to get suspicious.

The day he'd not come to his final test had been the dreadful truth for her.

Young Hiccup had finally taken the last step towards his greatness but also towards his doom.

She'd continued playing her role, comforting Stoick, being the wide advisor but her heart never stopped aching.

And now…now he was returning.

How would Stoick react?

She knew after Alvins message (something she was upset about till today) Stoick and Gobber had become suspicious.

Stoick had always known his son couldn't really be gone.

He maybe had been a bad parent but a parent knows when their only child is dead or not.

The rest of the village might be satisfied with the little evidence of Hiccups death that they had found but Gouthi knew that his 'death' or disappearance wasn't clear.

She splashed trough the bowl with her hand and the image of the matured Hiccup on the deck of a ship disappeared.

She looked to the east.

Darkness was creeping closer over the horizon.

She felt it.

Gouthi closed her eyes.
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Chapter Ninety-One: Old friends and foes, new destinations

Although everyone was exhausted from the previous day's events, Hiccup urged them to leave the bay and sail out of that miserable place.

Which turned out to be a good thing. The collapse of the mountain triggered a row of explosions all around the archipelago.

Hiccup just hoped that the slaves he'd freed would make it out safely.

So only when he deemed it far enough away from that dreadful place he allowed his friends to go to sleep.

Proper introductions, as well as new plans would be made in the morning.

Hiccup himself couldn't sleep.

He felt like a caged dragon, restlessly walking up and down on deck.

The events on the Isle of Tomorrow had shaken him more than he'd thought.

He'd thought he'd seen evil before but now he was sure he'd really seen it.

How…how could someone do this to his own kind? Not just enslave dragons but humans as well?

He was no stranger to slavery and the slaves he'd seen had not been treated well, yes, but they had been treated far better than Humongous and his fellow slaves had been.

The thought of the Fat Lord made Hiccups blood boil with rage and made him burst into fire at random moments.

H was so caught up in his thoughts and inner anger that he nearly missed it.

He only felt it in the air.

It shifted, moving strangely, alerting his senses.

The mist, that had been a constant companion, shifted as if pulled by invisible strings.

Warily Hiccup made a step back as it shifted and thickened and started to take form.

Hiccups breath hitched in his throat as the misty figure opened its eyes.

"_Hello Hiccup. What a nice evening it is to be out here, don't you think?"_

"What are you doing here? Get off this ship before…"

"_Before you what? Kill me? Good luck trying."_ Darkness sneered and the mist shifted closer.

Hiccup growled.

"You miserable wretched little pig-headed shit-faced demon." Hiccup growled.

Darkness pretended to wipe a tear from the corner of his eyes. _"That's the nicest thing you've ever said to me."_

"You…it's your fault all those people had to suffer for years!" he hissed.

Darkness crossed his arms. _"Oh really? I don't think so little Hiccup."_

He dissolved and the mist-column moved right through Hiccups chest.

Hiccup felt as if someone sucker-punched him and fell to the ground.

Darkness took form behind him again, the mist constantly shifting.

"Yes you! You poison people with your words. You make them do bad things." Hiccup wheezed and got to his feet.

Darkness laughed.

"_Oh really Hiccup? Do you really believe that?"_

"I know so."

"_Well, that is wrong I'm afraid. You see Hiccup, I merely encourage people, I maybe whisper ideas into their minds, whisper in their dreams, show them possibilities. But I don't need to make people evil. They already are. You know the concept of your souls being half white, half dark. Your actions decide which dominates; you decide which side to show. I don't have anything to do with the decisions you make. Because, after all, people don't have to listen to what I tell them, do they?"_

"You could make them." Hiccup panted.

"_If I could I would have conquered the Nine Worlds ages ago. No Hiccup. As much as people will doubt in the future, you do have a free will and you can make your own choices. I can't influence that. Just like the gods I can pull little strings and change here and there a few things but it all comes down to people like you in the end. Why do you think I, and the gods too, are so interested in you. You, you hold all the strings that hold this world together. If you joined me, you'd let them all go and chaos would rule with you, and me of course, as the kings. We'd be powerful and rule human kind with a firm grip."_

Hiccup snorted.  
>"And why, pray tell, would I want that?"<p>

Darkness smiled in an unsettling way.

"_You know why. Deep inside you know it. You know that you, if you took it, had the power to get rid of all those people that are like the Fat Lord. People that do horrible things to humans and dragons and other animals, you know you could rid the world of them; you even think you would make it a better world. You are a natural born leader Hiccup. You know you could do it. With me you can! I can give you the power. You could rule the world after your own rules."_

"And I'm correct assuming that you will just lay back and let me do so." Hiccup said sarcastically.

"_Despite what you think, my feud doesn't lie with the humans. I use them to get what I want but I have nothing against them. Quite the opposite actually, humans make me strong. No, I have a different problem. It's the gods. All I would do is destroying them. But I need your help for that. You would become my vessel in the physical world and help me kill the gods."_

"Gods are immortal."

"_But they can be banned and fade."_

"But I won't, so stop trying to turn me. You said it yourself, you can talk but I don't have to listen. You have done too much that has affected me in the worst possible ways. Nothing could ever make me work for you."

Darkness was now the one that snorted.

"_But you're not siding with the gods either."_ He said smugly and drifted closer.

"_Because they have hurt you too. Maybe more than I have even."_ He mumbled with a sly grin.

"Fuck. OFF!" Hiccup growled.

"_You didn't turn out to be the little Soldier of the Light they wanted you to be. They wanted to get rid of you. Am I right?"_

"Are you deaf or something? I said 'Go'. Or I will kick your ass."

"_We both know that it's not time. At least not yet. But don't worry, we'll fight. Eventually."_

"So you know I'd never join you." Hiccup said smugly.

Darkness laughed. _"We'd fight, no matter what you decide."_

He started to circle Hiccup, wisps of mist ghostly touching his cheeks and neck, making goose-bumps appear of his arms.

"_Tell me Hiccup"_ he said, changing the tone _"Did you enjoy killing the fat Lord?"_

Hiccup stiffened.

"I didn't kill him."

"_Of course you did. You led him outside, you left him with those dragons, and you wanted him to die for what he did to your little seer-friend, whom I will destroy come the time, just so you know. You cannot fool me Hiccup. You enjoyed him being killed."_

"I didn't stay to watch."

But Darkness ignored is protests and went on.

"_And those guards, the ones with the Lord and ones the cart, you killed those people."_

"Because they deserved it." Hiccup said stiffly. "They were cold-hearted murderer and slave-traders. They mistreated dragons and only had thought of gold in their heads." He said heatedly.

"_Wrong!"_ Darkness sang and again passed through Hiccup, this time form the side.

The chill was nearly unbearable.

"_They were scared. They did what they had to do or it would have been them between the dragon's teeth. They did what they had to do to survive. To ensure the survival of their loved ones. Yes, you heard m right. Most of them had families that were slaves. Those few that had their families in the village nearly didn't earn enough to care for them. They had to work hard everyday. And now there are fatherless children and widows that don't know how they shall survive. All because of you."_ Darkness murmured.

"No." Hiccup whispered fiercely.

"_Oh yes."_ Darkness hissed gleefully.

"_You just don't want to believe it Hiccup. You think so much in black in white, yet you yourself are an ominous shade of grey. Why can't others be? Why does one action condemn them all but not you? Admit it, you enjoyed killing and these guards were human somewhere inside of them."_

The agony his words woke in Hiccup was indescribable.

He'd attacked those guards without second thought. His main goal had been to safe Illiona and himself.

He felt positively sick.

"Go away." He whispered.

"_I'm so proud Hiccup. You're developing nicely."_ Darkness whispered into his eyes.

Hiccup wouldn't be able to see it and there was no one there to truly witness it but his rage came back full force and not just his arms blazed alight with white brining hot fire but also his eyes dissolved and flames licked in the eye-sockets.

Flames danced through his hair and his fists were clenched.

He punched through the misty-figure of Darkness and although it extinguished the flames on his arm, the fire in his eyes and hair kept burning.

The essence of Darkness fled but Hiccup still shouted: "I AM NO ONES SECRET WEAPON. I AM HUMAN AND I CHOSE WHAT TO DO. YOU DON'T GET TO SAY ANYTHING! YOU DON'T KNOW ME!"

There were a few tense seconds of silence, then someone cleared their throat behind him.

He swirled around, only to find Kate standing there, still in her night-gown, looking at him with barely hidden worry.

"Are you done…shouting at the night or…?" she asked.

He sighed exhausted and offered her a tired smiled.

"Did I wake you?"

"Well you were stomping above my cabin. It's a miracle no one else woke up."

"I'm sorry."

She uncrossed her arms and stepped closer to him.

Putting her hands on his shoulders she said silently: "Don't let him get to you like that."

He snorted.

"You're one to talk. You are not the rope in a tug of war. At every second turn someone waits to bestow his or her unwanted opinion on me and what I have to do and what not and what is important and what not. Honestly, how did I end up here? I can't remember." He growled.

She sighed.

"Hiccup, you may not like it but you chose to be here. Nobody ever really _made_ you do any of this. You could've refused many times. You are here because it's the right thing to do, because you are a just person and as such you are above things like Darkness and even the gods. You are the only one with an impartial view on the things. And now stop complaining and go to bed because heaven help us, the really big things lie ahead of us."

.

.

.

.

The atmosphere at the breakfast-table was a…strange one.

As Hiccup sat down at the head of the table and looked at his gathered friends, a strange warm sensation of love, gratitude, unity and friendship filled him.

Forgotten was the previous night's incident. For now.

He wasn't the only one that felt it by the slightly confused looks on the other's faces.

He sighed and smiled.

"So, everybody, please meet Illiona. Our seer." He said and pointed at the small girl. She blushed when everybody looked at her and said warm words of welcome.

She had a shower and Hope had treated her many, luckily superficial, injuries with her healing magic and she looked a lot better than twenty-four hours ago. Even if the cloth she wore were at least three times too big.

"Now" Hiccup said "We are at a special point in our journey. I, or respectively we, have been to all the seven nations, more or less. We've tried to reason with the people; have tried to ally ourselves with them, as it was my task. A united nation would be able to fight Darkness, a united army would fight and win, or so the theory. But apparently those were naïve illusions. The people don't believe in the old tales anymore. They think of them as mere fairytales. Dragons are either cattle or pests, the meaning of friendship and loyalty has decreased. Everybody fights for his own goals alone.

But that has to stop.

The seven nations have been at war for far too long. Their hatred at one another has made negotiations sometimes impossible" he tried not to look at George but everybody that had been to Port East knew what he was talking about "Or in other cases it came to a series of unfortunate events that…made in difficult to convince them differently" Hiccup and Josh winced as they thought back at Baratellum and what had happened with the Ice Queen "And sometimes we couldn't even try because it would have killed us instantly" Hiccup mumbled thinking back to City of Fallen Heroes "Or we were simply not successful. All in all we can say that did a pretty banged up job. Not that I'm blaming anyone of you, I'm just saying as it is. But that doesn't change anything at the fact that Darkness grows stronger and sooner or later, when the time is right will invade our world and with the followers he has, he will overthrew every nation and plunge our world in darkness and despair. We also know that we can't let that happen. We may have failed our initial quest but I'll be damned if we can't find a way to stop this from happening anyway. He's made this personal. It's not just about the gods or the world anymore. It's about so much more.

Still we are way too few to fight an invasion alone. So, suggestions anybody what we're going to do?" he summed everything up and looked around.

There was silence.

Then Illiona sighed.

"There is still hope that it might never gets as far as to an actual war. We have one last as up our sleeves, one last advantage that we have to use. If we take it we might turn the page for the better. You know what I am talking about." She said silently.

"Alvin is Darkness's right hand here on earth, as long as Darkness is not strong enough to rise and break free from its shackles, Alvin does his bidding. He's influenced and partly controlled by Darkness. He will use Alvin to open a portal into this world and Alvin will act as its host so he can take a physical form and destroy this earth. Or rule it. Or kill the gods. Or what-ever. So the only way to pretend a full outgrown war from happening is by killing Alvin." She elaborated for the others.

"Couldn't Darkness just get another host?" George asked.

Illiona shook her head.

"A host has to be strong enough to host such powers and such incredible powerful presences in his or her body. The search for the ideal host is a long one and often fruitless. And the host has to be willing, he has to agree to host a godly being, be it good or bad. If he or she doesn't agree then no one can enter their body and mind and take them over." She muttered.

Hiccup sighed. "Be that as it may, that still doesn't mean that I can kill Alvin."

"It's not like you haven't killed before Hiccup." Illiona said silently, reminding him at what had happened in the woods of the Isle of Tomorrow.

Her words painfully reminded him of what Darkness had said last night.

"And I regret those deaths." He whispered.

"You can't feel sorry for Alvin. He tried to kill us many times!" Josh argued.

"And yet I do. He's just another misguided soul, corrupted by Darkness. I'm sure if he had the chance, he would redeem himself."

Illiona sighed.

"Hiccup, have you ever considered that this I what Alvin wants?"

Hiccup looked at her with barely hidden disgust. "How can someone want this? It's horrible."

"Sometimes people are just like that Hiccup. You might think it's horrible whereas they might think it's the right thing. You can't condemn them for what they believe in." Conner said firmly.

"Not everybody is good Hiccup. Many choose to be…well…evil." Kate said, referring to what Darkness had said.

"I simply cannot accept that. Why would someone have pleasure in seeing others in pain?" he asked.

"It's sick but they simply do. They feel stronger then." George said. "My uncle was like that. He himself was a nobody, but whenever he tortured others he felt like he was someone."

Hiccup's eyes darkened. "People like that shouldn't be alive." He growled.

The others looked concerned at each other.

"What kind of portal?" Kate asked, trying to change the topic.

Illiona fidgeted with her many bracelets.

"When Darkness was first chained in the first war, back when humans rode dragons into battle and they were a united folk, they opened a portal into the endless abyss of the outskirts of the universe for Darkness to stay there for all eternity. Where they once banished it, is also the only place where he can get back into the physical world."

"Alright and where is that place? Maybe if we get there before Alvin we'll have an advantage." Hope said.

"I don't know about advantages but I know where the place is. I've seen a lot of possible futures in the last few weeks. Good ones and bad ones. Likely ones and not so likely ones. But I too thought of what you said."

"Alright, so where is it?" Conner asked.

"Berk." Illiona said.
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**AN: So I guess I need to apologize for being absent for so long…. SORRY! Yeah, I don't know what happened. Exams, annoying friends, parents, that kind of thing.**

**BUT: This is the first time I can't wait for a weekend to be over. Why?**

**Because the last week of school forever now begins! **

**That's right people, schools out forever!**

**And the last week of school is always great fun. We dress up as our childhood heroes or zombies and such things. **

**Its tradition and we get to prank the whole school on our final day.**

**I'm sure you do stuff like that too but finally it's my time to do so!**

**So here is a new chapter to celebrate and I hope you will like it.**

**To the plot of the story: Things will get serious and something tragic will happen in this chapter. And we will have a few nice surprises in the next chapter.**

**Enjoy,**

**Yours truly and forever**

**Kate C.**

Chapter Ninety-Two: So it happens again

Hiccup was bent over the maps on the table next to the steering wheel and the wind was coming from behind him so he didn't hear Josh's frantic calls at first.

Only when Toothless nudged him he looked up and saw Josh in the Crows nest, making wild gestures and pointing ahead.

Hiccup frowned and squinted his eyes against the slowly setting sun.

The sea was reflecting it and blended Hiccup but he thought he could see dark shape coming from the blending light towards them.

"A ship?" shouted questioningly. Josh nodded and shouted something but it was lost to Hiccup.

Realizing his problem, Josh came down and jogged towards them.

"One ship, no flags, sails at quite a peace towards us." he said again quite breathless.

The comment about no flags worried Hiccup immediately.

They themselves were sailing under false flag but at least they were recognizable.

"No flags means most likely pirates." He growled.

"Get the others up, fire up the pits and get a move on. Let's speed up a bit. I need Conner at the wheel. Tell George to get the dragons up and ready. Tell the others to get ready for battle." He commanded and spun the wheel.

.

There is no way of outrunning someone or something if he or she comes straight at you.

Hiccup had already changed the course of their ship and they were now going at full speed with the wind in their back and Conner had suggested opening the sails just a bit.

So the waves were now rushing past them and they all were holding on tightly.

Weapons were at range, the dragons stayed close to their riders and still the feeling of uneasiness weighed Hiccup down.

He stood next to Conner who was steering the ship expertly through the waves without the lightest bump but his knuckles were white as he clutched the hilt of his sword.

The other ship was now only a few hundred meters away and Hiccup grabbed his spy-glass, trying to see what they were heading for.

The ship was sturdy and long but with only one mast and a wide deck, probably for cargo but not made for wide open waters like these. But what stood out most of all was the long thick spike at the bow of the ship like the horn of a unicorn.

It was the name on the hull though that worried Hiccup more.

'The Vendetta II' it read in bold read letters as the ship cut through the water towards them.

And when he swept his gaze across the deck, a shiver went up his spine.

Outcasts.

He tried to single out Alvin but couldn't find him.

He did, however, see Savage.

Alvin's right hand man stood proudly at the bow of the ship, ax in one hand and a pair of bolas in the other.

Behind him Alvin's brainless lackeys were hustling across the deck, getting catapults into position and harpoons ready and what not.

But still there was no sign of Alvin.

"Conner, change the course father west. These are Outcasts. They have catapults and harpoons and are armed to their teeth. If we can go around them, I'm sure we can outrun them." He told them and Conner nodded, spinning the wheel once again. The ship immediately responded the bow turned west.

Hiccup looked back through his spy glass and was surprised when the other ship suddenly turned about ninety degrees west and was now trying to cut off their path from their right.

Hiccup prayed they'd be fast enough before the Outcast's ship could stop theirs!

Time slowed down.

Hiccup held his breath.

The two boats were now so close; Hiccup swore he could've touched the other ship.

He saw Savages evil sneer and heard the Outcast howl with joy.

They were not going to make it past the other ship, Hiccup suddenly thought with dread.

In his mind he could see it clearly happen. 'The Vendetta II' would hit them in the side and impale them with its sword-like spike.

He found himself shouting: "BRACE YOURSELVES FOR IMPACT!" as it already happened.

The power with that The Vendetta II hit them was incredible, especially concerning their own fast pace.

The impact nearly knocked Hiccup his teeth out and he lost his grip and tumbled down the deck, somersaulting and finally coming to a stop by painfully hitting the railing.

He could hear shouts and dragons roaring and swords clashing against each other.

The world was blurry and everything was moving.

Still he got to his feet and unsheathed his sword.

The wood beneath his feet groaned and when he looked up he thought he was dreaming.

'The Vendetta II' had hit them with such power that it had cracked their ship open like a raw egg and was now buried halfway into it.

Outcasts spilled onto their deck, grinning evilly.

They were carrying grappling hooks which they threw at the dragons, trying to make them fall. Nets were shot from the deck of their ship and Hiccup realized that this was planned, deliberate. They had waited for them. They had known they'd come.

"HICCUP! LOOK OUT!"

Kates shout reached him just in time.

A shadow fell upon him and he jumped back before the middle-mast of their ship crashed onto the deck, just where he'd stood seconds before.

An Outcast jumped across the fallen mast and advanced on him, grinning.

But the grin slipped off his face when Hiccup parried his strikes and moved in on him, swinging his sword in close movements around his body, feeling the exhilaration of battle flowing through his veins.

With a sickening wet sound the blade entered the Outcasts chest and he dropped dead on the ground.

He wasn't the first men Hiccup had killed and wouldn't be the last but looking at him Hiccup felt dread rising inside of him as he thought back to his conversation with Darkness three nights before.

He didn't want to become dark. He didn't want to fail.

"ARRGGGHHH!"

He swirled around and met the battle-ax that was about to split his skull and looked into Savages face.

Hate consumed his thoughts.

Savage was maybe a boot-licking lackey but he too had killed and raided hundreds of people.

He wasn't Alvin's right hand for no reason.

"You." He spat.

"Me." Savage said with a grin. "Alvin will be very happy when I present you to him."

"Keep dreaming."

Gathering all his strength he pushed Savage back and advanced on him while the Outcast tried to regain his footing.

The Stormblade cut over Savage's thigh. It wasn't a deep wound but it hurt and was hindering him in his movements.

Another slash with the Stormblade and an equally superficial but burning wound appeared on Savages right upper arm.

The older man grunted and clutched his sword-arm.

"What? Scared?" Hiccup asked seething.

Savage just grunted and swung his sword but it was a sluggish move that Hiccup easily blocked. With a twist of his wrist the Outcast's blade was sent flying across the deck.

A swift kick to the knee, followed by a satisfying 'crunch' and Savage fell to the ground, gasping.

Hiccup flicked his wrist and another shallow cut graced the older man's chest.

Hiccup knelt down before him on one knee and grabbed his throat.

"Tell me Savage, what are Alvin's plans? Is he trying to open the portal?" he growled.

Savage just spat aside.

"Like I would tell you." He growled back.

"Tell me."

"Or what?"

"Or I make you!"

"How? You're just a boy."

Hiccup willed the hand that was not holding Savage's throat to catch fire.

Hot white flames danced across his palm and hissed slightly.

Without second thought he pressed the burning hand onto the shallow cut on Savage's chest.

The sound of burning and shouldering flash was lost in the man's cries of pain and anguish."

Hiccup lifted his hand.

"Let's try this again. Is Alvin on Berk? Will he open the portal? If he does; how will he do it? And can we stop him?"

Heavily heaving Savage spit blood into his face and whispered: "Screw you Haddock."

Hiccups eyes grew cold.

"Very well." He just said before abruptly standing up. "Have it your way."

Holding out his hand he shot balls of fire at the ground around Savage until he was surrounded by thick and tall flames.

The Outcast slowly got up to his one good leg.

Hiccup could see the fear in his eyes, as well as the reflection of the flames.

Slightly clenching his hand he willed the flames to move closer to the man.

"I would make up my mind quickly." He hissed.

Savage hesitated.

"If I tell you" he shouted over the roaring of the flames "Will you let me go?"

Harry suppressed a snort.

Spineless git.

"That depends on how useful your information is. But keep going and I might reconsider."

"HICCUP!" A shout faintly but desperately reached his ears. He ignored it.

Savage nervously licked his dry and bloody lips.

"HICCUP! Please!"

"If possible today or it might get a little uncomfortable around your feet very soon." Hiccup growled.

Savage looked past him at something behind him.

Angrily Harry clenched his fist further and the flames raced towards Savage.

The Outcasts eyes nearly bulged out when he felt the heat so close.

"HICCUP, HELP!"

Annoyed he turned around.

And froze.

The deck of their ship had turned into a miniature war-zone.

Fires had spread, masts had fallen, sails were obscuring parts of his view, the floor boards were broken and bend and covered in gapping holes, the whole ship was leaning slightly sideways and Hiccup had no doubt it was because it was running full with water.

Bodies of Outcasts littered the deck but he could also see Josh lying unmoving on the ground with Zhang standing protectively before him, coating the Outcasts in his milky white breath when they came to close forcing them to see horrible hallucination. But in never lasted long enough and they kept coming back.

Be the destroyed remains of the deck-house Kate and Hope were cornered by five Outcasts at once. They were holding their ground but they wouldn't for much longer.

Nightlight, Fighter and Namhera were tied up and could barely move. Conner had run out of arrows and was being chased by another pair of Outcasts. Toothless was attacked from all sides with spears. Windwalker was spitting acid at the Outcast, always appearing and disappearing, guarding Illiona whose leg was trapped under some heavy piece of wood.

George was the by the steering wheel, dueling with two outcast at once. He was good but not good enough against two of them.

"HICCUP! PLEASE!" Kate shouted again.

He turned back to Savage whose eyes were wide with panic at the inclosing flames.

But there was also something triumphant in his face.

"You can't save them and keep me at the same time." He leered.

"Choose. Their lives or the information I maybe have."

Hiccup looked back to his friends, at Josh's crumbled from and the trapped Illiona. At his outnumbered friends and then at the Outcast.

He clenched his fist and the flames shot towards him, finally touching Savage but only just so.

Savage howled but couldn't move much without daring to get touched by the fire somewhere else.

"I don't care if you live or die." Hiccup said coldly. "Now, how do I stop Alvin?"

"I'm not saying anything."

One of the flames lashed out, hitting the man like a whip in the back.

Savage shouted in agony as the flesh burned.

"Wrong answer. Try again."

"HICCUP! I COULD NEED YOUR HELP!" he heard George somewhere to his side.

"TELL ME!" Hiccup shouted.

"NEVER!" Savage screamed and threw himself into the flames.

His screams went through Hiccups bones and into his very core.

Savages burning face and the agony displayed on it could not hide the cruel smile on his lips.

A loud cry brought him back to reality and he saw how an Outcast struck George down, going for the kill.

"NO!" he shouted and hurtled his sword across the deck.

It went right through the man's chest and he was dead before he hit the ground.

Jumping over obstacles and running through fire he came to a slithering stop next to George.

Ripping his sword from the dead man's chest he pulled the other boy to his feet.

Making sure he remained standing he shot two balls of fire at the men cornering Toothless.

Two of them went down and Toothless used the opportunity to crash into the men cornering the girls, bringing them down.

"WE NEED TO LEAVE THE SHIP! EVERYTHING HERE WILL BURN TO ASHES AND US WITH IT!" Kate shouted as she Josh gathered Josh up and threw him on Zhangs back.

George had run to help Illiona with her leg and Hope and Conner had managed to cut the dragons loose.

Hiccup had no time to disagree.

Most dragons and their riders were already up in the air and Toothless was waiting impatiently for him to get on his back.

Throwing one last glace back at Savages smoldering body in the flames he jumped onto the Night Fury's back and the dragon shot upwards into the sky.

.

It was near dusk when they found land.

But touching down Hiccup felt something about to happen.

As soon as Fighter had touched down, George jumped down and came towards him, his face contorted with anger.

"WHAT THE HELL WAS WRON G WITH YOU? I WAS SHOUTING FOR OYUR HELP! WHAT WERE YOU DOING?"

Hiccup winced.

"WHY WEREN'T YOU HELPING? THE WHOEL TIEM YOU JUST STOOD THERE AND YELLED AT THAT MAN!"

"Because he had information we needed." Hiccup said, trying to stay calm.

"THEN YOU COULD HAVE KNOCKED HIM OUT! BUT BECAUSE OF YOU WE NEARLY DIED!"

"I'm sorry! But it was important."

"YOU DIDN'T CARE! YOU IGNORED US!"

"I didn't."

Kate spoke up, softly, slightly afraid: "Yes Hiccup, you were. When we saw you standing there we tried to get your attention. You just kept shouting at the Outcast you had trapped."

"It wasn't my intention." Hiccup growled. "I'm sorry."

"YOU'RE ALWAYS SORRY. BUT THAT HAS NEVER CHANGED ANYTHING."

"I didn't know they were going to attack us and I didn't think they…"

"THAT'S EXACTLY THE PROMLEM! YOU NEVER THINK THINGS THROUGH THESE DAYS! IT'S ALWAYS SHOOT NOW, ASK LATER!"

"It was a really close thing Hiccup. We can be lucks no one was killed or gravely injured." Hope said.

"I'm really sorry. But Savage knew about Alvins plans. I thought maybe I could get to know what he was planning. Please believe me that I would never endanger you willingly!"

"Did you find something out?" Conner asked silently.

Hiccup sighed and looked down.

"I…no…Savage killed himself before I could question him further."

"SO IT WAS ALL FOR NONE?"

"It wasn't completely useless."

"So Alvin is on Berk attempting to open a portal to let Darkness in?" Illiona asked.

"I think so." Hiccup said slowly.

"YOU THINK SO? IS THAT WAS THAT MAN TOLD YOU? THT HE THINKS ALVIN IS THERE? THAT'S WHAT YOU RISKED OUR LIVES FOR?"

Annoyed Hiccup turned to George and snapped: "I didn't plan to, alright? I didn't want to endanger anyone! But I needed to know!"

"AND YET IT WAS ALL FOR NOTHING!"

George was shaking and his fists were clenched and he looked as if he would attack Hiccup any second now.

"BUT THAT'S NOTHING NEW, IS IT? ALL WE DO IS USELESS! YOU GET NOTHING DONE! I THOUGHT YOU KNEW WHAT YOU WERE DOING! I THOUGHT YOU HAD A PLAN!"

"I DO HAVE A PLAN." Hiccup shouted back, finally not being able to take it anymore.

"ALL YOUR PLANS CONSIST OF SHOOTING FIRST AND ASKING QUESTIONS LATER!" "THAT IS NOT TRUE!"

"STOP IT!" Kate shouted and stepped between the raging males. "This is not getting us anywhere!" she tried to reason. She turned to Hiccup.

"But he is right somewhere Hiccup. You've been acting off for weeks now. This is not you. It's like you're trying to proof something. You act unpredictable and are always so jumpy and…" she trailed off, trying to find the right words. "You need to get a grip on yourself again."

She looked at George. "I agree with you that what he did was wrong and that this was a tight spot but we got out didn't we? I think that is what matters!"

"Oh sure, and about next time? When we ask for his help again? Will he let us wait until the last second again?" George spit out. "No, I don't think so. I'm done; I'm not taking any chances. I thought you were different than I first thought you were. But you are just as arrogant and self-centered as your ancestor was!"

"THEN GO!" Hiccup exploded and jumped towards him. "GO IF YOU DON'T LIKE IT ANYMORE!"

"OH DON'T WORRY, I WILL GO! AND I CAN ONLY ADVISE THE OTHERS TO DO THE SAME. HE WILL GET YOU ALL KILLED! YOU'LL SEE!"

"JUST GO!" Hiccup shouted and his hands unwillingly burst into flames.

George backed away, a short moment of fear visible in his eyes. But then his gaze hardened.

"Oh don't worry, I will go. And it'll be the last you'll see of me. Have fun dying." He spat and stormed over to Fighter, mounted the Nadder's back and was only a dark spot in the sky in seconds.

"Good riddance." Hiccup growled.

Kate looked at him stunned and angry.

"WHAT?" she shrieked. "This is a disaster!" she continued. "How could you do this?"

"Oh come on Kate, what did he do for our cause? He was nothing but a burden." he asked.

"And yet you were always the one to keep him with us!" she said coolly. "What happened to your conviction that we need him?"

"Well, even I make mistakes." He growled.

"Yes, you do. And your human, it's only natural. But some of the mistakes you make could be avoided. George was right. Something has to change Hiccup." Hope spoke up form where she was kneeling next to the still unconscious Josh.

The anger melted away and he hurried to his friend's side.

"How is he?" he asked worriedly.

"He'll live. This time. But that could easily have been different."

Hiccup looked down ashamed.

Closing his eyes and taking a deep breath he tried to calm his thoughts and wild beating heart down.

"I was an idiot." He moaned. "Gods, guys I'm so sorry."

"It's not us you have to apologize to!" Conner said slowly. "I may not like George very much but he's an okay dude. He had a hard life and from what I have seen he has developed so much over the time he's been part of this group and I think it would be more than sad if he fell back into his old habits."

Hiccup looked up.

"Are you going to leave me too?" he asked his friends silently.

Kate rolled her eyes and the anger faded a bit, making way for some softness.

"Oh don't be daft Hiccup. I swore to be at your side from the beginning to the end. I've been through worse with you. And I think that counts for everyone here."

The others nodded.

"I nearly killed Josh. I nearly killed us all."

"No, the Outcast nearly killed us. You…just didn't….see how serious the situation really was…" a silent voice said next to him.

Everybody looked down.

"Josh!" Hope exclaimed happily.

"Missed me?" he asked weakly before turning back to Hiccup. "It's true I'm going to kick your ass for not coming to may aid but I guess you had a good reason."

"More or less." Hiccup said silently.

"But I'm glad you are alright."

"Yeah me too."

"So, where are we?" Illiona asked to change the topic.

Hiccup stood up and looked around.

There was a distinct familiar tingling under his skin.

He studied the islands coast and the trees and the shrubbery and said silently:

"My best guess would be the outskirts of the Archipelago. I'm…home…kinda."
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Chapter Ninety-Three: The day after

They spent the night on the island, building a hideout out of shrubbery and fallen branches at the side of a big rock.

They had a small dinner that consisted of some fish they had been able to catch.

There was little taking and Hiccup could see how each of them kept glancing at the sky, as if they expected the stars to be blocked out by the familiar sight of a dragon and its rider.

But nothing happened.

Hiccups anger had long since cooled down and he felt awful.

He sat alone outside in the cold, leaning against a tree, staring at the churning sea.

How could he have messed up this badly?

"Hiccup, come back inside. You'll catch your death out here."

He flinched and looked up to see Conner standing there.

"In a moment." He muttered before looking back at the sea.

"You're lips are all blue and your fingers are too. Get in now." The older boy growled and lifted him to his feet.

"Listen up Haddock! No amount of self-pity is going to reverse time and make things undone. But if you have a little faith you'll see that things can always take a turn for the better! George can be an ass and he's never been especially friendly towards me or probably anyone but I still don't think he's one to abandon others like that. He just needs time to cool off!"

Hiccup snorted. "Or maybe I was just plain wrong. I always try to see the good in others. That's probably that got us here in first place."

"You seeing the good in everyone is what changed George in first place. I think he's one of those people that trust only few and have only little friends because they have been hurt far too often. But if they have friends, they are loyal to a fault. Like your dragon."

"But he left."

Conner looked at the sky.

"But he's not gone. And now get inside and warm yourself at the fire. "

.

.

.

The next morning was far too nice.

Summer was coming to the Archipelago and the sun shone down on them and there wasn't a cloud in the sky.

But Hiccups mood was beyond dark.

They had no food; most of their possessions and belongings had sunk with the ship. They only had what they had on them when they left the wreckage.

Which basically meant only their weapons.

No spare cloths, no maps, compass or anything.

Hiccup sighed and turned around to his friends.

"The good thing is that this is home territory for me. I know where to go and where we are so that won't be a problem. What I'm worried about is Alvin. He wasn't on the ship so it's safe to assume he's on his way to the ancient lands or Berk in this case. We need to get there before him."

"The only question is how we get there." Hiccup muttered.

"Why? Can't we fly?" Illiona asked.

"We could. But these islands are crawling with Viking tribes ready to launch a bola at every passing dragon. If they see RIDERS on their backs they will think an invasion is starting and go to war. That is the last thing we need. Most of you never met Vikings but they are vicious, stubborn, mostly idiotic and unreasonable people. And they love war and fighting. So I'd rather not risk it."

"They? I thought you were a Viking." Hope asked.

Hiccup snorted. "Yeah, not really. I was born to Viking parents. But I was never a Viking. At least not in the eyes of everyone else and also not in my own. I'm something else, my own person."

"You share a lot of what you just mentioned." Josh offered with a strange gleam in his eyes.

Hiccup raised a questioning eyebrow.

"You are stubborn; when you set your mind on things no amount of reason can make you say otherwise, which makes you idiotic sometimes and yesterday was pretty clear how you think about fighting…"

Josh had no chance to ending that sentence because, despite being bigger and heavier than Hiccup, Hiccup had grabbed him by the collar and yanked down to his height.

"Finish that sentence." Hiccup growled. "What I did yesterday was not right and I know that. But I did it because that man had something I needed and because he is a murderer and rapist and thief and generally an abhorrent person. His death means nothing to me because a lot more people will die because of eh likes of him. I rage war against those people. But the first and foremost reason because I never fitted in with the Vikings was the reason that I'm unable to kill just for the heck of it."

Hiccup let go of Josh's collar as if he'd burned his hands.

"Sorry." He muttered.

"It's…alright." Josh muttered but retreated a few steps.

"So…how _do_ we get to Berk?" Hope asked awkwardly in the silence.

"Can't we fly at night? We did that before." Conner suggested.

"Vikings expect to be attacked at any time. They would still see us coming from a mile away." Hiccup said and shook his head.

They were so caught up in their discussion that they didn't hear the approaching footsteps and the churning of the sand under a heavy weight.

Only when the stranger spoke they swirled around.

"Does the dwarf fancy a ride?"

.

.

.

**AN: Surprise, the story is not abandoned? Bet you get that a lot. Yeah well, I don't know if you know this situation but I really wanted to write and I knew exactly what I wanted to happen and all that. It's just that….I somehow couldn't write it. I don't know. It's kinda messed up.**

**Anyway, now that I graduated secondary school, high school, whatever you call it, I have lots of time. Yay!**

**Oh…I graduated two months ago….oh…hehe, sorry….**

**Anyway, we're back on course! Thanks to all that are still reading, you are amazing! (Bet you hear that a lot)**

**Love, Kate!**
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Chapter Ninety-Four: Back on the road

Kate was sure Hiccup was in shock.

He just stood there, mouth wide open and stared.

Sure, she too was staring but not like that.

The man in front of them was tall.

No, tall didn't quite cover it.

He was gigantic.

And ugly.

And dirty.

And drunk judging by the smell that he emitted.

He stood there with his arms crossed and raised eyebrows.

But he was also grinning.

His cloths were salt-crusted and bleached from the sun but also very dirty, torn and worn.

Kate looked back at Hiccup who was doing his best 'fish-out-of-water'-impression by constantly opening and closing his mouth.

If the man was unfamiliar to her, Kate doubted any of the others knew who he was.

It just reminded her that Hiccup had be traveling alone for quite a time before he'd met her.

When Hiccup finally managed to say something it was silent and disbelieving.

"You're dead! I…I saw you die."

She wasn't the only one that frowned.

But the man just shrugged.

"You saw me go down and how I went under. But you didn't see me die."

He spoke with a strange accent Kate couldn't place anywhere.

Hiccup laughed hysterically.

"You went under and didn't resurface. You were positively gone! You weren't even near your boat when I returned there. For all I knew, you were dead!"

"But I'm not. And be glad for that dwarf."

Hiccup looked at him annoyed. "Could you cut out the name? I'm not a dwarf anymore."

"Everyone's a dwarf to me."

"Because not everyone is freaking nine feet tall." Josh muttered.

For the first time the man turned to look at them.

"What's with the side-kicks?" he asked and spit into the sand.

Hope made a disgusted face.

Hiccup rubbed his eyes and pulled at his skin slightly before saying:

"These are Kate, Josh, Hope, Conner und Illiona." Turning to face them he made a wide sweep with his arm and pointed at the tall ugly drunk man and said: "Everyone, this is Will. He was supposed to take me to Derandolia from Durgonheim but we were attacked by Alvin and his goons. I thought Will had died. Haven't seen him since."

Realization dawned on Kate.

Hiccup had told her the story of course.

But somehow she had imagined Will more…heroic. The way he had taken Hiccup in and fought with him and had accepted him and Toothless…

This was not what she had expected.

"So…I see you need a ride. I've got the boat just over there."

He pointed to where the beach made a sharp turn. Kate saw the heck of a boat.

.

.
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It was a strange moment of clam.

They just sat on deck, their feet dangling in the water.

Even though the last boat they had been on had sunk, it still felt good. The gentle rocking made Kate drowsy.

She hadn't slept much last night.

Nightlight swam up next to her and gently nudged her food.

The dragons swam around the boat, guarding it and staying hidden at the same time.

Hiccup had told her that dragons had gills as well as lungs. When they swam or dived the lungs would shut close and the gills would activate.

She patted the dragons with her foot and she purred.

They were sailing through the Archipelago now.

Many islands where crowded together, making it a maze of water-paths, not unlike the 'Fire-Wall-Lands'.

But unlike that dreadful place these islands didn't spill molten fire but were lush and green and full of wildlife they could hunt and eat.

The water glittered and it was strangely peaceful.

Through the lazy atmosphere Hiccups silent voice reached her ears after a while.

"What happened after you went down and went overboard? How did you find us?"

He was peaking silently and softly but Kate heard it none-the less.

Hiccup sat next to Will.

The two of them had immediately fallen into some kind of routine on the oat so that Conners skills weren't even needed.

Will shrugged and steered to the right, avoiding a rock that lay just slightly under the surface. "I admit that the asshole got me pretty bad in the side and for a long time I just drifted. When I finally pulled myself together, the 'VENDETTA' was burning, you where gone and my boat was drifting off to one side. I'm just glad they didn't see it. I managed to get back to my boat but you, your beast and your stuff were gone. So I patched myself up and since I knew where you were headed I set course to follow you. But I was always a few days behind you. But following you was easy. You left quite the trail of destruction behind you. I caught up with you once. In Port East. I posed as a fisherman that had gotten lost at sea and needed new supplies and maps to get home. But before I could do anything to help you munchkins, you handled it yourself, leaving me behind again."

Kate saw how Hiccups face turned dark at the mentioning of Port East. That had been a bad experience for all of them.

"I lost you again when you decided to cross through the desert and I missed you when you left Kinkal. Luckily I could guess that Durgonheim would be the next place for you to go. I went to sleep that night thinking I would be able to find you the next day. But then I woke up only to find out that one of the best ships was stolen the last night by a bunch of teens."

He glared at Hiccup who grinned.

"I went to follow you but I had no clue where you'd gone. I sailed around the misty outskirts of the 'fire-Wall-Lands' but dared not to enter. I was sure that you would be lost and that I just as well could get give up. But I didn't. I sailed around the 'Fire-Wall-Lands in circles until suddenly a lot of ships leave from the cloudy banks in front of me. I ask them what happened. One of them told me a fantastic story about a young lad freeing them with their friends from slavery. He had no clue what you where up to and what you had planned but since I knew you had a ship I decided to stay around and wait for you. But then I spotted the Outcast and retreated. In doing so I missed you again and was to late when they got to you. I found only debris floating together with some corpses. But I knew that land was close and I guessed you'd be here. And right I was."

Will finished and steered the boat into a narrow pathway.

"Wow." Hiccup mumbled. "I didn't think you'd be so clever."

Will laughed slightly. "Oh, I'm clever. Just not book-clever. My cleverness will get me through life easily. But many don't see that as 'cleverness'."

"But that leaves me with one question."Hiccup said. "Why?"

"Why what?"

"Why did you bother to come after me and keep looking? You said it yourself, you lost us so often. What kept you going? You don't owe me."

Will snorted.

"Oh, I wanted to leave, many times. But every time I turned the boat a dreadful feeling would fill me and make me turn back around. I knew you would need me eventually again. And…I don't know. It was just the right thing to do. I don't need ulterior motives."

"Thanks." Hiccup muttered.

"Don't mention it."
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Chapter Ninety-Five: A first taste of what is to come

The day had started well for Stoick the Vast.

But that was only until they were attacked by shadows.

It happened so suddenly and no one was prepared.

After the Dragon-attacks had ceased many months before, the Vikings had dared to let their guard down just a little bit but they regretted it now as monsters made from shadows tore through their village, carrying off villagers and leaving a trail of destruction in their wake.

Stoick had been helping Silent Sven with his sheep, when the screams first reached him.

Both Vikings had reeled around, expecting fire spitting dragons.

But it was so much worse.

The monsters took all shapes and forms.

Some looked like normal animals, only larger and with bigger fangs or claws, others like dragons, others like beings from the real of death. Monsters from the dreams of little children. Monsters that lived under beds and in cupboards and waited under stairs.

Monsters that devoured a Viking in one gulp or tore them in half with a mere flick of their wrist!

Stoick buried the blade of his finest ax in the first thing that fell before him.

But it was like hitting water. It passed clean through the monsters, left a gap for a second before said gap closed and the monster charged again.

Stoick could do nothing else but defend him as best as possible. He desperately searched for a weak spot but he couldn't find one!

Stoick finally went down and the monster towered over him, ready for the final blow.

Stoick fought the fear and looked the creature grim in the face.

He was a Viking. Death was an occupational hazard. He just wished it wasn't death by some unknown mythical creature that came to destroy his village.

But the mortal blow never came.

As if hearing a silent command the creature looked up all of a sudden, faltered and then…dissolved.

For a few moments Stoick just lay there, stunned and still in shock.

Suddenly Gobber appeared above him.

A part of Stoick's brain realized the joy of his best friend being alive but most of it was still in a stupor.

Gobber extended his one remaining arm and still in a daze Stoick grabbed it and got to his feet.

"You alright?" Gobber asked darkly.

Stoick just nodded but looked at the rapidly darkening sky.

"Where did they go?" he asked silently.

"Hopefully far away." Gobber growled.

"The village, the people…what is the damage?" Stoick asked, composing himself. A chief's duty is to his people. Everything else is secondary.

Gobber pulled a face.

"Not as bad as it could have been. Some houses destroyed and on fire, only fed dead but many wounded and of course scared. But probably nothing compared to a dragon raid."

The 'yet' hung unsaid in the air.

Stoick brushed some dust of his cloths and nodded.

"Show me."

.

As they walked through the village, Stoick got a dreadful feeling in his stomach.

There was…so little damage…

He should be glade, but he couldn't shake of this strange feeling. There were only a handful dead and lots of wounded people but somehow Stoick thought that this didn't fit the picture.

"What do you think?" his brother asked as he joined him and Gobber.

"I think that whatever attacked us wasn't out to do anything. This was just a sneak peek. The real battle is still coming." Stoick said darkly and turned to where the sun was sinking into the sea.

Just beyond the horizon and further to the south a dark cloud hung ominously above the water.
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Chapter Ninety-Six: It's about balance

Illiona sat up straight in her bed, sweat pouring down from her whole body, her heart beating so quickly it hurt.

She could barely breathe and for a second she didn't know where she was.

So when a hand touched her shoulder, she reacted instinctively and punched in the general direction of the hand.

Someone yelped and the hand vanished.

"Ow! Illiona!" the same someone said. "What the heck?"

Her eyes adjusted to the darkness and she saw where she was.

Under deck curled up in some ratty blankets with the others inside the storage room.

Josh sat next to her, holding his nose.

She could see a small tickle of blood escape between his fingers.

"Oh my gods, Josh, I am so sorry!" she whispered and scooted closer to him. "It's not broken, is it?" she asked fearfully.

He gave her a crooked grin. "Don't worry, you're not that strong yet." He reassured her.

"Sorry." She muttered again.

"It's fine. Are you alright? I woke up and you were turning and tossing and moaning. Did you have like…a vision?" he asked silently.

Illiona nodded shakily.

"Do you want me to wake up Hiccup?" Josh offered.

Illiona shook her head. "No. It's no good news. I don't want to trouble him just yet with it." He mumbled.

"You wanna tell me?" he asked and draped the blanket around her shoulders.

She hesitated.

"I won't tell anyone." He promised. "But maybe talking about it can help you a bit. You know, sharing the burden…"

She smiled shakily. "You don't want my burden."

"Try me." Josh offered.

Illiona sighed and took a deep breath.

"I saw Hiccup's dad get attacked by a dark force. Darkness has made it to Berk before us. I think Savage and his men were supposed to delay us while Alvin and his other goons moved on ahead."

Josh quickly glanced at Hiccup who was still sleeping soundly a few meters away.

"Is his dad okay?" he asked.

"Surprisingly, yes." The monster stopped for some reason before it could finish him off…" she hesitated.

"What? What is it?" Josh asked, noticing her break.

"I…I don't like it. I'm sure we're heading right into a trap!"

Josh snorted. "That wouldn't be something new."

"No, this is different. Darkness needs Hiccup, needs us. He needs his blood to open the portal. And Berk is the only place Darkness can be banned back into the abyss. It's a significant place and somehow I feel that it will be the place where our all fate will be decided and at the same time I feel that it's far from the end. Bad things have yet to happen. And we're missing something. Something important. Something vital! It's maddening. It's like the information I need is just at the edge of my mind, too far away to reach but still close enough that I know the answer is somewhere close by." She muttered, clutching her head with her hands.

Josh was silent. Then he said. "Maybe you are not suppose to know it yet. Maybe it's not the right time yet."

"But what good does that us if fate won't grand us the knowledge to victory?"

"Fate is about balance. Balance between good and evil. It won't prefer any side. Giving you that information could tip the scales again."

"But we want to help the world. How can doing something good be bad?"

"It's not bad but everything comes in pairs. Light and Darkness, good and evil, white and black, hot and cold, you name it. One can't be without the other. Nature is all about balance. And fate is neutral. The information will come to you when its time. Until them we must keep going on what we have." He said slowly.

Illiona looked at him astonished. Then she smiled. "Thanks. I guess…you are right."

"Do you think you will be able to sleep again?" Josh asked.

Illiona nodded. "Yes. Thanks for listing Josh."

"No problem."
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Chapter Ninety-Seven: Back where it all began

Hiccup pushed the spy-glass back together and back into his pocket.

The wind blew his hair to the side and was biting cold, despite it being spring already.

Will's boat was cutting neatly through the 'Wrath of Thor' and they had just entered 'Odin's Bathtub'. Berk was close.

Home was close.

Or was it?

Was Berk his home?

How strange to think about that old conflict again.

Hiccup was coming back the place he once had vowed never come back to.

But then again his plans never turned out the way they were supposed to.

Hiccup seriously wondered how he was supposed to approach this new situation.

Just land on the shores of Berk with a bunch of strangers, surprising his father after nearly nine months of absence?

Not to forget that his father had thought he was dead. Killed by a dragon. Only to learn later that Hiccup had actually left with his tail between his legs.

Hiccup really didn't know what kind of welcome to expect.

He had thought about sending his father a letter ahead.

But how could a letter possibly explain this situation?

What would his father say about his friends, befriending dragons and what would he think of Hiccups so called 'destiny'? Would he believe Hiccup that there was an evil force out there and that only Hiccup could stop it? He, Hiccup the Useless?

Stoick didn't believe in myths. Sure, he believed in the gods and such things but Stoick was a skeptical man.

And most importantly, would he help them, if he believed him?

So many questions swirled around in Hiccups head; it was hard for him to concentrate on anything else.

Illiona had told him about her vision during breakfast.

Hiccup felt dreadful.

He shared her concerns.

.

Will stepped up next to him. He had left Conner at the steering wheel.

He spat into the water.

"If the wind stays like that I'd say it'll only take us a day until we reach your home." He muttered as he scanned the horizon.

Hiccup felt sick to the stomach.

"I know, this is familiar."

He pointed at the far east of 'Odin's Bathtub'. "That way you reach the Bog Burglar, Meathead Islands and the Uglythug-Territory" he pointed at some cliffs in the north-east "And there a boat of my father's once sunk" he pointed west "And that way you reach Hysteria in a few hours. Don't ever do it through. They are crazy. But not as bad as the Berserks. If you have a death wish you go there but otherwise you don't."

Hiccup fell silent.

Will patted his shoulder awkwardly. "Don't worry. I'm sure everything will fall into place eventually."

"You don't know my father." Hiccup muttered.

Will shrugged. "Maybe. But I know you."

"I'm nothing like my father."

"Exactly. So I have a pretty good idea what your old man is like."

.

Hiccup stayed were he sat until the sun went down in the sea.

The shadow of Berk had long since appeared in front of them.

Despite it being the place of the worst of Hiccups years, he felt a strange ache seeing it once again. He had missed Berk after all!

For the first time in a long time his thoughts drifted off to his cousin Snotlout, the twins, Fishlegs and of course…Astrid.

Strange.

When he thought about her he no longer felt that childish love he had once felt for her.

And somehow her face got blurred. He couldn't quite remember details. It was like that with most faces; expect Gobber's, his fathers and Gouthi's. He'd never forget their faces.

Toothless laid his head in Hiccups lab, crooning.

Hiccup petted his head.

"I'm fine buddy. It's just…so much…" he muttered.

Toothless nudged his side and them his legs and crooned again. Then he flexed his one tailfin and crouched low, looking at Hiccup like an overgrown puppy.

"You want to go flying?" Hiccup asked.

Toothless' tongue rolled out of his mouth and blinked at Hiccup as if to say 'Duh…!'.

Hiccup considered the offer for a moment.

Why not?

It had been so long since they had just flown for the sake of it and not been running away or being chased.

"You are right. Let's go for a little flight. Just you and me." He decided and got to his feet.

His whole body felt stiff but he shook it off.

He saddled Toothless and put on something warmer against the cold biting winds up I the clouds.

"Where are you going?" suddenly someone asked behind him.

He turned to see Kate coming from downstairs.

"Out for a little flight. I…I miss it. To just fly for the sake of it. To feel the wind in my face and see the world so small below me." He explained as he put one foot into the stirrup.

"But…it's about to be dark! And you don't know what could be out there!" Kate protested.

Hiccup actually laughed.

"Oh Kate…I know exactly what's out there. I know this place like the back of my hand. Toothless and I flew over this very same spot dozens of times, right bud? Don't worry Kate. I'll be back soon. I just need to clear my head a bit."

She chewed on her lip, clearly not happy with him. "I meant what kind of traps Darkness could have set up already. It knows we're coming and…"

"It still needs me. Killing me would bring it no step further to its goal. Don't worry. We won't be gone long."

"At least let me come with you."

Hiccup hesitated. "I…I'd rather be alone Kate. This is the first time being back and I…."

She put a hand on his arm. "I understand." She said softly. "Just be careful."

He gave her a sly wink. "Always Milady!"

Then Toothless crouched low and catapulted the two of them in the air, leaving the boat rocking strongly behind them.

.

.

.

.

Hiccup let Toothless decide on the rout they took. He just did the fitting tail-movements. Otherwise he just enjoyed the view below him.

Despite the dark you could still see the islands clearly.

It was such a strange feeling to cross them once again.

Toothless went into a low dive, descending through some clouds.

The cold and wet made Hiccup shiver.

Toothless turned right and fastened his pace.

Hiccup frowned.

"Toothless? What is going on Bud? Where are you going?" he asked concerned as he adjusted the tailfin to Toothless' direction and put a hand on the Night Fury's head.

The dragon huffed and made some gurgling noises before descending further.

Hiccup frowned when around him the air started to get misty.

And he reeled back when out of nowhere a bank of mist appeared before him, here and there interrupted by sharp rocks and sea-stags jagging out of it like thorns.

"Toothless, what are you doing?" Hiccup shouted over the rushing wind.

But Toothless only dived into the mist-bank and Hiccup had no other option but to hold on and move with the Night Fury.

The slalomed around sharp ragged rocks, passed long sunken ships, dived under sea-stags through and passed over dangerous rapids and sudden drops and turns.

Hiccup had the dreadful feeling he knew where Toothless was taking him.

Toothless was taking him to the beginning.

.

All of a sudden they broke through the bank of clouds.

Hiccups stomach lurched upwards and he felt sick.

All he could do was stare horrified as Toothless glided onwards.

"Helheim's Gate." Hiccup whispered. "Dragon island."

.

The Island looked different form the last time Hiccup had been here.

Then again he had been the one that had partly destroyed it and its main inhabitant.

But the traces of the battle were still here and gave Hiccup the creeps.

The old volcano that once had been the showing landmark of the island had collapsed to half its size and the resulting debris littered the hillsides and beach.

The fire-storm the Red Death had unleashed had molten many rocks and they had solidified into strange abstract shapes.

But what really was different where the sharp white specks among the black rock, the ashes, the frozen magma and black sand.

Hiccup of course knew what they were.

Bones. Or at least parts of bones.

Bones of the Red Death.

The Explosion had ripped it apart and obviously had scattered its remains all over the island and the sea.

Most of the bones where picked clean and void of any meat or blood. Probably the work of scavengers.

But it wasn't just shreds of bones, no, Hiccup passed one of those dreadful claws and broken tooth-tips, still as big as his own body, lying carelessly everywhere.

And even though the meat had long rotten or had been eaten and the blood had dried and the tides and storms had washed over this place many times, there was still the lingering smell of sulfur, fire and death in the air.

Toothless set to land on the black sand.

Reluctantly Hiccup complied and set them down.

"Why did you take us here of all places Toothless?" he asked as he ran a hand along the dragons neck, more to clam himself than anything else.

"Because I called him here." A voice said behind him.

Hiccups head turned around.

"We need to talk Hiccup." Loki said seriously. "Really talk. As in…I'm gonna tell you everything."

.

.

.

.

.

.

.

.

I wanted to end it here but I thought: 'I have no right to do that.'

.

.

.

.

.

.

.

.

Hiccup stayed seated.

He just looked at Loki.

He looked just like he had when Hiccup had first met him on this very same island.

"Hello." He finally said after a couple of minutes of intense, if slightly awkward, silence.

"Hello Hiccup. It's good to see you again. I take it you are well?" Loki asked softly.

Hiccup nodded.

"Everything is fine. Well…not fine but…No…actually nothing's well. George is gone, Darkness is attacking Berk and I am slowly losing my mind, trying to think of a plan." He blurted out.

"And now I am here and you are and a lot of memories are coming back and I feel like I could scream!" Hiccup whispered and clenched his fists.

Loki nodded and sighed.

"I know. I've been watching you. Following your way. It's the reason why I am here."

The god softy petted Toothless' head. The dragon crooned and settled down, with Hiccup still sitting now rather awkwardly on his back.

Hiccup slid down his back but kept his distance to Loki.

"Why did you call Toothless, me, here?" he asked warily.

Loki pushed a bit of sand around with his left foot.

"I had a lot time to think. Darkness has ceased his attacks on Asgard but that is no good news. It only means that he's preparing for an even bigger attack. What Illiona saw was only a taste of what's to come. Darkness knows that by targeting Berk he will draw you in. We all know it's the only pace Darkness can enter the Mortal world and it's also the only place that can banish Darkness back into the abyss it once rose from. A battle will commerce and it will decide our all fate."

"How could we possible stand a chance? Nothing they tried seemed to hurt or kill those monsters."

Loki's lips twitched and resembled something akin to a smile.

"They are not invincible, despite what you may think. But they are not easy to defeat. I told you, only united the people of this world would be able to fight Darkness."

"Yes, I know. That's all you keep talking about! Uniting the people of this world! Well, I tried and it backfired spectacularly every single time!" Hiccup hissed.

Loki looked at him with some kind of pity. "You are so close to understanding Hiccup." He sighed.

"Then just tell me! I thought that's why you're here! To talk!"

Loki grimaced. "I wish I could but…"

"But what? What is it this time?" Hiccup growled, tired of the god's constant excuses.

"I wish I could but I am physically unable to tell you. I want to but there is a force that keeps me from talking about the things I want to say." Loki said unhappily.

"Sure." Hiccup drawled.

Loki shot him a dirty look but it was quickly replaced by a sigh. "I don't want to argue Hiccup. Not anymore. I told you I am sorry. And I will try to tell you as much as I can."

Hiccup looked at him for a long time.

Finally he said silently: "I don't want to argue either."

"But where does that leave us?" he then asked.

Loki sighed.

"I wish I knew Hiccup. Really, I wish I would but right now things are complicated enough. Let's agree on a truce. For the remainder of this war we will set our personal differences aside. We woke together. Like we used too. Remember when you were attacked in Durgonheim and found out about your mother's heritage?"

"And you came to safe my butt? Yeah, I remember." Hiccup actually smiled. "You came to my aid."

"I did."

"Okay." Hiccup said. "Let's do it like that."

Loki looked as if Snoggeltog had come early.

"Okay" he began eagerly "It took me some time too to figure it out in the beginning but when I understood what this was all about I realized the chance fate was giving us.

Hiccup, do you remember the painting you found in 'The City of Fallen Heroes'? And what Eyeless told you about it?"

Hiccup nodded, slightly confused. "Of course. It was a painting of Hiccup the Second with his Companions of the Dragonmark. Brave, Hopes great-grand-something uncle, the seer before Illiona; Rupert the First, King of Port East, Kate's fathers, Conners grandmother on his father's side and Josh's grandmother on his mother's side. I forgot their names but Eyeless told us how they tried to make peace in the first time of war between Humans and Dragons and Darkness's first attempt to rise. They were Dragonriders, all of them. But they failed. One after another they were killed. Hiccup the second even killed Rupert the First himself. Grief drove him mad and he attacked the Archipelago well, and the rest is history. He nearly caused Darkness to rise but before the happened his own cousin killed him. Without a suitable host Darkness was forced to draw back and has been gathering his strength ever since" Hiccup recorded and then looked at Loki "But why is that important all of a sudden?"

Loki laughed.

"It was always important. Hiccup, how big are the chances that the descendents of Hiccup the Second just so happen to stumble into your journey and stay with you? Next to zero, that's what they are." Loki sounded excited.

"In every few generations or families, something we call reincarnation happens. You know what that is?"

Hiccup nodded. "I've never seen it myself but it's supposed to be the birth of the exact replica of an already deceased member of the family. They don't necessarily need to be similar in appearance but the character, the soul is the exact same. But since it happens so rarely and always with great time gaps between them, there has never been any real proof. I know Gouthi believes in it but nobody else."

Hiccup trailed off at the end of his sentence.

"Wait…do you mean to say that…." He asked and his eyes widened.

Loki nodded, nearly jumping up and down on the spot.

"Yes! You –and your friends! Are the reincarnation of your ancestors!"

Hiccup stared at him bewildered. "What?" he asked intelligently.

"They were never meant to fail! The Lady Fate had planned for Hiccup and his friends to succeed. But something, a flaw, a mistake, a hiccup, so to speak, happened! It's incredible rare but it can happen. It's called coincidence! Something, a small decision, a wrong step or whatever done by one of your ancestors irreversibly changed the complete course of history! We don't know what that decision was but it had an impact on everything. Lady Fate was powerless because coincident is nothing even she can control! It's like a wild-card!"

"And…how does that help us?" Hiccup ask, not quiet understanding how this was good news.

"You play outside the usual rules. Lady Fate could not put her will through the first time but that you have been reincarnated is proof enough that we are supposed to win!"

Loki let Hiccup a few paces along the beach.

"There is one golden rule in all of the universes out there!" he said with a wide gesture towards the star-lit sky.

"Death is the end. That is the rule. Once you're dead you are finished. No returning from the dead. Never again."

"I sense a 'but' coming." Hiccup said warily.

"BUT… if you had a certain destiny, let's say stop the Darkness from rising, but you die before you can, reincarnation is like a loop-hole, a grey area. Your soul won't be able to rest until it's done. Being reborn is like a second chance. But you are not given the same live with all your memories again. Only a part of you is reborn to fulfill your destiny."

Hiccup brain was working furiously. "Okay…so you are basically saying that inside me is a part the once lived in Hiccup the Second. Which is why it was me that was chosen to defeat Darkness in his place?"

"Well, look at the two of you. You both come from two great times. One is an ancient Dragonrider-line and the other is the line of great human leaders. You both discovered your connection to dragons at an early age, but both of you were cast out because of that. You were both the weirdoes, the runts, of your families. More interested in knowledge and books, than charging brainless face-first into danger. You have the same birthday, you look a lot alike, and it would also explain why Darkness is so interested in you. He knows who you, or part of you, are. Hiccup the Second was the perfect host for him. He's hoping that you might be too."

Loki explained.

"Great but I still don't get how this is so great. So we are destined to win you say? I doubt that means I can kick back my feet and just let things happen, does it?" Hiccup asked.

Loki shook his head.

His face turned more serious and less joyful.

"This time we have to make sure everything goes according to plan. The mistake that happened last time can't happen again. We need to prevent it from happening again."

"What if it already happened" Hiccup asked "What do we do then?"

"Call it intuition but I don't think so..."

"But how will I know?" Hiccup asked again.

Loki looked defeated. "I don't know." He said silently. "We know already more than we probably should. The rest will have to come with time."

Hiccup's gaze swept over the ruined island.

"Do the dragons still live here?" he asked after a while.

"Some do. Many have gone in search for a new nest. I think they have found one." Loki said with a slight smile.

"Why do you ask?"

"I never thought about what would happen to the dragons once the Red Death was gone. I'm glad they are fine. Have they bothered Berk at all?"

Loki shook his head. "Only minor incidents but no full grown out raids."

Hiccup nodded. "Good to know that at least something good came out of this all."

"You give yourself not enough credit. You archived a lot. Maybe you just can't see it yet."

Hiccup sighed. "I just wish Illiona could see the past so she could tell us what we're looking for."

"It's been such a long time Hiccup. I doubt anyone will ever full recall what happened then." Loki said with a sigh. "We weren't there."

"Yes." Hiccup said sadly. "I just wish…"

He stopped midsentence.

"But of course…." He muttered. "I'm so stupid!"

"What?" Loki asked.

"We both know someone who was there. Who maybe recalls what happened!"

Loki's face lit up again.

"Clever!" he said.

"Naturally." Hiccup said before turning around to face Toothless. "I need to get back. I've gone long enough as it is. Kate will wake the others and send out a sear party if I'm not back by dawn."

He mounted Toothless. Once he was all set he looked at Loki.

"Thank you."

"No problem."
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Chapter Ninety-Eight: Revealing the past

"Everyone, wake up!"

Josh groaned and buried his head deeper in the pillow.

Leave it to Hiccup to begin the morning like this.

"Five more minutes. Whatever is happening or attacking us can wait that long, right?" Josh asked and rolled to his other side.

As a response his blanket was snatched away and the brisk morning air of the Archipelago hit him everywhere.

"I hate you." He grumbled and opened his eyes.

Hiccup was already moving away from him.

He was still in his riding gear and his hair was windswept. Something told Josh that the boy had yet to go to sleep.

But his green eyes were alight with an energy Josh hadn't seen for a long time.

Something hat Hiccup excited and that was either good or bad.

Josh got to his knees just as Hiccup snatched Will's blanket away and kicked Conner's leg to get them to wake up.

"It's important.

"Isn't it always?" Conner groaned.

"Well yeah. Now get upstairs. The girls are already awake."

"I swear he would make a great drill-sergeant." Josh muttered to himself as he pulled a shirt over his head.

They had anchored in a small bay of one of the many islands along their path the last night and when Josh and the others emerged from below the ship they saw Hiccup pacing along the rocky beach, the dragons lying lazily around, chewing on something they had caught for breakfast.

Kate, Hope und Illiona sat on some rocks not far away from Hiccup. All three looked tired.

To the east the first light of the sun could be spotted. It was just enough to let them see but it was still god-damn early.

"Okay dwarf, why did you call us out here at the ungodly hour?" Will asked.

"I went to Dragon-Island, better known as Helheim's Gate. It's the place where I killed the dragon Queen Red Death. And where I first met Loki and got confronted with my destiny. When I was there, I met Loki. And we talked…"

Hiccup explained his revelations quickly, baffling all of them.

"It really is strange if you think about it. And yet it makes sense. We all wonder why we were chosen even though it might as well could have been a parent or a sibling in our stead. But those weren't born in the same generation. We are all more or less in one age-range." Kate said.

"Yeah yeah, very fascinating but how will you find out about the 'flaw'?" Josh asked.

Hiccup glanced at Hope. "Well, there is one living being in this world besides Kate's father that lived back then. One that might knows more than us."

Hope, understanding what he meant, whistled lowly. "You are right." She said.

"Who are we talking about?" Illiona asked confused.

"Namhera was the dragon Brave saved and who later became his companion. If anyone knows something about our ancestors it's him."

All eyes turned towards the Whispering Death.

"What do you mean, he lived back then?" Conner asked surprised.

"Exactly what it means. Namhera is very old. Boulder-Class Dragons usually grow to be eons old." Hiccup said impatiently.

"Hope you need to mediate between us. You think you can do that?"

Thanks to his unique bond with Hopes ancestor by sharing his blood, Namhera was able not only to understand Norse, or All-Speak, but also to speak it. At least in his thoughts. That was why Hiccup needed hope. Hope's mental connection with the dragon allowed her to talk to him.

Hope chewed on her lower lip.

"It won't be that easy Hiccup. Don't you think I asked him a dozen times about Brave and the others? That one flashback in the desert was all he ever showed me. He doesn't like talking about the past. He has sealed those memories behind a great wall." She said.

"We'll just have to ask again. He must know so much! Please Hope!" Hiccup begged.

She sighed. "Alright."

"And what do we do while you talk?" Josh asked.

"I won't talk with him alone. I think all of us need to see this. To understand what we're facing better and understand ourselves better." Hiccup said honestly.

The group exchanged uneasy glances.

Although what Hiccup said was true and each of them had questions burning under their nails for weeks now, they couldn't help but feel intimidated.

A door to the past, a door to understanding why them, why now and why at all.

Hope whistled lightly and Namhera rose from the ground, his tail-like body rotating in gentle circles as he hovered towards them.

Hiccup knew that the dragon was like a puppy around Hope and seemed all cozy and friendly but Hiccup had seen him in action and a Whispering Death always looks threatening!

The ground curled his long body around Hope and gently nudged her.

She smiled and scratched him above the eyes.

"Nam, Hiccup would like to ask you something." She said softly.

The dragons milky-white eyes turned to Hiccup. He met them calmly and slowly approached.

"Namhera. You were born thousands of years ago into a world of war, similar to these times. Darkness against Light, Human against Dragon, humans and dragons against Dragon-Riders" here Namhera growled a little bit but Hiccup continued "You joined that war. You fought valiantly. But then you were injured. You thought it would be your end but you were saved by a human. A sworn enemy saved you. It opened your eyes. You bonded and together with six others you tried to save the world. You fought together. Celebrated victories and mourned loses. You yourself lost your partner. A loss that nearly drove you mad" Namhera hissed louder and Hope gave Hiccup a warning glance "And then you found your partner again. You see him in her, don't you? That part of her soul that is as old as yours and aching familiar. It's Brave. He promised you he'd come back and he did. They all did."

Hiccup stopped in front of the dragon's mighty towering head.

"Look inside of me and tell me what you see. Look inside all of us and tell me what you see."

For a few seconds there was absolute silence all around.

Then Namhera leaned forward and sniffed Hiccup's face, his torso, uncurled himself slightly to get closer to him.

Hiccup stayed calm.

Finally the dragon retreaded to Hope and looked at him.

Hope nodded and said: "He says he knows that you are Hiccups descendant. He says he knows who we all are."

"Then you maybe know what it is we're trying to do." Hiccup said, addressing the dragon again.

"You and I both know that how things went a thousand years ago was not how it was supposed to happen.

None of them should have died yet they all did. You lost the war. This is our chance to win it. But we need your help. Something went wrong last time. The mistake that set off a chain of events that let to the demise of our ancestors and nearly ended the world."

Hope calmly stroked Namheras face.

"He wants to know what you are getting at." She said silently.

"I want you to show me your memories. I want to see what went wrong all those years ago. I need to understand. _WE_ need to understand. To make things right this time."

Namhera just stared at Hiccup. Hiccup stared back, forcing himself not to blink.

"Please." He added.

Namhera got closer to him until his giant head hung right in front of Hiccup.

A voice filled his head, only for a second. But the message was loud and clear.

"_For her sake."_

Hiccup shivered but nodded.

Then he asked: "How do we do it?"

Namhera turned to look at Hope and they seemed to converse telepathically for a few minutes before Hope nodded and turned around.

"We need a fire. And pine-needles. And someone to guard us while we're under." She said.

.

Half an hour later they had a bonfire roaring and sat round it, close enough to be in arms reach.

Namhera had once again curled up around Hope. Hiccup sat next to her, Kate next to him, and then came Josh, then Conner and then Illiona.

Will threw a bowl full of pine-needles into the flames. He had told them he would sit 'this love in' out and guard them while they were 'under'.

The smoke was heavy with the smell of wood and fumes of the pine.

It billowed softly around them, making them drowsy and relaxed.

"Grab each other hands." Hope said softly and clasped Hiccups hand tightly.

One by one they followed her order.

Kates hand was firm and reassuring in his. Hiccup smiled.

Whatever they were about to see, he was glad to have his friends with him.

"Try to relax. It…can be a bit disorienting at first." Hope said.

Her voice sounded as if it came from the bottom of a deep hole.

Hiccup had the feeling of falling…falling…falling…into blackness…

.

.

There was a whirlpool of colors, of fast by-passing faces and scenes. Emotions crashed into him, happiness, joy, anger, disgust, fear, disbelieve, hate, love, confidence, shock…

Everything was upside down and wrong.

An assortment of voices and noises reached his ears but they blended together to one single loud sound.

He wanted to cover his ears but it was like he didn't have a body….

Hiccup just kept falling.

.

.

He 'awoke' on the green plains of some field.

There were flowers blossoming all around him and a soft wind waved around him.

"Hiccup, where are you?" voice shouted and instinctively he reacted to hearing his name being called.

He turned around and saw a young woman storming past him, down a small slope where a stream was cutting through the green.

She was small and lithe with black hair and brown eyes. She was maybe in her mid-twenties. Her dress was old-fashioned and consisted of different blues. It was made from a rough material, sturdy and strong enough for travel. It was simple and practical.

A bow was in her hand and a quiver with arrows on her back.

"Jade I am here." A new voice from down by the small stream said.

Hiccup, entranced, followed the woman, Jade, down the slope.

Looking at the man down there was looking at his future self, though this was his past self.

Hiccup the Second was tall and athletic, dressed in the brown leathers of a practical flying-suit. A sword was at his hip and a net in his hand.

A small pile of dead fish lay at the river bank.

But that was not all that lay there.

There was a Night Fury laying calmly in the grass, resting but one eyes was cracked open, keeping Hiccup the Second in sight.

Hiccup could see that he was a lot bigger than Toothless but still lithe and agile.

He was the same deep midnight black but had a ragged scar on his head and left front leg. His eyes were more yellow than green but all in all he was just as magnificent as Toothless.

"I was catching some dinner." Hiccup the Second said, pointing at the dead fish.

"Sadly Storm keeps eating them. He thinks I don't notice. That's why it took me so long." He said apologetic and flick some water at the dosing dragon.

"Storm." Hiccup let the name roll of his tongue.

Jade sighed. "Just don't go away without telling the others again. By the way Tenevra and Rupert have returned."

Hiccup the Second raised an eyebrow. "What's the damage?" he asked.

"Apparently he got his black eye after he purposefully tripped her." Jade said.

"I actually meant the village they were supposed to scout." Hiccup the Second said dryly.

"Those two…they will never get along, will they?" he asked annoyed before stepping out of the stream. Jade just shrugged.

He gathered eth fish and whistled, signaling Storm that it was time to go.

The big dragon got up, stretched and yawned before following the two Riders.

Hiccup followed them as they approached a small camp site a short walking distance away.

The bodies of seven dragons ringed the camp, a fire was burning and in the shadow of s giant lonely rock bed-rolls had been spread and simple canopies built.

Five people lounged around the fire though two were shouting and growling at each other.

Hiccup the Second sighed. "Here we go again."

But before Hiccup could see more he felt as if he was yanked back by an invisible collar around his neck.

He chocked and around him everything dissolves into the confusing whirlpool of colors, scenes and faces and loud noise.

A new scene materialized again.

Seven figures on the back of dragons flying in formation, the Night Fury Storm in front.

They were closing in on a burning hillside.

Hiccup, who was bodiless floating along, flinched at the horrifying sight that greeted him.

He had forgotten how bloody and frightening Dragon raids could be.

Down on the Hillside burning people ran round, corpses of both men and dragons covered the ground; the grass was on fire, spreading widely.

Dragons were flying lo, snatching up humans, killing them.

Men hurled spears and nets and fired catapults, taking out the dragons in the sky.

"HICCUP! WHAT'S THE PLAN?" the dark-skinned man to Hiccups left shouted.

'_Brave'_, Hiccup thought.

"DISTRACT AND SEPERATE! Let me handle the dragons!" Hiccup shouted back.

"Get the people out and away!" he ordered.

They nodded and the group split apart.

Hiccup wanted to see more but once again he was swept away be the current of memories.

A scene, short but warm, flashed past.

Hiccup saw Hiccup and his friends, his companions, sitting around a fire, eating, laughing.

Then it was gone.

A new scene showed Brave and another woman talking as they flew over a mountain-range.

"I hope they have food prepared for us." The woman said.

"You always think with your stomach Tenevra!" Brave chuckled.

"What is wrong with that?" Tenevra asked slyly.

The current pulled Hiccup onwards.

He landed in the middle of a battle.

They were standing in a circle, fighting of a storm of people coming at them from all sides. Arrows whizzed past Hiccup, swords clanged together, cries filled the air.

But they were holding their ground.

They moved together.

Hiccup saw a man who must have been Rupert the First, slashing and hacking through his enemies with a sword in one hand and an ax in the other.

"COME ON!" he shouted "IS THAT ALL YOU GOT?"

Behind him came a cry from yet another woman. She looked like she had no place on the battlefield. She was only armed with a dagger and generally didn't look like a fighter.

"RUPERT LOOK OUT!" she shouted.

Just in time Rupert turned to slash an arrow headed for his neck into two pieces.

"Thanks Isabella!" he called back.

Hiccup felt the pull again and found himself in a different battle.

He saw Hiccup the Second and Jade fighting side by side. They were surrounded by enemies and fighting a hopeless battle.

An arrow hit Hiccup the Second in the chest, the woman was disarmed and they went down.

"NO! HICCUP, JADE!" the cry echoed over the place and suddenly Hiccup saw Rupert barrel into the enemies ranks.

"GET AWAY FROM MY FAMILY!"

Again the scenes changed.

All seven were gathered around a fire once again.

They looked pensive and resolved.

"This can't keep going like that. How can they not see that they are the reason for all this?" Rupert growled.

"We are spread thin. There are none of us left. At least not enough to cover enough ground." Brave agreed.

"We can't give up." Hiccup said.

"Well we're not progressing either." Rupert spit out.

"Nobody said anything about giving up." Isabella said calmly.

The scene dissolved.

Hiccup tumbled and turned through the stream of memories until another one appeared before him.

A very pale Jade lay on the ground, a bloody bandage covering her left side.

Kate's father, King George, sat next to her, covering her forehead with a cold cloth.

Hiccup the Second stood off to the side, looking angry but his clenched fists were a sign of self-loathing and anger about being helpless.

Rupert came storming from somewhere and headed right towards Hiccup the Second.

"This is your fault!" he whispered fiercely. "YOU DID THIS!" he shouted.

Isabella jumped to her feet. "Now now Rupert, Hiccup didn't do anything, Jade…" but Rupert ignored her and shoved Hiccup the Second backwards.

"YOU LET HER GET HURT! IF YOU HADN'T BEEN SO STUPID AND RECKLESS SHE WOULD BE FINE! BUT NO, THE GREAT HICCUP IS INVICIBLE, HE CAN TAKE ON THIRTY BLOOD-THIRSTY MANIACS!"

Hiccup the Second looked irritated and angry. "I didn't ask her to take the blow for me!" he hissed back.

"AND YET SHE DID!" Rupert shouted. "YOU COULD HAVE GOTTEN HER KILLED!"

"She's alive." Tenevra interrupted. "Shut up Rupert your ruckus is not helping the situation. Yes, Hiccup was reckless and stupid but luckily we all pulled through and Jade will be fine!"

"HE COULD HAVE GOTTEN ALL OF US KILLED!" Rupert howled.

Hiccup shivered at the familiarity of these words.

Hiccup the Second now seemed to lose it too.

"DO YOU REALLY THINK I WANTED THIS TO HAPPEN? YOU THINK I NEED YOU TO TELL ME THAT WHAT I DID WAS STUPID? BECAUSE I DO. GODS KNOW I _KNOW_!" he shouted back.

"But this is not the first time this happened!" Rupert seethed. "You've changed and not for the better! We're marking time. That's all we do! This war…it's pointless…we can never do it!"

He turned to the others.

"You must see that too!"

Isabella stepped up. "We must not lose hope. That is what he wants! Rupert, do not give in to his manipulations." She begged.

But Rupert just shot her a poisonous glare.

"You are the gods pet! You do all their bidding."

She looked at him icily. "I am their oracle." She growled.

"And a hell lot good you are to us. Couldn't you have seen this? We could have prevented it!"

"Hey, lay off her!" Hiccup the Second growled, while Isabella hissed: "You know my gift doesn't work like that. I am just a medium between the Lady Fates, the gods and the mortals! I am not your average soothsayer."

Rupert threw his hands in the air and said: "Still doesn't make it any better. Where are the gods? What happened to the grand master plan?"

Hiccup the Second, losing his temper again, said forcefully: "Things don't always go the way we would like them to go! You know that. If you can't deal with it anymore go! We can do without your constant complaints."

The two men glared at each other.

"I might actually do that!" he growled and turned on his heel. Marching over to a heavy built dragon.

He whistled sharply and the dragon raised his head.

Rupert mounted him and looked down at the others.

"I put up with a lot over these past months. I actually believed we could do it. But you must see that all we will gain is death. Darkness rise is inevitable. You are all blinded. You think Hiccup will save us. But he is a nothing. You should run and hide while you still can" he pointed at Jade "Because that is what you will get if you keep following him."

And with that the dragon flew away with its rider.

Silence reigned the campsite.

"He'll be back tomorrow." Hiccup finally said.

Isabella looked uncertain. "Hiccup…I don't think so…I think he meant it this time maybe we should go after him while he's still not too far away…." She suggested but Hiccup cut her off.

"NO! He made his opinion quiet clear. Follow him if you want but don't bother to come back." He hissed,

They all backed away.

Brave stepped forward.

"Hiccup my friend that is not you talking there. George is right. You have changed."

"We all have changed." Hiccup the Second growled back. "If you don't like it go!"

"Knock it off Hiccup. You made a mistake. We all know that. But we all do. We won't leave. But you can't keep going like that!" Tenevra said firmly.

Hiccup the Seconds shoulders sacked.

Grief filled his face instead of anger.

"He's not coming back." He whispered brokenly.

And Hiccup the Third didn't need a seer to know it was true.

The current came back and carried him away.

Snippets flew by.

One showed the group, now only six, traveling.

The next showed five of them standing around a pyre. There was no body but Hiccup saw who was missing. Tenevra.

Another memory flashed by.

The five, fighting, running.

The severed head of Kates father lying in a field, his body ripped to shreds, the eyes unseeing.

Hiccup watched the shadows of four dragons passing over a gorge.

He saw Jade next, lying propped up against a boulder, her face ashen. A spear stuck from her stomach.

The other three were kneeling around her, crying, holding her hand as she stopped breathing.

Hiccup's chest hurt. As if it was torn open from the inside.

Three lone figures sitting around a fire, not talking, not eating, just staring. They all look hopeless and exhausted. They look weary.

Isabella, standing amidst of yet another battle.

Her arms are spread to the sides and her eyes are glowing. Then her whole body glows.

The battle stops for a second.

But then Isabella screams and her body explodes into flames, burning everything in her direct surrounding.

Two men, standing at the shores of an endless ocean. Both are crying. They feel no shame. They have lost so much. It's too much.

Brave lies in the grass, glassy eyes unfocused. He too dies.

Hiccup the Second, his face covered by the marks of time, worry, loss and pain flies through a storm.

Hiccup the Second and Rupert, talking. Then fighting. Rupert dies too.

Hiccup the Second falling to his knees somewhere, head thrown back, arms spread to the sides, screaming at the sky.

Then there is darkness.

.

.
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When Hiccup comes around the sun is high in the sky.

His throat is dry and his head feels like its stuffed with cotton.

He sits up slowly.

The others are awake.

They sit where they sat before, staring into the flames.

They all have cried.

Will is silent. He doesn't ask. He can see that whatever they saw has shaken them all to the core.

Toothless rubs his head on Hiccups shoulder.

"We'll be fine."

'_I think.'_ He adds in his head.
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Chapter Ninety-Nine: Battle ready

"That is your plan? Don't you think it lacks a bit of tact?" Kate asked as they marched through the heather.

"The time for tact is over. The time of actions is at hand." Hiccup just replied before crouching down and examining the forest floor. "He's made things personal."

"Wow, I hadn't noticed that." Kate said dryly.

"I want all of us battle-ready. That's why we're doing _this_ now."

Behind him Conner nervously eyed their surroundings.

"I still don't understand why we have to do _this_ now. Don't we have more pressing matters at hand?" he asked.

Kate and Hiccup ignored him.

"Wow…a great answer…for a book! Hiccup, you can't just march into Berk and declare that the world is at war with an ancient force and that their only hope for survival lies within reuniting the Seven Nations and that Berk is the only place our victory can happen." Kate barked and pushed a branch out of her way as she followed the ex-Viking.

Sadly she had forgotten Conner who was walking behind her and the branch snapped back and right into the archers face.

Conner yowled and held his cheek.

"Quiet, you'll disturb the dragons." Hiccup whispered.

Kate sighed. "You do know that this is precisely what Darkness wants you to do, right? Having you near the portal so he can use your blood to open it and take form in this world?"

"Funnily enough I know that, thank you." He replied irritated.

"Then why take the risk?" Kate asked.

"Because you know that that portal is at the same time the only way of banishing Darkness forever. He has already taken foot in the world, so to speak. If we manage to ban all of him once again from here, we can seal the doors shut for good. The magic over then has grown weak over the eons and only by reactivating and strengthening them we can win."

"And you're father will just accept your return and help us?" Kate asked sarcastically. "His dead-thought son that ran away."

Hiccup stopped and turned around to shot her a dirty look. "We can deal with that problem when we cross that bridge. Let's focus on our task at hand."

"You know, spontaneity is what got us in most messes."

"So you say about my plans as well. Yet we are not dead."

"Yeah but not for the lack of trying on the bad guys side."

"Ahm…guys?" Conner interrupted. "Hate to interrupt your argument but…"

"We weren't arguing." Hiccup said, just as Kate said: "What is it Conner?"

Conner wasn't looking at them, he was looking past them.

"Remember that comment about disturbing the dragons? I think your arguing just disturbed that one." Conner said meekly.

They all turned.

From under the shadow of half a dozen fallen trees, forming a small cave, crawled a hissing dragon.

It was enormous. Although its body was lithe and agile it's wings were of unimaginable size and looked far too big for its body.

But what really stood out about them were the crescent shaped, razor sharp ends along the wings!

Like a Monstrous Nightmare it crawled using the claws on its wings as front legs. It was red with orange stripes on its legs and a black streak running from its forehead to the tip of its tail.

Its snout was elongated. Its eyes sat at the sides of its head and, as Hiccup knew, gave it a perfect 180 degree view.

It snarled and made another step forward.

"Well, you wanted dragons, here you have one." Kate said nervously.

Hiccup swallowed. "Not quiet what I had in mind to be honest. This one is pretty enraged, I think we stepped into his territory. Back away slowly, don't make eye-contact and don't move too quickly." He instructed them silently.

Kate immediately followed suit but Conner was standing there, still gapping at the dragon.

"Conner" Hiccup hissed "Move it."

"What is he?" Conner asked fascinated.

"A Razor-Wing if I'm not mistaken. Those razors on his wings can cut through full grown trees. So imagine what they can do to you, if you don't _back off right now_!" Hiccup hissed urgently.

"He's gorgeous." Conner said dreamily.

Hiccup didn't have the chance to reply because just then Kate stepped on a dry branch and it made a really loud cracking noise.

Everyone froze.

The dragon's pupils narrowed to slits and it charged towards them.

Hiccup wiped out his bow and arrow he had was ready to let an arrow fly. He wasn't as good as Conner but he knew he could land a hit to slow the Dragon down. He wasn't one to engage a beats like this in one-on-one-combat. But then all of a sudden Conner stepped in front of him, blocking his aim and placing himself between them and the advancing dragon.

"STOP!" Conner said forcefully, holding out one hand in front of him and looking the dragon dead in the eyes.

Hiccup didn't know who was more surprised and shocked. Him or the dragon.

The dragons, taken totally by surprised, stopped mid-charge, a startled expression on its face, as it slithered a few meters more, trying to regain its balance and stop properly.

It sat there for a moment, on its rear, looking perplex and surprised that a puny little human like Conner just _commanded_ him to stop.

And that it had worked.

Conner used eth stunned silence to step closer to the dragon, showing that he was unarmed and meant no harm.

"I'm sorry for my friends. They tend to get carried away when arguing. I'm also sorry for passing into you territory. But we are looking for a companion for me. We are Dragon-Riders and off to fight Darkness" at the mention of that evil the dragon snarled "And we need all the help we can get."

The dragon eyed them all warily before sniffing the air.

It got back on all fours and approached Conner. But it wasn't with malicious intentions.

It seemed curious now.

It circled him three times before stopping in front of him.

It made deep rattling noises in its chest and its gaze held Conners firmly.

Hesitantly Conner held out his palm once again.

"Will…you help me?" he asked.

He got a purr and a warm snout in his palm as an answer.

He couldn't suppress an excited laugh as he patted and scratched the dragon's long head.

He turned around and looked at Hiccup and Kate with shining eyes.

"This is amazing! It feels as if I found a long lost friend." He said.

Slowly the other two approached but held a respectful distance.

"What will you call her?" Hiccup asked.

"Her?" Conner asked.

"She has curled horns. A sign that she's female." Hiccup explained. "I didn't see it at first because I was rather occupied but now…" he trailed off.

Conner seemed to think about his words.

"Hm…what about Sharp-Claw?"

Hiccup raised an eyebrow. "Kinda…obvious…"

Kate rolled with her eyes. "You named your dragon Toothless. And the other one Cone because you met playing with Pine-Cones. Not much better."

"But Toothless still has teeth." Hiccup argued.

"Ignore him Conner Sharp-Claw is nice. I think she likes it too." Kate told Conner.

Sharp-Claw was purling louder and nudging her new rider.

"Alright, I think it's time for your first flight:" Hiccup said and gleefully rubbed his hands.

Conner paled.

Before he could protest Kate and hiccup had hoisted him onto the back of the Razor-Wing. In front of him grew a row of long curved spiked, perfect for holding on and where he sat the back sloped down so he couldn't directly slid off the back.

"Take him up Sharp-Claw. Form a bond with each other." Hiccup said steadily.

"And Conner…try not to scream like a little girl." Kate said with a wink.

Then she smacked Sharp-Claws flanks and the dragoness bounded forward before flapping her wings and shooting straight up through the trees, cutting several on her way up.

Kate and Hiccup had to jump under a boulder for shelter as it rained tree-tops.

They peaked upwards at the smaller growing figure of Conner and Sharp-Claw.

Conners horrified shrieks turned to whoops of joy.

Hiccup, still looking up and smiling held up his fist and Kate, also still looking into the sky where Sharp-Claw stared to dive and somersault and turn, and she bumped her fist against his.

"We're good." Hiccup said with a satisfied grin.

"You hadn't panned this, right?" she asked.

"Not a bit." He agreed.

"Then we probably shouldn't tell Conner."

"It would be better." He agreed.

As they walked back to where they were anchored, Kate asked: "So it's decided then? We'll head for Berk immediately and without delay anymore? To battle?"

Hiccup didn't say anything for a few steps; he just jumped over a fallen tree-trunk and pushed through the heather.

"Yes." He finally said.

They emerged onto the beach they had used for eth night as a resting place.

He stopped and she watched together with him. The dragons had returned from their hunt and were tearing into the carcass of several deer's and boars, whereas Conner, who had also arrived, gushed about his new companion with Illiona and Hope while Will stirred the flames to live.

"After all, we're battle ready."

He marched off and Kate remained.  
>She looked behind him.<p>

"No…we're not. You just wish we were. Because we're out of time."


	100. Hiccup? - Yes, Dad?

**AN: Holy Moldy-Shorts, will you look at the date…. Yeah…well…at least I do upload…even if it's very spontaneously. Like these last two chapters. Wrote them in one day. I guess the next few weeks I'll be empty again. But I will still try! After all, the finally is getting nearer and nearer.**

**So yeah, we're on Berk, back again. **

**Tell me what you think or if you want something in the reunion.**

**Read, review and tell your friends and family about this story **

**Love Kate**

Chapter One hundred: Hiccup? – Yes, Dad.

Stoik, for the first time in his long life as chief, was exhausted and close to capitulation.

He didn't know what he or his people had down to anger the gods or whoever was responsible but they were suffering.

Nearly every day now those shadowy monsters rose from somewhere out of sea and stormed their island, causing havoc and destruction wherever they went.

It was similar to the dragon raids.

And when engaged in combat they were merciless and hard to kill. They could almost instantly reform themselves. The only way they stayed down for longer was to hit them right in the chest and in their hearts. Then they would turn from shadowy and bodiless into fine grey dust.

Another strange thing about those monsters: The Vikings swords and axes just passed right through their bodies, seemingly doing no harm. When they tried to wrestle with them it was like wrestling with air.

But the monsters could touch them just fine, toss them around and smash through stone easily.

It was madness.

The destruction was always so great; they could barely manage to rebuild all of it.

Thus Berk was in a constant state of destruction and reconstruction.

It wore then all down seeing their home like this, having to fight nearly every day unannounced.

Another thing that sickened Stoik was the lack of casualties. Sure, there had been dead and always his people got wounded but it was as if these monsters didn't really intend on killing them.

It was a cat-and-mouse-game. And they were the mice.

They were the entertainment for someone.

Still, he had to put on a brave façade for everyone's sake, his own included.

They had tried to contact other tribes for assistance.

They never got any answer.

Either the tribes didn't want to get involved, the news never reached them or, a thought Stoik dreaded the most, they too were attacked.

Whatever the reason, the Hooligans were on their own and for the first time muscles and cold steel weren't enough to defeat their enemy.

It scared them more than they wanted to admit.

Stoik worried for each and every one of his people.

They were cut off from the outer world and they were unsure of their future.

So imagine his surprise when the guard in one of the watchtowers shouted: "Ship ahoy! Ship straight ahead!"

Stoik snatched the spy-glass from the guard and looked into the direction the guar pointed.

And sure enough, a single small boat cut through the waves.

It was simple with two masts, an open boathouse and lots of space to maneuver on deck.

He could make out several figures on deck but they were still too far away to make out details.

Stoik watched them approach warily.

After weeks of solitude and isolation a ship should have been a good omen. But Stoik felt dread.

.
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Hiccup wasn't sure what he expected when Berk finally came into full view.

The sea had finally opened and the little islands had made way for open water and the Isle of Berk straight ahead.

He thought old memories would resurface or anger or nostalgia.

Instead he felt indifference.

Maybe a little bit of apprehension but that was because of the danger ahead, of the battles sure to come.

And with the apprehension came dread.

Lokis words, Odin's threats, Heimdall's prophecies and Darkness' promises, they all echoed through is head.

He thought of Namheras memories.

Where was eth flaw?

Where had the last generation gone wrong?

What mistake could they not repeat?

They all had made so many mistakes; it was hard to decipher which had been important.

Also he had lied to Kate when he had said that they were ready for battle.

He felt incomplete, as if he was missing something important.

But what?

He paced the deck like a tiger in a cage.

He wished he could take Toothless up into the sky to clear his head in the winds and clouds, see things from a different angle.

But they had, with the exception of Toothless, because he couldn't fly without Hiccup, left all their dragons on the closest island, still within calling distance but not close enough for the Vikings to spot them.

Toothless was under deck in Wills storage area and would have to remain there until Hiccup could smuggle him on Berk and hide him in the old cove.

He wasn't sure how the Vikings would react to dragons.

Loki had assured him that the raids had stopped but that meant nothing.

Well, nearly all dragons.

Cone sat on his shoulder as he paced and chewed on a fish-head.

In his hand, Hiccup held a small piece of parchment.

He wasn't sure if it was worth it or not but he had to try.

He tied the parchment to Cone's leg and held a piece of cloth to the dragon's nose.

"Deliver this to him. If you can find him." He said silently and threw Cone in the air.

The dragon flapped away.

"We'll land with the setting of the sun Will says. You should wash and put on some fresh cloths." Suddenly someone said behind him.

He turned to see Illiona.

Her hair was wet and smelled fresh.

"There is no one on that island I wish to impress with good looks." He said.

Illiona rolled with her eyes. "It was supposed to be a subtle hint at your body-odor. Don't take it personally Hiccup but you stink. When was the last time you showered, shaved and cut your hair? It's all over the place again. I'm not leaving the boat with you looking like a cave-man." She ordered.

"Yes ma'am." He replied.

.
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"They'll land here with sunset probably sir." One of the guards said as he accompanied Stoik down to the docks.

"Have the man stand ready. I'm not taking any chances."

"Sir, it's only a small ship with a handful people on it." The guard said.

"Do we know that for sure? If the last weeks have taught me anything, it is that nothing is as it seems and that a lot of things I always thought impossible are actually possible. So have the man stand ready."

"Yes Sir." The guard saluted and hurried off.

Stoik just stared at the approaching ship as the sun dipped down lower and lower.

"You look worried. Do you think they pose a threat?" his wife suddenly asked behind him.

He turned. Hylla looked at him concerned.

She hardly ever lay off her armor these days. You never knew when to expect an attack.

But son enough her armor wouldn't fit anymore.

They hadn't told anyone yet but Hylla was pregnant.

Stoik had always thought he was too old to have another child. And after Valhallaramas death and then Hiccups supposed death/disappearance to the gods know where (something Stoik still hadn't quite figured out) he had drawn the conclusion that he just wasn't suited for family-life.

Marrying had been a huge step.

But a child?

That was different all together.

But when Hylla had told him, he'd sworn that he would do things right this time.

He felt responsible for what happened to his first family.

He was determined to have this second family stay intact and happy.

Also he wasn't sure that Snotlout would make such a great chief.

Luckily, thanks to her marriage to Hyllas cousin, Astrid was now too an option for the post chief should the need arise.

And right now, that didn't seem so unlikely. They were at war with an unknown enemy but at war nonetheless.

"Can you blame me?" he asked silently and took her hands.

"No. But maybe they can help us." Hylla said, looking past him.

"Maybe." He agreed.

The ship was getting closer and closer.

The sun narrowed.

Around them the Hooligans gathered. They were talking anxiously with each other. Grasping weapons.

The ship was still a good hundred yards away when a cold feeling ran down Stoiks spine.

A dark cloud had formed over the sea to the far left of the boat.

And as Stoik looked, it broke and blackness poured out of it, one part racing towards the boat, the bigger part towards them.

"WEAPONS!" he shouted. "THEY ARE BACK!"

Forgotten was the boat, back was the reality. Back was the enemy.
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The attack took Hiccup by surprise.

He'd just returned from below deck, where he had washed and shaved before Illiona had attacked his hair with a small knife.

As soon as he put a foot on the last step, he saw the black cloud and thought: 'Hm, strange, it's travelling against the wind.' And then it burst open like a bubble and from its inside spilled pure evil darkness.

And some of it came their way while the rest headed for Berk.

"ALL HANDS ON DECK! WEAPONS EVERYONE! MOVE IT! WE'RE UNDER ATTACK!" he shouted, drawing his sword, but exchanging it quickly for his bow.

He notched and arrow and took aim.

As the blackness approached, he could see how it started to take for of monsters and beasts, all stuff nightmares were made from. Some took normal shapes, like dragons or giant blood-thirsty wolves. But the rest turned into horned monsters with claws, too many eyes, some with and without wings, wickedly sharp teeth and other nasty things.

When the first of them was in fire-distance Hiccup let the arrow sail through the air.

It was a perfect hit, right in the eye.

It disintegrated.

But there were dozens more to take its place.

Luckily Hiccups backup arrived on deck that moment.

"Great God, what is that?" Josh asked.

"Bad news. We gotta help the villagers. Will, concentrate on getting us ashore as quickly as possible, Josh will guard you. The rest, take out what gets at you. And be careful." Hiccup commanded.

Then he stopped when he saw the funny looks he got.

"What?"

"You're bow is glowing. So are your arrows and your sword." Hope said.

Hiccup looked down. She was right.

His bow glowed in a strong golden light, just like his arrows in the quiver. From the hilt of his sword in its sheath came a silvery glow, like moonlight.

He looked back at his friends.

"Yours too…" he remarked.

Indeed, all daggers, swords, axes and bows and arrows they carried where aglow with gold or silver light.

"What is that?" Illiona wondered, examining her dagger.

"We can think about it later, to your positions!" Hiccup ordered.

The monsters were gaining on them.

Hiccup, Conner and Kate took up their bows and fired their glowing arrows at the monsters.

Although not all of them were fatal hits they 'killed' the monsters.

Still, dozens made it to their boat and swarmed it like an angry swarm of bees.

Hiccup drew his sword and charged at the first monster that landed on deck.

It swiped at Hiccup with its clawed paw but Hiccups battle reflexes, developed in those countless battles he had experienced, kicked in and he dodged, moved in and rammed the sword into eth beast's chest.

It exploded into dust, coating Hiccup in grey dust. It stank like sulfur and burned slightly but Hiccup kept going.

They had to make it to the shore.
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Stoik would never get used to seeing his village getting destroyed.

He lunged at every monster he could get but they were so many.

And they didn't like getting disturbed.

One snarled viciously at him and hit him with its giant tail square in the chest, sending him flying into a pile of empty barrels.

Many shuttered under the impact and he groaned.

The would leave huge bruises.

He got to his knees in time to block the oncoming arm of one beast.

He sliced through it and it hissed but the arm instantly re-grew.

It pushed Stoick down brought its large mouth up to his face, tore it open and roared triumphantly.

All of Stoiks fierce kicks hit nothing but air.

The beast lowered its mouth to tear Stoiks head off but it hadn't gotten far when it suddenly stiffened and, just before it disintegrated, Stoik saw to his amazement the golden glowing tip of an arrow sticking out of the center of its forehead.

Then it turned to dust and the arrow fell onto Stoiks chest.

Puzzled he looked at it.

He picked it up and examined it. It was longer and heavier than the arrows they used but of fine quality.

"Can I have that back?" an unknown voice with a thick unfamiliar accent asked.

Stoik looked up.

A few meters away stood a teenager Stoik didn't know. He was tall with blond hair and blue eyes and white but still prominent scar on his right cheek.

He was pressed in brown pants tucked into brown boots and a grey shirt with the sleeves rolled up and a furry brown waistcoat on top to keep the boy warm. At his belt hung a sword and a quiver with arrows and in his hands he held the bow that had fire that shot that had obviously saved Stoiks live.

And like the arrow in Stoiks hands all the boy's weapons glowed in an unearthly golden and silver light.

Stoik numbly handed the boy the arrow but then his eyes widened when behind the boy a new monster appeared. He opened his mouth to say something but quicker than lightning the body had notched a new arrow and shot at the monster.

It went through the monsters chest and embedded itself in a pole.

The monsters dust was picked up by the slight breeze and carried away.

Stoik got to his feet.

He took advantage of the small break and asked cautiously: "Who are you?"

"My name is Conner O'Connell. I was on the boat that headed here. Did you see us?"

Stoik nodded. "And what do you want?" he asked.

"I…that is we…want to help."

"Help?" Stoik asked. "So you know of our problem? Where are you from? You don't look very Viking."

The Conner boy grimaced. "It's kinda a long and difficult story. Bottom line is yes, we know what's troubling you, it's been troubling us as well and we think we know how to beat it."

"You think you know?" Stoik asked.

"It's not exactly science or based on facts." Conner said.

He looked back over his shoulder.

"Listen, we'll explain everything later I guess but right now my friends need me and your people need you."

He turned to go but Stoik grabbed his shoulder and spun him around.

He held up the arrow.

"You'll need this. You saved my life. You have the chief's thanks."

He saw the boys eyes widen before he nodded and hurried off.
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Hiccup hacked and slashed his way through the familiar streets of Berk.

They had battled eth creatures that had attacked their boat just fine and Will had quickly landed them in Berk harbor.

Around them had been chaos.

Hiccup had told them to split up and help where they could and to be careful.

Now he fought alongside familiar faces.

But they didn't seem to recognize him and he concentrated on slashing, hacking and blasting the beasts with fire.

He dodged attacks, outsmarted and tricked the monsters; let them into ambushes or the waiting blades of other Vikings.

He was aware of the grateful looks and the few kind words he got between attacks.

He suppressed a snort.

If they knew the truth…

He sprinted around a corner and saw…

Fishlegs and Ruffnut battling a monster of the extra large size.

Hiccup had observed that the villagers weapons only worked when they hit the monster through the chest where the heart would be.

That made it a lot more difficult for them to fight them.

Still, they managed about fine.

Nonetheless Hiccup drew one of his special daggers and let it fly.

The glowing weapon hit the monster in the forehead and it crumpled to dust.

But instead of falling onto the ground, the dagger flew backwards as the line attached to it rewound itself in the small apparate at Hiccups belt, thus pulling the blade back to its owner. Hiccup caught the actual dagger and slipped it back into its place.

Hiccup watched with slight amusement how the two teens swirled around and stared at him with amazement.

"Thanks." Fishlegs said and wiped his forehead.

"My pleasure." Hiccup replied.

With that he turned around and hurried back to the main plaza where most of the fight seemed to be.

Fishlegs and Ruffnut followed him.

"I'm Fishlegs!" Fishlegs tried to introduce himself. "Thanks again. That dagger you have is ingenious! How does it work?"

"Like Jojo. Let's wait with the small-talk until after the fight, alright?"

With that he sprinted over to where Illiona was facing off on beast all by herself.

Running he let himself drop down, slithering over the ground and under the monster and jammed his sword upwards, right into and through the beast's belly.

It shrieked and disintegrated.

He jumped back to his feet, ready to face off the next attacker but all of a sudden the beasts took to the sky and disappeared in the clouds.

"What the…" he muttered.

"They always do that." Ruffnut said behind him.

"They come all of a sudden and they leave all of a sudden."

She looked tiered and a lot older than the last time they had seen each other. Yet not even a full year had past.

Then again, she didn't recognize him either so he too must have changed tremendously.

Hiccup saw that his friends had gathered with him.

And how the Vikings slowly approached, still hesitant and careful.

Will scowling at them probably didn't help the situation.

"Who are you?" someone asked.

Hiccup recognized Hoark the Haggard.

"We are the Companions of the Dragonmark. We know who attacked you here today. He's been targeting us as well but we think we know of a way to stop him. But it's a very long complicated story and you probably won't believe half of it. Still I need you to listen to me and we need your help. What you witness here is just the beginning bigger and worse things are to come." Hiccup explained with his voice carrying over the entire plaza.

The Vikings murmured with each other.

Then one called: "We don't want to get mixed up in your battles!"

And many shouted their agreement but Hiccup shook his head.

"This isn't _our_ battle." He disagreed. "This isn't even a war against the Archipelago, but a war directed against all of Midgard and all of its inhabitants. My friends and I know the truth of what's out there, of what's driving these evil forces to do those horrible things all over the world. We know how to stop it. But we need you."

He tried to look as many of them in the eyes as he could, tried to show them that he meant what he said.

They were still unsure.

Until suddenly someone pushed his way through the crowd.

Someone big and tall with great red beard and a horned helmet on his head.

"One of them saved my life today. I wouldn't be standing here if it wasn't for him. Why else should they have fought with and for us? I say we hear them out!" Stoik the Vast said, addressing his people.

Turning around he started to say: "We are grateful for what you have done and welcome you to…" but his words froze when he looked at Hiccup.

And Hiccup felt his heart shatter.

For all his big talk about not missing home, about hating it, about the injustice of his father and his tribesman, looking at his father now had him forget all those complains for a second.

Hiccup had missed his father.

Despite his rough edges, Stoik had been a father. Albeit not a good one, but he had his moments and his qualities.

"Hiccup…?" Stoik whispered.

"Yes, Dad." Hiccup whispered back.
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Chapter One hundred-one: The small council convenes 

It was strange, in retrospect.

Hiccup looked at his father, who just looked like he had nine months ago.

Not a thing had changed. He even wore the same things and his mighty war-hammer was at his side.

There was silence all over the plaza as eyes widened in recognition and the people started to whisper.

They weren't any good at it though.

Hiccup could hear a lot of them clearly.

"_Hiccup_? No…it can't be…Hiccup is a fishbone…" he heard Ack say in disbelieve to his wife, Mrs. Ack.

"Useless? Did he actually _grow_?" That was unmistakably Snotlout. Hiccup saw him standing not too far on his right.

"What happened to him?"

"Do you see that burn-mark on his forehead? I think it's the Slavemark. You don't think that's why he was gone?"

"Is that a fake leg?"

"Who is he with?"

"Do you see that one girl's skin color? Why is it so dark? Doesn't she wash?"

Hiccup restrained himself from attacking the woman that had said that. How dare she? A comment like that was rich coming from a _Viking_.

"And what's it with the glowing weapons?"

"Where was he?"

"What has he been up too?"

"They said he ran away."

"I thought he'd been killed by a wild dragon?"

Hiccup closed his eyes and took a deep breath.

He opened his eyes and wanted to say something but his father spoke first.

"Quiet. Return to your work. We have things to rebuild, storages to stock up and a million other things to do. Go your ways. My son and I obviously have to talk. I'll inform you later what's going on."

Many grumbled in disappointment but went their separate ways.

The only people that remained were Stoik, his brother- Hiccups uncle Spitlout, Gobber, whom Hiccup had missed dearly, Gouthi, two other council members, a woman Hiccup didn't know, but who stepped up close to his father and had Hiccup narrow his eyes suspiciously, and…Hiccups old peers.

Fishlegs eyes were wide. "I should have recognized you." He muttered.

Hiccup shrugged. "I don't hold it against you." He said calmly.

"You changed a lot." Fishlegs commented.

"And seemingly nothing changed here."

A flash of blond hair caught his attention.

Astrid.

He remembered his old feelings for her but strangely they were nothing more than a memory. Not even a spark remained.

He nodded at her. "Astrid, nice to see you again."

She looked at him suspiciously.

"Where were you? What happened?" she asked.

He noticed that her hand was hovering close to her battle ax.

"Those seem to be the questions of the hour, aren't they?" Hiccup asked rhetorically.

He turned around to Will.

"Go secure the boat properly somewhere else. Ask for the dock master and he'll assign you a space, I'm sure. Then come and find us in the Mead Hall."

"And what about your friend?" Will asked silently, referring to Toothless.

"Give him something to eat and he'll be happy enough." Hiccup whispered back.

Will nodded and stomped away.

Kate put a hand on Hiccups shoulder. "Do you want us with you?" she asked.

He nodded. "I need you to verify my story." He said.

Then he turned back around to face his father.

"I'm sure you have a lot of questions. And we don't have much time. Why don't you lead the way Chief?"
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Stoik looked at his son.

Hiccup was avoiding his eyes. Instead he busied himself with the belt of his sword-sheath.

They were seated at one of the larger tables in the Mead Hall.

Stoik, Hylla, Gobber, Spitlout, Gouthi and the other two Council-Men sat on one side, Hiccup and his friends on the other.

The teens had been sent away. But not without a lot of protest.

Hylla, he could see, was eyed her stepson intently. Stoik wondered if this would pose any problems for her. And their future child.

Otherwise it was silent.

Every side waited for the other to begin.

Finally Stoik opened his mouth and said: "I can't believe you are here after all this time." just as Hiccup said: "I'm sorry father for disappearing and it ended in one giant word mess.

Both shut up and looked at each other.

Stoik could see that they both remembered a similar conversation months and months ago.

"You go first." Hiccup said silently.

Stoik shook his head. "No Hiccup, I think this time you really have to go first." He said silently.

Hiccup flinched and nodded.

"I just don't know where to begin.

"Well, the beginning is always a good start!" Gobber drawled and winked at Hiccup and added with a smile: "It's good to see you lad."

Hiccup nodded and returned the smile. "You too Gobber."

Hiccup cleared his throat.

"Dad, what do you know about the men I'm named after?"

Stoik frowned. What had that to do with the attacks?

"Not much." He said gruffly. "Lots of that time is lost to us. The name Hiccup Horrendous Haddock II comes often in connection with some great Viking battle where he was killed. Your mother insisted on the name, said it had a huge meaning."

Stoik watched his son flinch violently.

"That is correct. But it's not the whole truth."

Hiccup took another deep breath and looked him right in the eyes.

"What I'm about to tell you will appear to you as a fantastic story, made up and unreal. But what I say is the truth. Please listen and try to understand. Everything I did had a reason."

Stoik saw how he briefly glanced at the teens to his left and right before the youngest, a brown-haired girl of maybe twelve years, nodded encouragingly.

"The world" Hiccup began "Is not like you thought. We are not what we thought. For over three hundred years we have killed dragons; seen them as our natural enemies. But it wasn't always like that. From the time before Hiccup the First until the death of Hiccup the Second there were people in this world known as Dragon Riders." Hiccup paused slightly.

Stoiks eyes widened but Spitlout was faster: "Those are just fairy-tales. No Viking would ever befriend those beasts. We've always killed them. Why are you telling lies boy?"

The old Hiccup would have shrunk back from such harsh words but as Stoik watched his son, something else happened.

Hiccups eyes narrowed in anger, his back straightened and he growled: "If you would let me continue, _uncle_?"

Spitlout, taken back by his harsh tone shot him a glare but settled back, his arms crossed over his massive chest.

Stoik didn't say anything but the same thoughts had crossed his mind.

"But these Dragon Riders served an important purpose. You see, dragons are creatures of light, creatures of the gods. They stand for strength, protectiveness and battle. They are guardians and sometimes sources of wisdom.

But where there is light there is always darkness. I'm speaking of Darkness, as in a person, a being, the very concept of evil, an embodiment of everything that is bad and rotten. It and the light side, the Brightness, oppose each other in a constant struggle for power. The Lady Fates, whose task is it to keep the exact balance, sent the dragons to earth when Darkness first gained more power than the Good and overthrew the Brightness and threatened to plunge the world into eternal Darkness. Humans, until then left at the mercy of the Darkness, joined forces with the dragons and together they pushed Darkness back into the abyss and sealed the door to our world from it. That was eons ago. So long ago, that even some of the gods have forgotten about it." Hiccup paused.

"Hiccup, that sound like a nice story but you said you could help us stop these attacks." Stoik said.

Hiccup huffed, obviously frustrated. "This has to do with those attacks! But you won't understand if you don't know the whole story."

"We don't have the time to sit here around all day listing to stories. We have real problems." said Bolder, one of the other Council-Men.

Gouthi banged her staff on the ground and made some gestures with her hands, looking angry at her fellow Vikings.

Stoik looked at Gobber. "She says we shall shut up and listen to Hiccup." He translated.

Since Gouthi had at least as much authority as Stoik, and Stoik really wanted to hear his son's story, Stoik nodded in agreement and the other Vikings had no choice but to stay and listen.

"Thank you Gouthi." Hiccup said.

She gave him her crooked, nearly-toothless smile.

She made a 'continue'-gesture.

Hiccup nodded.

"Well, after that first war, the dragons stayed on earth and made a home here. It worked out in the beginning. Lots of Dragon Riders patrolled the lands, keeping order and justice, guarding the portal to the abyss, preventing Darkness from ever setting foot into this world again. And for a while it was good. But Darkness was cunning and still powerful.

He doesn't need to be physically there to do damage. He could still send part of his essence into our world and started infesting people with dark thoughts, desires and dreams. He turned them against each other first and then against the dragons. And he manipulated the dragons too, filling them with dark, confusing thoughts, making them into wild animals. That is how the first conflict between men and dragons started.

The Dragon Riders tried to establish order once again but Darkness had already done too much damage.

They became immensely unpopular, the other humans viewing them as traitors and hunting them down" here Spitlout gave and approving snort and five people shot him poisonous looks "and they went into hiding, still passing on their traditions to their children, keeping the Dragon Riders alive. Because they were the only thing that could keep the balance in this world or otherwise nothing but war would reign, that would give Darkness the necessary strength to rise once again and burst the portal that kept him from reentering our world. It was a fragile balance and the slightest happening could tip the scales."

Hiccup took a deep breath. This time nobody interrupted him.

"And that is exactly what happened. Hiccup Horrendous Haddock II was, like his father and his father before him a Dragon Rider and he didn't like that they had to live in secret, keep what they were secret from everybody else. He wanted to do real changes, to really help the world but his fellow Dragon Riders forbid him from doing so. But he didn't listen to them. When they were once again attacked by dragons he flew out on the back of his dragon, determined that he could speak to the dragons and proof to his fellow Vikings that they didn't have to fight dragons but that they could befriend them and live with them, once again."

A lump formed in Hiccups throat. He had thought about doing the same when he first learned that he had won in Dragon Training. For a brief moment he wondered if he would have failed like his ancestor and would have caused as much destruction and sorrow as Hiccup the Second had.

Or if he could have succeeded?

Well, no use of pondering on What Ifs.

"It went horribly wrong. Darkness edged the wild dragons to attack the Village and Hiccup the Seconds Dragon Rider friends, who had come with him to aid him, were all killed and their dragons as well. Nearly an entire generation of Dragon Riders was wiped out that day. A big loss for all of them. But a big gain for Darkness, for Hiccup the Second had caused a huge rift in his world.

Injured he flew away from the Archipelago, swearing vengeance for his friends. He was determined to stop Darkness and show his Tribesmen that he was right all along.

The gods supported his decision, thinking he had what it needed to rid the world of Darkness influence, for there was a prophecy made by the Lady Fates about a hero who would, by uniting the people of this world with the dragons once again against their common foe, defeat Darkness for all eternity. They thought Hiccup the Second might be that hero."

The hall was deathly silent. Stoik felt how he hung to the words his son spoke, how they resonated inside him.

Hiccup shook his head saddened.

"But Hiccup the Second had his own goals. He was glad for the support but his heart…it wasn't pure enough for this task. He was fueled by hatred and the thirst for vengeance. He…he was _dark_, even though he tried to fight it. But we can't fight who we are. A friend of mind once said, that we all have a light, as well as a dark side in us and that we decide in which directions our actions lead and what side we show. Hiccup the Second, he had the right intentions somewhere. But _how_ he tried to archive them… that was dark. That was not the right way to do it."

Hiccup sighed. Stoik felt that his son had a deeper connection to the story than he let show.

"Hiccup the Second traveled the world in the hope of finding mind-a-likes to help him in his quest. He found six."

Hiccup paused again and Stoik looked at his son's five friends. They all looked pained and the girl with the reddish-brown hair and green eyes bit her lips and shook her head. Her lips moved but she couldn't hear what she said.

"They traveled the world together, teaching people wherever they went their knowledge and ways about the dragons, trying to gain allies and trying to stop the raging wars all over the globe, for Darkness had used the rift Hiccup the Second had caused to gain more influence on humans and dragons and consequently more power, for all the destruction, chaos, pain and misery fueled it with energy and revived his spirits.

It was war all over the world. Hiccup and his Companions tried to negotiate between the two fronts but they were overrun.

One by one they all died and Hiccup the Second turned back to the Archipelago, blaming his Tribesman for what had happened to his friend, the world and him and decided to attack. He had failed in his task to banish Darkness. He had failed all of his dead friends, the old ones as well as the new ones.

But by attacking his people, he had made his foe even stronger. Hiccup the Second succumbed to his dark side.

Darkness was just about to breach the portal into Midgard and take Hiccup the Second as his host to become physical once again, when the gods, in the last minute, killed Hiccup the Second by the hand of one of his cousins. The humans, at least for a while, won the war over the dragons, establishing something akin to peace or at least something like a truce.

Darkness plans failed and he had to retreat. He's been waiting for another chance ever since then."

The silence after his words was interrupted by Spitlout muttering: "Sounds like and ancestor of yours alright. A major screw-up."

"He was also your ancestor!" Hiccup bite back sharply, his eyes lighting up for the briefest of seconds.

The girl with the reddish brown hair and the green eyes put a hand on Hiccups arm.

"It's okay. "She muttered.

Hiccup settled back down but his eyes were still angry.

Wordlessly Gobber handed him a tank with mead.

Hiccup took large gulp and continued:

"But he's not been idling around. He kept whispering into people's ears, poisoning minds and manipulates everyone not strong enough to resist him."

Hiccup sighed.

"Which brings us to my involvement in the whole thing." He said.

"After Hiccups the Second failure, after everything good nearly had been destroyed, the gods vowed to never depend on a hero again.

But Darkness is rising, he's gathering forces, he even has a host ready to take over once he makes it into Midgard. I wouldn't have got caught up in all of this, had I not killed the Red Death."

Stoik looked confused. "Killed what?" He couldn't imagine Hiccup killing anything. The boy had always been too soft in that aspect.

"I take it you have noticed the lack of Dragon Raids, right? It started shortly after I disappeared." Hiccup asked.

Stoik nodded.

"That was because of me. You see, Darkness had infiltrated the mind of a Sea Dragoness Giganticus Maximus. These kind of dragons are rare and they can force their will upon others, especially if they are king or queen of a nest. This one had enslaved thousand of dragons to raid our villages and bring us food, thus stirring the conflict between men and dragons further on. But I…well…a friend of mine and I…we discovered this and set out to free the dragons. I didn't know anything about Darkness up until then. I just wanted to free the dragons."

"Why would you want that?" Spitlout sneered. "They are horrible and disgusting creatures."

"Did you listen to anything Hiccup just told you?" hissed the brown haired boy next to Hiccup and glared at them.

"It's alright Josh. Everyone is entitled to their own opinion, whether it's the right one or not." Hiccup said.

Spitlout bristled like a hen but one look from Gouthi had him keep his mouth shut.

"I'm still going to answer Spitlout's question. Because it's essential. I wanted to free the dragons because the friend that brought me to the nest is a dragon."

There was stunned silence.

"A dragon?" Stoik asked in disbelieve.

Hiccup nodded.

Hiccup used it to quickly tell his story before any of the present Vikings blew up in anger.

"Remember the raid where I said that I had shot down a Night Fury but no one believed me? Well, I actually did shot it down. But I couldn't kill it so I befriended it and learned to ride him."

"You what?" Stoik shouted, his face turning red.

"You threw your lot in with them? Those who has killed hundreds of us? How could you do something like that?"

"Because they did it to protect themselves! They are not dangerous! Besides, we killed thousands of them! And if you'd let me explain, you'd understand!" Hiccup shouted back.

Stoik shook his head.

"No son of mine would ever do something like that."

"I'm not just your son." Hiccup said back coldly. "And I'd rather be no one's son than the son to someone who won't listen to reason, whose precious traditions come before his own family."

Stoik narrowed his eyes and stared his son down from across the table.

The old Hiccup would have cowered away and apologized but as Hiccup stared back defiantly, Stoik again marveled, behind his anger of course, about the changes the months away had done to his son. He hadn't just grown up he realized. He'd grown old as well.

"Nothing could ever justify what you did." Stoik said with all the finality he could muster.

He saw the furious expressions of the faces of Hiccups friends but he cared not. What harm could a bunch of teens do?

The tension in the room was thick.

Gobber cleared his throat.

"Why…don't you continue with your story Hiccup?" he asked.

Hiccup glanced warily at his father.

"I feel like it won't be of any use." He said.

Quick as Eyeless had been, Gouthi reached out with her stick and wacked first Stoik and then Hiccup over the head.

Both rubbed the sore spot and looked at the old woman incredulously.

She scribbled something in the dust with her stick and Gobber read: "Stop behaving like…little kittens…AU! Kids, little kids!"

He shouted the last part as he misread and Gouthi wacked him too over the head.

Father and son eyed each other again before Stoik gruffly said: "Well, go on then, you heard the old lady."

"This is a waste of time!" complained Spitlout.

Hiccup took a deep breath and continued:

"As I said, I befriended the Night Fury. I named him Toothless. He became more than just a companion. He became my friend. He understands me even without words and he's taught me so much. My perspectives changed and I became the first Dragon Rider in a long time. It's also how I got so good in dragon training. Being around a dragon on a daily basis had me learn much about them as well."

Hiccup took another breath and looked at Gouthi.

"But when you declared me winner of the competition, I knew I could never kill a dragon."

He looked at his father.

"You were right, it's not who I am." He agreed and shook his head.

"At least we all agree on something." Spitlout muttered, not quite loud enough to count as a real statement but also not silent enough for the others to ignore.

The boy that had saved Stoiks live, Conner, glared at Spitlout and kept, good visible, twirling one of his long curved hunting knifes in one hand, eyes on Hiccups uncle.

Hiccup himself blocked the unpleasant comments out once again.

"I ran. I know, not the Viking way but then again, I never was much of a Viking. Anyway, I decided to put an end to the tyranny of the Red Death. I managed to kill her but in doing so I lost my leg. I would have died, had I not been saved."

Hiccup hesitated.

"Who would save you? I doubt it would be a Viking." Stoik said, his eyes darting over to Will.

Will just folded his long and muscular arms over his wide chest and leaned back in his chair.

He meet Stoiks gaze coolly.

"Well…this is where it gets a little…strange and hard to believe." Hiccup said.

"Only now?" Spitlout asked bitterly.

"I was saved by Loki. As in: the _god_ Loki. And please" he added quickly "Don't make me explain to you why exactly he is not the villain anymore because that story has me confused as well. Just know that he, like all the other gods, fight on our side, aiming to help overthrow Darkness. It's not really that important anyway."

He nodded, more to himself than anyone else, and continued before anyone could interrupt him again. Stoiks head spun.

The gods where on the side of his treacherous son? That had to be a lie.

"As I said, Loki saved me. He healed my wounds; he gave me shelter, food and weapons. But it wasn't the only thing I gained. The prophecy that foretold the rise of the hero said that he would be known to the gods when he boldly and unknowingly defied Darkness with success."

Hiccup sighed and rubbed one hand over his eyes.

"I…killed the Red Death, thus freeing hundreds of innocent Dragons from her ban and I stopped them raiding your village which again resulted in some peace. I defied Darkness and made me the hero of the prophecy. At least that was what I first thought. Later than I had to find out that also a reason why I had to be the hero was because I was Hiccup the Seconds descendent and that only blood can do the wrongs right done by the same blood. Because of my linage I was able to defeat the Red Death. Because of who I was born I became the needed hero. I was always destined to be a Dragon Rider. To continue where my ancestors had stopped."

Hiccup looked aside and there was pain in his eyes. Stoik had the feeling something was missing to that particular part of the story.

"At any rate, I accepted my destiny and decided to follow Lokis advice and unite the Seven Nations, bring humans and dragons closer again and have them fight against Darkness together. I began to travel the world. I have been in places I couldn't even dream about before" _And now I revisit them in my nightmares_, he added in his head "I met the strangest and the most dangerous people that could never imagine. I fought so many battles I lost count and I killed on my quest many men, lots of them probably innocent. I met my friends here, and I lost friends along the way. My journey has now let me back home.

It is because we have learned of the Portal. The portal is the only thing that keeps Darkness away and it is here, on Berk. It's here that our fore-fathers first banished it away, eons ago. It has corrupted Alvin the Treacherous and his Outcasts and will use Alvin as it's meat-suit. Alvin will try and open the portal but we have to do everything to keep him from doing that. And we'll have to kill Alvin. Darkness has been anchored through him and is sending his evil essence through him into our world. Is this connection broken we can refortify the portal and hopefully keep Darkness out for good. But we need your help. We can't fight all of the Outcasts plus Alvin plus Darkness's creatures on our own."

The silence was tremendous.

Stoik didn't know what to say, his head was swirling with all the new information he had just gotten, together with his anger that made thinking beyond: 'My son is a traitor, kill him.' rather difficult.

"Well, that was an interesting _story_ boy, who knew you had such a vivid imagination." Bolder drawled. "But you still haven't told us how you can help _us_. And I begin to think you can't. Because your story sounds, as if your quest failed. You obviously haven't managed to unite anything, much less humans and dragons. And now you want us to protect you from the big bad man. Who is to say, that it wasn't you that brought this whole mess upon us?"

"Because I didn't." Hiccup said with clenched teeth. "And I don't hide from my enemies I and I certainly wouldn't hide behind you, you pathetic little worm." He hissed.

"Hiccup." said Conner with a warning edge.

Hiccup nodded and quickly gathered his bearings again and continued: "I speak the truth. As for the portal…isn't it obvious? It's as well a strength as a weakness to Darkness. He wants to be in total control of it so that when the time is ready he can slip through without much fuss. That's why he had his creatures attack you."

"Hiccup, I hate to break it to you but, even though these attacks are hard on us, casualties are low and all they do is material destruction." Gobber said softly.

"That is because Darkness can't open the portal without me. He's been waiting for me to arrive. Why he still hasn't wiped you out is something I can't tell you. I don't know how he thinks."

"And what would he need you for?" Stoik asked confused.

"He needs my blood to open the portal. And only my blood can seal it again. It was an ancestor of mine who first created the portal using his blood. As I said, only blood can undo what the same blood did."

"I knew we should have killed him when he'd been born, probably would have spared us this whole mess here." growled Tyr, the other council man.

Stoik watched how the hands of the teens fell onto the hilts of their weapons.

"Excuse me?" asked that huge towering man named Will.

He somehow bothered Stoik more than anyone else. He felt irritated that another grown up showed such protectiveness over _his_ son and obviously seemed to be held in much higher regards than Stoik himself.

Hiccup just sighed, completely ignoring the brief exchange.

"And that's it" he said "The end."

Spitlout started laughing loudly.

He pretended to wipe away some tears.

"You should write that down, I'm sure it makes a nice story." He said condescendingly.

"Hiccup, can I peal that smile off his face with my knife?" Josh asked.

"We should put their insolent little asses back into the boat that brought them here and send them off the island! First they have the audacity to tell us lies, then make demands and now threaten us." Tyr said.

Spitlout and Bolder nodded their approval.

"Yeah, give us one good reason not just to set you off your island. We can deal with these pests on our own!" Spitlout added. He looked even smugger than before, probably thinking he got them now.

Hiccup was tempted to say yes to Josh but before he could say something Kate spoke up.

She was angry but kept her voice controlled and professional. She put on her 'royal face' and spoke slowly:

"I don't think you quite grasp the dimension of what it is we are facing here, Mr. Spitlout."

She narrowed her eyes down and fixated him with her glare. He was trapped in them.

"This isn't a story. This isn't a creation of our imagination. All of this is true."

Spitlout opened his mouth to protest but Kate raised her eyebrow in that way only she could and had him silence before a single sound was even formed in his throat.

"Why should we lie to you? What good would that do us? What gain would we have from selling you a lie? The answer is: There is none. We get nothing out of this.

You must understand that our…our whole journey over Darkness has been keeping its tabs on us. It has been trying to manipulate and turns us against each other. He forced each of us to show their worst sides and…and it's been really hard to be the hero in this. We have been hunted and captured and tortured and treated like criminals. Some of us had to abandon their homes and had their family members and friends turn their backs on them. We sacrificed a lot trying to save the world. But it feels like it doesn't want to be saved. Most of the times it feels like we archive nothing and only drove the world further apart. But although we know that all of this might be in vain, we keep going because we have, as Dragon Riders, a responsibility to the world that no one else is willing to take. We have a legacy to carry on and we owe it to our ancestors who died trying to save the world before us.

So as I see it you have two choices. You accept what we said as the truth. You don't have to like it because we certainly do not. But you can accept it and prepare for battle. A battle that will decide wither you children's children will ever see the sun rise and will ever have the chance to grow up.

Or you can keep calling us lairs and send us off the island and die and let the world die with you. It's your choice."

Again there was a tense silence.

In an attempt to make some room and defuse said tension Gobber suggested:

"We need to digest and discuss this. And you probably need rest after your long journey. With the permission of the chief" here he looked pointedly at Stoik "I suggest we'll tell you what we think after we talked to the village about it" he explained and then added slightly hesitantly "Where…where will you be staying? On your boat?"

Hiccup nodded and said: "Sounds understandable. But with the permission of the chief we'll rather be staying in a small hidden cove just off Raven's Point than our boat. There isn't much room on it for all of us to live comfortable. Just follow the creek along the Bear Stone and you'll find it."

Stoik nodded. "I know where" he said gruffly "It's where we found your helmet and…burn marks. It's where we…I thought….you had been attacked by a dragon."

Hiccup gave no answer to that.

What answers where there anyway?

There was an awkward silence yet again.

"Well…we'll be there anyway. Send someone to find us once you've reached a decision. Can we hunt in the woods and fish at the beach?" Hiccup finally asked.

Stoik was tempted to say no but he knew that was he'd just be asking for conflict. And they would just hunt and fish anyway.

"Yes." Stoik granted them graciously.

"Thank you." Hiccup said and got up.

His friend rose simultaneously with him and repeated: "Thank you." Though they didn't sound so sincere

Then they left the hall.

The small council remained.

Finally Spitlout snorted. "That boy has gone delusional. Probably from all those weird places he visited, eh Stoik? That is exactly why we don't venture further than the Isle of Forget-Me."

Stoik didn't know what to think. He was angry. Angry at Hiccup for leaving and betraying them but at the same time angry that he couldn't shake the feeling off that what Hiccup said was actually right. His pride as a chief, a father and a Viking though kept him from accepting it.

Surprisingly it was Hylla who spoke up.

Stoik had nearly forgotten her presence. She hadn't said a word throughout the whole talk.

"I believe him." She said calmly.

All eyes turned to her, some confused, some angry some baffled.

"Why? You must be as delusional as him to think like that. I'm with Spitlout." Bolder said.

"Be careful how you talk with my wife." Stoik growled.

Hylla shook her head, ignoring the jab at her and Stoiks defense.

"Why else should he come back?" she asked them.

"Why would we know? I don't pretend to know how his mind works. Maybe he regrets running away and now wants to come back and uses these attacks as a cover." Tyr grunted.

"This is his home after all." Stoik said silently.

Hylla shook her head again.

"Don't get me wrong dear, but from what I gathered since meeting my stepson is that he is not happy being here. This may be the place of his birth Stoik but it clearly isn't his home. So I ask again, why else should he come back if he didn't speak the truth?"

"What do you mean, this isn't his home?" Stoik asked confused.

"Stoik dear, did you listen at all to the story your son just told you? You all yourself say the boy is not a Viking- that he never was! They way Spitlout speaks of him and the way everyone reacted to his return has shown me clearly that this boy was obviously never much liked, that he was an outsider. That he ran away because a dragon obviously understood him better and cared for him more shows that clearly. You don't give up on family and friends that easily. Which either means you don't have friends and family any more or never had them in the first place. Now, away from here, he obviously has friends out there, who are loyal to him, who accept him for who he is and with whom he can live happily. So why just throw that all away and return to a place where you are disliked, where you have no good memories, were no one is happy to see you after you have been presumed dead, where you have nothing to gain and all to lose?"

She looked into each of their faces before getting up.

"You all cast him aside as worthless when he obviously has the greatest heart, the strongest courage and the most forgiving mind. He is a hero. A great one. Just not a Viking One."

Her words echoed through the space between them.

"I leave you to your thoughts gentlemen, Gouthi. Let it be known that my vote in this decision goes to Hiccup. I believe him. So should you. And we should help him and take him seriously. He knows what's going on, we don't and time is running short."

With that she left the hall.

Gouthi stretched and scribble din the dust.

"She agrees with Hylla. She has seen the battle in her dreams." Gobber translated slowly.

"There is no need for votes. Stoik you must see that this is madness?!" Tyr exclaimed. "I say we ship him and his group of freak-friends off and deal with this ourselves the good old Viking-way."

"Aye!" said Spitlout and Bolder.

Gobber shook his head slowly.

"The boy never lied before. He may have made mistakes but I know him. His heart is in the right place. But he needs others to remind him of that and to support him. He's always had my support. He'll have it in this as well."

He turned to look at Stoik.

"Which makes this three against three. You're voice decides Stoik. Do we address this matter in front of the big council and then the village or do we force them off the island?"

Stoiks pride shouted: "CAST THEM AWAY, THE TRAITORS!"

Stoiks mind said: "FOR ONCE THINK AND SEE THE REASON AND THE TRUTH BEHIND YOUR SONS'S WORDS!"

And Stoiks heart just beat wildly, shouting over and over: "HICCUP, HE'S ALIVE! HICCUP, HICCUP, HICCUP, VAL'S EYES! I HAD FORGOTTEN WHAT THEY LOOKED LIKE! HICCUP, HICCUP!"

He cleared his throat.

"I can't say the story has me convinced but…" he hesitated "Hiccup has always been a miserable liar. You could tell from a hundred feet away when he was lying. I don't like that he gave up his people own for those filthy beasts but I think there truth in his words, even if it pains me to admit it" _'It hurts a lot!'_ said his pride "And it's never wise to act hastily" _'That's rich coming from you'_ snorted his brain "And since this affects all of us I think our people have a right to hear his side of the story too and make their own decision if they want their help or not. But should Hiccup and his friends turn out to be more trouble, then they are worth we will see them banned" _'No you won't, not when you just got him back'_ his heart muttered "Agreed?"

"Agreed!" Gobber said instantly. Gouthi nodded

Spitlout, Bolder and Tyr looked sour but they too mumbled: "Agreed chief."

Stoik nodded and settled back.

"Good. Meeting adjourned."

_Not back more than a few hours and already causing everything to spin out of control_, Stoik thought and allowed himself a short little smile.

_Welcome home, Hiccup._


	102. The Chief's Visit

Chapter One-hundred-and-two: The Chief's Visit

As Stoick made his way through the woods of Berks, off the beaten tracks in search for his son's current hide-out, he contemplated what had let to this situation and what he was about to do.

The day after Hiccups return to Berk Stoick had explained the situation and everything Hiccup had told the small council in a grand meeting in the Mead Hall to all the other Vikings.

Many had been skeptical.

Many had voiced the same arguments as Spitlout.

Others had sided with him and Gouthi.

And the rest was torn.

Stoick knew that Hiccups story sounded like a fairy-tale.

But the last weeks had taught him that the monsters in the shadows and from the legends weren't as fantastic as they had been made believe all their lives.

And Hiccup said they had a plan. He'd said that they knew what needed to be done to stop this. Maybe it was that what convinced most of Stoick's people.

Nobody on Berk had a plan anymore.

They were cut off from all their allies and attacked on a daily basis.

Nothing they tried seemed to work permanently.

And even Vikings couldn't keep fighting forever.

It hurt Stoick's pride to admit it but they needed Hiccup.

He hadn't forgiven his son.

He was still mad and angry.

He still didn't understand Hiccups reasoning for leaving without any notice.

They could have helped him, for Thor's sake!

But Stoick was willing to put these matters aside until the bigger problem was dealt with.

The final vote the day after had been mostly in favor for keeping Hiccup and his companions and let them help.

And today Stoick was in his way to tell his son his decision.

He had insisted on going alone.

One reason was because this was still his island and he could go where-ever he wanted as chief, the other reason was to show that he was not intimidated by any of them and that he still could take all of them in a fight.

He doubted that it would come to a fight but still…

He strode purposefully along the creek and soon spotted the giant boulder that marked Raven-Point.

From here it was only a short walk until the cove would come into view.

He descended into the crack that lead inside and squeezed through the narrow gap towards the cove.

Stepping into this enchanted place always took his breath.

The tall walls of the cove, the soft burble of the waterfall and the small river, the sunlight reflecting on the lakes surface, the soft green grass bowing in the breeze, the proud trees standing tall and protecting the cove from prying eyes…

It truly was a special place.

And so big!

Stoick looked around to find his son and stopped to observe the scene on front of him.

The group had put up tents at the far side of the cove in the shadows of two poplar trees right next to the water-fall.

The tents were put up in a circle with a fire-place in the middle. They had put fallen tree-trucks around is as benches and even though it was mid-day a fire was burning.

They youngest of the three girls, the one with the brown hair and many bracelets, was tending to the fire.

She was humming a little tune while poking the fire with a stick, encouraging it to burn brighter.

Across from her sat the giant of a man called Will.

He was skinning a deer skillfully, his brow furrowed in concentration.

The boy with the dark blond hair stood calve-deep in the lake, apparently washing his cloths.

Josh, Stoick though Hiccup had called him.

He was conversing with the archer that had saved Stoick's life.

The archer was standing at the shore, arms crossed before his chest and talking grimly.

Neither Hiccup, nor the girl with the reddish hair, nor the girl with the dark skin, were anywhere to be seen.

Stoick frowned.

Maybe he should come back another time. Apparently Hiccup was out.

Maybe hunting? Or fishing?

He wanted to turn around and leave when a growl to his left made him turn around quickly.

He saw nothing at first but then the stone wall came alive and slowly transformed into an angry hissing deep scarlet red dragon with lots of scars on its body.

Its snout was elongated and its antlers long and flexible.

Green acid dropped from its mouth. The claws and horns looked wickedly sharp.

It had been quite some time since Stoick had gotten face to face with an actual dragon but he'd never forgotten them.

And this was a Change-Wing, if he'd ever seen one.

His hands found his ax automatically as the beast growled again and slowly peeled its body off the stone.

It was a peculiar beats.

Not many had ever attacked Berk but on his many travels and searches for the Dragons Nest he had encountered this species more than once.

And had lost a good many men to these monsters.

He got into his battle-stance, ready to take on the dragon but a sharp whistle from the direction of the camp had the dragon down and gone within a second.

Stoick, puzzled, swirled around and looked to where the sound had come from.

His encounter with the Change-Wing hadn't gone unnoticed.

Once a few meters away from him stood the young girl from the fire.

A few paces behind her stood Will, his butcher knife still in his blood-covered hands.

And Josh and the archer, Conner Stoick remembered, had made their way over in their general direction.

But what really got Stoick was the sight of the Change-Wing sitting on its behind next to the young girl.

She had her hand on his shoulder and he had sneaked one of his antlers around her shoulders like a protective arm…

It was staring at Stoick still with distrust and Stoick found it very unnerving.

For a second the two parties just stared at each other.

Stoick vaguely remembered Hiccup mentioning that they all had _their own dragons_ but somehow that idea still was too fantastic to him to be real.

But as he saw the girl with her Change-Wing he felt as if the air had been knocked out of his stomach.

She stepped forward now, a friendly smile on her face.

The dragon stayed where he was but the flexible antler was still draped around her shoulder and twitched like a snake.

"I'm sorry that he startled you like that. He's our dragon-sentry. He's a really good guard but very protective and sometime stakes it a tat too far." She apologized.

"It…it…it listened to…to you whistling… like a dog" Stoick said numbly.

The girl grimaced.

"I know…I hate doing it but sometimes it's the only thing he listens too."

Stoick had no idea what she meant with that.

Will, the sailor, stepped for.

"What can we do for ye?" he asked; not unfriendly but definitely not joyful.

Stoick puffed out his chest and growled: "I am here to see my son. Hiccup."

He kept a wary eye on the beast.

It still growled at him.

Conner pushed past Will and said with a calm smile: "He's out scouting the area and patrolling the outer rim with the girls. But they are due back any minute since it's time for lunch."

Stoick huffed, a bit unable to decide what to do.

"Yes…well…tell him that…I was here. And that…I need to talk to him." He ordered.

He turned to leave but the other boy stepped for and said with a grin and his eyes fixed on something far above Stoick's head: "Tell him yourself. There they are."

Stoick turned…and gasped.

Three dragons, all magnificent beasts in their own accord, came flying over the top of the tall pine-trees.

And as they got closer Stoick could see them clearly.

The first dragon caught his eyes because of the peculiar flying style was a gorgeous deep purple Whispering Death. Sitting on its head and holding on to two enormous spikes that grew out of the dragons head in front of her, was the dark skinned girl.

He colorful cloths flattered in the wind and he could see the handle of a sword sticking out from a sheath strapped to her back.

Next to her flew a dragon that looked like a Deadly Nadder except it had two additional front legs and not a crown of spikes and big visible ears and curled two horns.

It was midnight-blue and in some places the scales lit up when the sun shown down on them and they twinkled like stars on a night-sky.

That dragon was ridden by the reddish-haired girl that had sat next to Hiccup during their talks.

The last dragon flying above the other two wasn't as big as all the others but rather small, long and lithe, cat-like and black as sin.

Its wingspan was gigantic considering its comparatively small and thin body.

One tail-fin Stoick saw was missing and instead replaced by some clever construction.

And operating that construction was Hiccup himself.

The two girls too had some sort of saddle or reins to hold on to but Hiccup had a real full blown out saddle with extra contraptions to work the tail-fin.

His son himself was sitting on the dragons back slightly bend forwards against the wind, a rather grim expression on his young face.

Stoick jumped aside as the dragons started to descend.

They landed on the spot and Hiccup and his red-headed friend jumped off their dragon's backs, whereas the Whispering Death gently wrapped the end of its tail around the dark skinned girl's waist and hoisted her off his head and deposited her next to her friends.

Hiccup didn't seem to have seen his father because he stepped towards his friends and said: "The perimeters are clear. We went as far as Odin's Bathtub but when we tried to go further west or east, to where the other clans live, we always got attacked by a swarm of these shadowy monsters. But they didn't pursuit use once we dropped back again. It seems they have set up their own perimeter. Nothing gets out but just as well doesn't get in anymore."

"Told you it was a trap. Darkness wanted us to come here. Now we're trapped like everybody else." The dark skinned girl said with a sigh and patted her dragon's nose absentmindedly.

"That's not of relevance anymore. This is where we're needed." Hiccup said calmly.

"They are tightening the noose, tighter and tighter until they can choke us." Conner said darkly.

"We won't let it get that far." Hiccup contradicted him.

They had sighed and asked: "And what's the news around here?"

"Lunch is almost ready." The Change-Wing-girl offered.

"Zhang and Sharp-Claw went to stretch their wings." Josh said.

"I repaired my boat." Will said with a shrug

"And you have a guest." Conner finished, pointing at Stoick.

Hiccup turned, spotting his father for the first time since arriving.

"Chief..." he exclaimed surprised "What brings you here?" he asked.

Stoick could see that Hiccup was trying to keep it light heartened but they were both rather uncomfortable to speak again in front of others.

"I…I came to talk to you about the villages decision." Stoick explained rather awkwardly.

Hiccups eyes darted shortly to his friends, who all looked up rather hopeful or at least expectantly.

"Yes?" Hiccup asked.

Stoick cleared his throat.

"We have decided, for now, to accept your offer for help, mainly because we don't know what to do anymore. We are willing to hear you out further if you really think you can help."

"It's not like we would or could go anywhere else, no matter what they decided!" he heard someone mutter.

But Hiccup smiled and by Thor it hurt to see the boy smile.

Mostly because Stoick could not remember a time, were Hiccup had ever smiled!

Sure, he knew sarcastic smirks or sly winks when the boy had gotten into trouble or had been frustrated or while bantering with Gobber but an actual smile of happiness? No, Stoik couldn't remember those.

"That is great, thank you. All of you." Hiccup said honestly and nodded at him.

Stoick didn't quite know how to respond to that.

His eyes wandered to the Night Fury that stood next to his son.

_So close._

It had its ears perked up and head slightly tilted. Its eyes were wide and the slightly opened mouth revealed…no teeth? How odd.

Hiccup followed his line of sight and flinched slightly.

"Ah…yes … father…you haven't meat the other half of our team yet." He began.

He looked slightly uncomfortable.

"I met one of them." Stoick growled and send a glare at the Changewing.

Sadly dragons are highly unimpressed by human glares ad so the dragon just hissed back at him.

"Oh." Hiccup mumbled, looking slightly put off and…afraid?

"I know you said you had dragons. But this… still seems impossible." Stoick grunted and folded his arms before his chest once again.

Hiccup chewed on his lower lip.

"I know" he said "It's a strange turn of events, it was for me too! I was raised to believe dragons were evil heartless and mindless beasts only focused on making us miserable. But Toothless here" he patted his dragons head "Showed me a whole new world. They all did. And it's amazing what we can archive with their help! They are intelligent creatures with a conscience, emotions, memories; they have their own social systems, they live in families or colonies…they aren't so different than us actually."

Stoick more watched his son than listened to his words.

Hiccup talked with the same passion his mother used to talk with about anything and everything that she liked.

There was more of Valhallarama in his son then there was of him.

And there was something in Hiccup that was neither from his parents, nor his grandparents, nor their parents.

Val had always said from the day Hiccup was born that he was an old soul.

He didn't scream much. He'd rather look around in curiosity.

He learned quicker than others. He just seemed to know certain things.

And that other part shone through Hiccup as he talked.

But Stoick was distracted from these thoughts when Hiccup asked him: "Would…would you like to meet him properly?"

Stoick focused on his son.

"What?" he asked.

"Toothless. Would you like to meet him? I think he would." He gestured at the dragon.

Said dragon was sniffing the air slightly and make some strange crooning noises.

"Ah." Stoick said and made an unwilling step backwards.

"Maybe another time."

He tried to ignore Hiccups crestfallen expression.

"I should get back to the village" Stoick continued "Come by tonight and we'll discuss our next moves." He added.

Hiccup nodded. "Of course chief."

Stoick nodded and without any further comment left the cove.

As he squeezed through the rocks he could hear the slight mumble of the Josh-boy: "Well that could have gone worse."

"It could have gone better too." Conner replied.

"Let's eat for now." The Change-Wing-Girl interrupted them.

Stoick's last glance over the shoulder saw the teens and Will sitting around the campfire with their dragons.

The deer that had been roasting over the fire was distributed to everyone and as they talked they ate and laughed and sometimes threw bits and pieces of their meat towards the dragons.

Stoick shook his head and headed home.


End file.
